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is welcome to'a Fairs 
Such Place, ſuch Men, ſuch Language, 
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| ou muſt expelt:. With theſe, the xealous noiſe 
| of your Lands Faction, ſcandalix d at Ti Val 
As Babies, Hobby-horſes, Puppet plagt, 

| And ſuch like rage, whereof the petulant ways 
Tour ſelf have known end have been vent 
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Theſe for your Sport, without particular wrong, 
Or juſt complaint of any private Man. 
(Who of himſelf, or ſhall think well or can) 
The Maker doth preſent : And hopes, to Night 
To give you for 4 a Fairing, true Delight. 
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Ohn Little-wit, 4 Proctor. | 
Win Littlewit, bis Wife. 1 5 
Dame Purectaft, her Mother and a Widow. 

Zeil. of. the- Land Buſy, ber Suitor, a Banbury Men. 

Win-Wifſe, bis Rival, a Gentleman. © 

Quarlous, his Companion, a Gameſter. 


Bartholomew Cokes, an Eſquire of Harrow. 


#4 - 


Humphrey W aſpe, bis Man. 5 | 
Adam Overdo, 4 Juſtice EY Per io | 


Dame Overdo, bis = .. 4. 


Grace Welborn, bis Marl. 
' Lantz Leatherhead, 4 Hobby- Ho 2 Seller. 6 
Joan Traſh, 4 Gingerbread ne ITS 
Ezechiel Edgworthz 4 Catpurſe.  ' 
Nightingale, 4 Ballad. ſinger. vi 25358" 3g, 
Urſula, a Pig Woman, 5 
Moon-calf, ber F _ 
Jordan Knock-hum, 4 Horſe-comſer and 4 
Turnbull. „„ In 
%%ù%%⁶ eo Meghan oe nh = 
Captain W hit, a Bawd. © : 
Punque Alice, Miſtreſs 0 the Game. 
Trouble-all, 4 Mad-man, 5 
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Three Watchmen, Coftard-monger, Mon ſetrap-wan, Clo. 
. hier, Mreſilor, Porters, Dooy-keepers, Pepper. 
| . THE 


| \Sracn-Knnran. . 7 
| 1 have 4 little patience, 5 RS 
ti 


upon coming, inſtantly. He tha 
in the Play, Maſter e the Proctur, 


. has a Stitch new faln in his black Silk Stocking; 
will be drawn up ere you can tell twenty. He plays 


one o' the Arches that dwells about the Hoſpital, and 
he has a very pretty part. But for the whole Play, 
will you ha' the Truth on't? (I. am looking, left the 
Prey hear me, or his Man, Maſter Broom, Behind the 
Arras) it is like to be a very conceired ſcurvy one, 

in plain Engliſh. When't comes to the Fair once, 
you were c*cn as good go to Pirginie, for any thing 
there is of Smirbſield. fie has not hit the Humours, 
he does not — . he has not convers d with the 
Bartbolmew-birds, as they ſay; he has ne'er a Sword 
and Buckler Man in his Fair; nor a little Davy, to 


you Toll _ * were 6s as in my time; nor a 
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ould be- 


r 


- 4 Ip ww RR 2 


—— — 


. .. TN 6s SES 


* 74 RR Ne a, e n 
r r OOO I IT I NE TIE 
— — — —— —————— . — * 
8 
8 
7 


—— =. i 
—— — — — 


I > 
= — GITe 


14 
#1 
3s ol 
AJ 
: 
7 
. 
3 

| 

© 

2 


Kind- heart, if any bodies Teeth ſhould chance to 


z⁊ened i“ the Cloath- quarter, ſo finely! And Adams, 


dealt his Vermine about, as though they had coſt 


upon? ha? ha' you found any familiars here, chat you 
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ake in his Play; nor à Jugler with a well; educated 
Ape, to come over the Chain for the King of Eu- 
gland, and back again for the Prince; and ſit ſtill on 


his Arſe for the Pope and the King of Spain! None 
o' theſe fine Sights! Nor has he the Canvas-cut i the 


Night, for a Hobby- horſe- man to creep into his 


She: neighbour, and take his Leap there! Nothing! 


No; And ſome Writer (that I know) had had 


but the Penning o' this matter, he would ha' made 


you ſuch a Fickajog i the Boothes, you ſhould ha“ 


thought an Earthquake had been i' the Fair! But 
theſe Maſter-Poetsy they will ha” their own abſurd. 
courſes 5 they will be inform'd of nothing. He has 
(/irreverence) 1 me three or four times about 

| „I thank him, but for offering to 
put in with my Experience. Il be judg'd by you, 


the Tyring-hou 


Gentlemen, now, but for one Conceit of mine! would 


not a fine Pump upon the Stage ha done well, for a 
and. aP ungque ſet under upon her Head, 


Property now? and a Pu. | f 
with her Stern upward, and ha' been ſous'd by my 


witty young Maſters o the Innt o Cu,, What 
thin you o this for a ſhew, now? he will not hear 
Lam am Afs!'1! and yet 1 kept the Stage in 


o this! 
Maſter Tarleton's time, I thank my Stars. Ho! and 


that Man had liv'd to have play'd in Bartbolomew Fair, 


you ſhould ha' ſeen him ha'come.in, and ha' been co- 
the Rogue, ha leap'd and caper'd upon him, and ha 


bim nothing. And then a ſubſtantial Watch to ha? 
ſtoln in upon 'em, and taken em away, with miſta«» 


, 


. 0 ; © Þ tpn ge? : 2 
To him, Bookbolder' and Scriues ne. 


9 


Boot. How now? what rare Diſcourſe are you faln 


melo Irec? what's the buſineſs? Stage. 


king words, as the faſhion is in the Stage - practiee. 
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the grounded Judgments here, his Play-fellows in 
Wit. Gentlemen, not for want of a Prologue, but 
by way of a new one, I am ſent out to you here, 


With a Scrivener, and certain Artieles drawn out in 


haſte between our Author and you; which if you 


pleaſe to hear, and as they appear reaſonable, to ap- 


prove of; the Play will follow preſently. Read, Seribo, 


gi me hs OI" Tonk age SAY on 
cSeriv. Articles ot Agreement, indented, between 


the Speftarors or Hearers, at the Hope on the Bankfde; 
in the County of Surry, on the one Party; And the 


Autbor of Bartholomew Fair, in the ſaid Place and 


County, on the other Party: the one and thirtieth 
day of Oflober, 1614, and in the twelfth year of tho 
Reign ef our Sovereign Lord, James, by the Grace 
of God, King of England, France, and Ireland, De- 
fender of the Faith: And of Scotland the Seven and 
ie e orion ij 

- Imprimis, It is covenanted and agreed, by and be- 
tween. the Parties aboveſaid, and the ſaid Speators 
and Hearers, as well the curious and envious, as the 
favouring and judicious, as alſo the grounded Judg- 
ments and Underſtandings, do for themſelves ſeveral» 
ly covenant and agree to remain in the Places their 
Mony or Friends have put them in, with patience, 
for the ſpace of two Hours and an half, and ſome- 


proves them, by u, with a new ſufficient Play, cal- 
led Bartholomew Fair, merry, and as-full of Noiſe, 


what more. In which time the Author promiſeth to 


F 


— The Induftion. . 
as Sport: made to delight all, and to offend none; 
provided they have Scher td Wit or the Base ee | 
think well of themſelves, © _ 
It is further agreed, That every Perſon here have 


at their own charge, the Aveboy having now depart · 
ed with his right: it ſhall be lawful for any Man to 
his Six pen worth, his Twelve-pen worth, ſo 
to his eighteen Pence, two Shillings, half a Crown, 
to the value of his Place; provided always his Place 
get not above his Wir, And if he pay for half a do- 
zen, he may cenſure for all them too, fo that he will 
- undertake that they ſhall be ſilent. He ſhall put in 
for Cvnſures here, as they do for Los at the Lottery: 
Marry, if he drop but Six-pence at the Door, and 
will Cenſure-a-Crowns-worth, it is thought there is 
no Conſcience or Juſtice in that. 3 
It is alſo agreed, That every Man here exerciſc 
his own x ge and not cenſure by Cutagion, or 
upon wu. rom another's Voice, or Face, that fits 
by him, be he never ſo firſt in the Crmiſſion of Wit » 
As alſo, that he be fixt and ſettled in his Cenſure, 
that what he approves or not approves to day, he wilt 
do the fame to morrow; and if to-morrow, the next 
day, and fo the next week (if need be:) and not to 
de brought about by any that fits on the Jeneh with 
him, though they indite and arraign Plays daily, He 
that will ſwear, Feronimo, or Andronicus are the beſt 
Plays, yet ſhall paſs unexcepted at here, as a Man 
whoſe ee ſhews ir is conſtant, and hath ſtood 
ſtill theſe five and twenty or thirty years. Though 
it be an Ignorance, it is a virtuous and ſtaid Igno- 
rance z and next to Truth, a confirm'd Error does 
_ ; ſuch a one the Author knows where to find 
It is further covenanted, concluded and agreed, 
That how great ſoever the Expectation be, no Per- 
fon here is to expect more than he knows, or 57 
5 7 Ware 


w 


his or their free: will of Cenſure, to like or diſlike 
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| Ware than a Fair will afford: neither to look back 

| to the Sword and Buckler Age of Smithfield, bur 
content himſelf with the preſent. Inſtead of a little 
XX Davy, to take Toll o rhe Bawds, the Aurbor doth 
= promiſe a ſtrutting Horſo-courſer, with a lerr- Drunk 
ad, two or three to attend him, in as good Equipage 

as you would with. And then for Nnd beat the 
Tooth - drawer, a fine Oily Pig-woman with her Tap- 
fer, to bid you welcome, and à Confort of Roarers 
for Mufick, A wiſe Jnftice of Peace moditant, in- 
| Nead of a Jugler, with an Ape. A civil Cupurſe 
| ſearchamt, A ſweet Singer of new Ballads allurant * 
aud as freſh an Hypocrite, as ever was broach'd, ram- 
paw, If there be never a Servant-monſter i the Pair, 
who can help it, he ſays, nor a Neft of urig; 
| He is loth to make Nature afraid in his Plays, like 
| thoſe that beget Tales, 'Tempoſis, and ſuch like Pro- 
leriss, to mix his Head with other Mens Heels; let 
the concupiſcence of Figs and Dances reign as ſtron 
as it will amongſt you: yet if the Puppets will pleaſe 
\ any body, they ſhall be intreated to come in. 
In confideration of which, it is finally agreed, by the 
foreſaid Hearers and Spectatort, That they neither in 
themſelves „ by them to be con» 
cealed; any State- decipberer, or Politick Picklock of 


who was meant by Ginger bræaad Woman, who by ti e 
Hobby-horſe Man, who by the Coftard>monger, nay, 

who by their Wares. Or that will pretend to affirm 
(on his own. inſpired Ignorancs] what Mirror of Magi» 
ſtrates is meant . e Juſtice, what great Lady b 

the Pig · woman, what concea d Stateſman by the Sel» 
ler of Mouſerrrapi, and ſo of the reſt. But that ſuch 
Perſon or Perſons, ſo found, be left diſcovered to the 


mercy of the Author, as a Forfeiture to the Stage, 
and your Laughter aforeſaid. As alſo, ſuch as ſhall 
ſo deſperately, or ambitiouſly, play the Fool by his 
Place afoxcfaid, to challenge the bor of Scurrilie 


ts 


r 


n * * 3 
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ty, becauſe the Language ſomewhere ſavours of Smiths 
| Id, the Booth, and the Pig-broth, or of Prophane- 
5 neſs, becauſe a Mad. mam cries, God quit you, or bleſs | 
” you. In witneſs whereof, as you have prepoſteroully | 
put to your Seals already (which is your Mony) you .þ 
will now add the other part of Suffrage; your Hands. 

The Play ſhall preſently begin, And though the Fair 

be not kept in the ſame Region, that ſome here, 


0 ==:  borſe here, would be glad to take up a Commodity of 


perhaps, would have it; yet think, that therein the 
Antbor hath obſerv'd a ſpecial Decorum, the Place | 
00g as dirty as Smirhfield, and as ſtinking every | 
Whit, 8 | 8 : nk 
Hum ſorver, he prays you to believe, his Ware is ſtill. 
the ſame, elſe you will make him juſtly ſuſpe& that 
he that is ſo loth to look on a Baby, or an Hobby. 
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chem, at any Laughter or Loſs in another plage; 
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Pretty Conceit, and worth the finding! 
T hy? ſuch luck to ſpin out theſe fine 
things ſtill, and like a Silk-worm, out 
of my ſelf, Here's Maſter Bar. 
tholomew Cokes, of Harrow o th Hill, 

; i' th' County of Midaleſer, Eſquire, 
takes forth his Licence to marry Miſtreſs Grate Vell. 
born, of the ſaid Place and County: And when does 
he take it forth? to day! the Four and Twentieth 
of Auruſt | Bartholomew-day! Bartholomew upon Bar- 
tholomew! there's the Device! who would have mark d 
ſuch a Leap - Frog Chance now? A very leſs than 


„ 


Anis ace, on two Dice! Well, go thy ways, John Lit. 
= t--Wit, Proctor Fohn Little. it: One o the pretty 
= Wits o' Pauls, the Little-wit of London (fo thou aft 
call'd) and ſomething beſide, When a Quirk or a 
Quiblin do's ſcape thee, and thou doſt not watch and ap. 
=, gs EE 


14 Bartholomew) Fair. 
prehend it, and bring it afore the Conſtable of Con- 
ceit: (there now, I {peak Quib too) let em carry thee 
out o' the Arch-deacons Court into his Kitchin, and 
make a Jack of thee, inſtead of a John. (There I 


Wine Now you look finely indeed, Win! this Cap 
does convince! you'd not ha worn it, Win, nor ha had 
it Velvet, but a rough Countrey Bever, with a Cop- 
er Band, like the Conney-skin-woman of Budze= 
Row? Sweet Wir, let me kiſs it! And her fine high ' 
Shooes, like the Spaniſh Lady | Good Wir, go alittle, 
I would fain Tee cher pace, pretty Ms By this fine 
Cap, I could never leave kifling ont. 
Win, Come indeed la, you are ſuch a Fool ſtill! 
 _ Litt, No, but half a one, Wis, you are the rother 
half; Man and Wife make one Fool, Win, (Good!) 
5 eed, y. the Dioceſs, 


Is there the Poctor, or Doctot ind 
that ever had the Fortune to wit him fuch a Wir! 
(There I am again!) 1 do feel Conceits coming up» 
on me, more than I am able to turn Tongue too. A 
Pox o' theſe Pretenders to Wit! Your Three. Canet, 
' Miter and Mermaid-men!' Not a Corn of true. Salt, 
not a Grain of right Muſtard amongſt them all, The) 
may ſtand for Places, or ſo, again the next i fall 
and pay Two Pence in a Quart more for their Cane- 
ry than other Men, But gi' me the Man can ſtart 
up a Fuſtice of Wit out of Six Shillings Beer, and 
pive the Law to all the Poers and Poer- Sucher i Town, 
becauſe they are the Players Goſſips. Slid, other 
Men have Wives as fine as the Players, and as well 
222 pv! 


s O AE 
Min wife, Little-wit, Win. 5 


Winzw. Why, how now, Maſter Liete-wit ! meaſuring 
of Lips? or molding of Kiſſes? which is t? 


4 


am again la!) Wis, Good Morrow, Win. I marry, 
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Tin. Troth, I am alittle taken with my Mis dreſs - 
| fing here! Does't not fine, Maſter Min uuf How do 
Jou appichend, Sir? She would not ha* worn this 
E | Habit I challenge all Cheapſide to ſnaw ſuch another: 
XE More-felds, Pimlico path, or the Exchange, in a Summer- 
Evening, with a Lace to boot, as this has. Dear 
Ma, let Maſter Win-wife gion ta He comes a 
= wooing to our Mother, Vi, and may be our Father 
perbape, Nia. There's no harm in him, Wir. 2 
m.. None i' the Earth, Maſter Liil- wit. 
Liu. I envy no Man my Delicates, Sir. 
= _Vin-w. Alas, you ha the Garden where they grow 
Kill! A Wife ? with a Strawberry Breath, Cherry= 

Zhecks, and a ſoft Velvet Head, like a 


Www ws 5 ws Www FRYWAls @ , 


Lips, Apricot- 


ie. Good, i faith ! now dulneſs upon me, that 1 
had not that before him, that I ſhould not light on't 
| as well as he! Velvet Head. Tot 
Mum, But my taſte, Maſter Liitl.- it, tends to 
| Pruit of a latter kind: the Sober Matron, your Wives 
Lin. I! we know you are a Suitor Sir; Wis, and 
l both, wiſh you well: By this Licence here would 
= you had her, that your Two Names were as faſt in 
it as here are a Couple. Vis would fain have a fine 
Young Father i“ Law, with a Feather: that her Mo» 
ther might Hood it, and Chain ir, with Miſtreſs 
Overdoe, But you do not take the right courſe, Ma» 
Mu-. No? Maſter Lietle-wit, why? . 
Lie. You are not mad enough. 
 Win-w. How ? Is Madneſs a right courſe? _ 
Lit. I ſay nothing, but I wink upon Vin. You 
have 4 Friend, (one Maſter Quar lou) comes here 


a” 'S 


1 5 
3 


f/ /// ðâ 


Mie. Why? he makes no Love to her, does he? 
e ot a Tokenworth that ever 1 ſaw, 1 aſſure 


Win-w. W hat? | 3 | - Lin 
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Li. He is the more Mad-cap 00 
do not apprehend 


che Two. 'Yop 


Win, You have a hot Coal i P i your Mouth nl 
you cannot hold, 
Lit, Let me out with it, dear Win, 
Win. LIl tell him my (elf. 


3 


Lit. Do, and take all the Thanks, and much „ 


00d thy pretty heart, Win. 

Wiz. Sir, my Mother has had her Nativity-water | 
caft lately by the Cunning-Men in Cow-laxe, and the 5 | 
ha' told her her Fortune, and do enſure her, ſhe ſhall 
never have happy hour, unleſs ſhe voy Fain 
this Sewnight; and. Wy it , it e 
Man, they ſay. 


« Mad 


'Lit, I, but I 10 3 a Gentle Mad-Man: Tr 
Min. Yes, ſo the other man of e, . 


Min-iv. But do's ſhe believe em? 


Lit. Yes, and has been at Bedlam twice Lince eyes 


1 day, to enquire if any Gentleman be There, or is 
' come there mad 


Miu. Why, this is a Confederacy, a meer pieoe 


of ractice upon her by theſe /mpoftors. 


5 Tell der e: or ſe; thy fred Gag neck 


og ect ing i Old Elder 
come from Banbury, à Suitor 2 puts in here 
at N to praiſe the painful Brethren, or pray 
that the Sweet Singers may be reſtor'd; Says a Grace 
as his Breath laſts him! Some time the Spi- 
rit is ſo ſtrong with bim, it gets quite out of him, 
and then my Mother, or Win, are fain to fetch it 
again with Malmſey, or Agua Celeſtis. 


fome Young Madcap»Gentleman (for the Devil can 
equivocate as well as a Shop»keeper) and therefore 
would I adviſe you to be a little per an N 
Nb herecafter. 

Win, Where is ſhe? Wire 
Lit. Stirring! Yes, and 


5 
* 


3 
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Win. Yes, indeed, we have ſuch a tedious Life 


9925 him for his Dyer, and his Clothes * he 


| breaks 
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be his Butons, and racks Sears at exery aying 
he ſobs out. e | 
\  Fobn, He cannot abide. my tin he ſays, * 
Vin. No, he told my Mother, a Proflor was 5 - 
2 of the Beaſt, and that ſhe Bad little leſs than 
committed Alomination in MArrpiog: my, ſo wg ſhe. has 5 


7%. Every Line he Tays) that 3 a | Pro * rte 


1 Jong black Hair, kemb d out of the Tal 1905 or ; 


qu mn TS 


as When came his gebt 54 oo 5 


FT. T's 1 ö 
\ SEENE W. en 

: Arg x77 PR 
' min Febn, Wing Win-wh 548 5 18555 7 


a 0 Sir, ha you ta'en Soil. here? I's day's P 
| Man may reach you after three hours running yet! 
What an unmerciful Companion art thou, to quit 
thy Lodging at ſuch ungenticmanly hours? None but 
| a (catter'd Covey of Fidlers, or one of theſe Ray» 
rakers in Dunghills,” or ſome Marrow-borie Man at 
moſt, would have been up when thou wert gone 
abroad, by all Deſcription. -F pray thee what, aileſt 
thou, thou canſt nor ſleep? haſt thou Thorns i thy 
| Eye-lids, or Thiſtles i' thy Bed? 

 Win-w, I cannot tell: It ſeems. you had neither 8 | 
your Feet, that took this pain to find me. 
Quar. No, and 1 had, all the Lime-hounds o 'the 
City ſhould have drawn after you by the Scent ra⸗ 
ther. Mr. Jobn Little-wit! God fave you, Sir. Twas 
a hot Night with ſome of us, laſt Night, Jobn: ſhall 
we Jan a Hair 0 the, fame Wolf to day, Proctor 


Job. Do you vent ber, Maſter Gals, what 85 
we diſcours'd on laſt N ist? ; 
Vor. I. = Aue. 
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when it comes to be read in the Biſhep's Court, is 
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5 a u bn, when I am, drunk, and you kar 


1 


F * help m 


"kit, Gentlemen ? Pretty Little · wit of 


AS "Wee — INg n 


18 Bartholomew Fair, 


Quar. Not I, Fob: nothing that 1 either diſcoutſe 
or do, at thoſe times I forfeit all to Forgerfulneſs, 
No, not concerning Min? Look you, there 


. 
ö ne; is, ang dreſt, as I told you ſhe ſhould be: Hark 


you Sir, bad you forgot ? | 
"Bum B iis Head, Tl beware how 1 keep you 


Memory! that's certain. 
Sir 
* hy? we were all a little ſtain'd laſt Ni * 
en with a Cup or two, and I agreed with Pro- 
Jobn here, to dome and do ſomewhat with Min 
(1 know not what *twas) to day; and 1 puts me in 
mind on't now; he ſays he was coming to fetch me: 
Before Truth, if you bave that fearful — 5 Fobn, 
to remember when you are ſober, John, what you 


pom drank, Jobn; I ſhall take 922 of you, Fobn. 


For this once I am content to wink at My yous where's 
your Wife? Come hither, Win. erh ber. 
Win. Why: Ye!” % you ſee this 50 ? look 


. 0 War fie, what do you mean, Win? Be 


| 1 Vin; make an Out- ry to your Mother, 


Win? Maſter Dwarlous | is an honeſt Gentleman, and 
our worſhij ful good Friend, Win: And he is Maſter 
Min. wife Friend too: And Maſter Win-wife comes 
a Suitor to your Mother, Win; as I told you before, 
HI in, and may perh 7 fi: our Father, Win: They'll 

do you no harm, Win; they are bath our worſhipful 


ooo 4 ah Maſter Duarlous ! you muſt know 


aſter Quar lou, Win; you muſt not quarrel wil 
Maſter Qarlous, Win, 
uar. No, we'll kiſs a 
b, Yes, do, good 

Win. I' faith you are a Fool, John. 
Job. A Fool, Fobn, ſhe calls me; do 77805 8 
vet! a 


again, and fall i in. 


Fool · Jo abn. 


f 
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Quar. Hoy-day! how reſpeRive you are become 
© the ſudden! I fear this Family will turn you res 
formed too 3 pray you come about again. Becauſe | 
ſhe is in eee, to be your Daughter in-Law, and 
may ask you Bleſſing hereafter, when the courts it co 
Tornam to eat Cream. Well, 1 will forbear, — 
but i' faith, would thou wouldſt leave thy Exerci 
of „„ once! this drawing after an old 
Reverend Smock by the Splay-Foot: There cannot 
be an ancient 'Tripe or 'Trillibub i' the Town, bur 
| thou art ſtraight noſing it, and tis a fine Occupation 
= thou'lt confine thy ſelf to, when thou haft got one; 
1 „ piece of Buff, as if thou hadſt the perpes 

| 8 to ſtink in; or perhaps worſe, 
currying a Carkaſs that thou haſt bound thy ſelf to 
alive. I'll be ſworn, ſome of them (that thou art, 
or haſt been a Suitor to) are ſo old; as no chaſte or 

married pleaſure can ever become em; the hoheſt 
| Inſtrument of Procreation has (forty Years iner) left 


to belong to *'emy, thou mult viſit em as thou wouldſt 


do a Tomb, with a Torch, or three handfuls' of Links 
flaming hot, and ſo thou may'ſt hap to make em 


== feel thee, and after come to inherit according to thy 


Inches. A ſweet courſe for a Man to Waſte rhe Brand 


of Life for, to be ſtill raking bimſelf « Fortune in 


thou haſt been but a Menth married to one of em, 


I an old Woman's Embers ; we {hall ha thee, after 
WE look like the Qaerrane 4gve and the Black Jaun 


4 met in a Face, and walk as if thou hadſt borrow'd 


Legs of a Spinner, or Voice of a Oficket; 1 would 
encdure te hear fifteen Sermons a Week for her, and 


doch courſe and loud ones, as ſome of em muſt be; 


wood cen defire of Fate, 1 might dwell In a 
Dram, and take in my Suſtenance with an old broken 
„ 32 | Tobavs 


20 Bartholomew Fair. 1 
Tobacce pipe and a Straw. Doſt thou ever think 


to bring thine Ears or Stomach to the patience of a 


dry Grate, as long as thy T'able-Cloth? and droan'd 
out by thy Son here (that might be thy Father) till 
all the Meat o thy Board has forgot it was that day 
i theKitchin? Or to brook the Noiſe made in a ques 
ſtion of Predeſtination, by the good Labourers and 
painful Eaters aſſembled together, put to em by the 


Wine, ever and anon, and a Sentence out of Kuoxe 
between? Or the perpetual ſpitting before and after 
n ſober drawn Exbortation of Six Hours, whoſe better 
part was the Hum- ba- bum? Or to hear Pray'rs groan d 
_ out over thy Iron Cheſts, as if they were Charms to 
break em? And all this for the hope of two Apoſtle- 
Speons, to ſuffer! and a Cup to eat a Cawdle in! 
For that will be thy Legacy. She'll ha' convey'd 
her State ſafe enough from thee, an ſhe be a right 
Cn GO To es 
Min. w. Alas, I am quite off that Scent now. 
* How ſo? I od UT 
Min. w. Put off by a Brother of Banbury, one that, 
they ſay, is come here, and governs all already. + 
_ DQuar, What do you call Fim? I knew divers o 
thoſe Banburians when I was in Oxforl. 
Min. w. Maſter Little-wit can tell un. 
Job. Sir! good Win go in, and if Maſter Barrbo- 


lomem Cokes his Man come for the Licence (the little 


old Fellow) let him ſpeak with me; what ſay you, 
Gentlemen? %% Tos 


Min. w. What call you the Reverend Elder you told 4 


me of? your Banbury-man3 


Job. Kabbi Buſy, Sir; he is more than an Elder, he i 


is a Prophet, Sir. . 1 
uar. O, I know him! a Baker, is he not? 


Fob, He was a Baker, Sir, but he does dream now, 3 


and ſee Viſions; he has given oyer his Trade. 


atron your Spouſe; who moderates with a Cup of | 
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Oar. I ende that tees 3 out col: 4 Sema be 
took, that (in ſpic'd Conſcience) thoſe Cakes. he 
made, were ſerv'd to Bridales, May-Poles, Morriſſes, 
and ſuch profane Feaſts and Meetings; his aa ng 

Name i is Zeal-of-the-Land. 5 
Fob. Yes, Sir, Seal. of- Abe. Lend 34. * „ | | 

| Win-w, How! what 4 Name's there! 7 
Job. O they have all ſuch Names, Sir 3 44 was 

Witneſs for Vin here, (they will not be call'd God- 

OY and nam'd her Win- the, figbt; you r 


XZ her Name had been Winnify ed, did you 2 ee 


Min-. I did indeed. 
Job. He would ha“ thought bimſelf a atk Rez 
probate, if it had. . 
Quar. I, for there was 4 Blue- ſtarch Woman of 
the Name, at the ſame time. A notable hypocritical 
| Vermine it is; I know. him, One that ſtands upon 
| his Pace, more than his Faith, at all times: Ever in 
| ſeditious Motion, and reproying for Vain glory; of 
| a moſt Lunatieſt Conſcience and Spleen, and affects 
the Violence of Singularity in all he do's: (He has 
undone a Grocer here, in Newgate- Market, that broke 
with him, truſted him with Currans, as errant a Zeal 
as he, that's by the w 5 ) By his Profeſſion, he will 
ever be i' the State of Innocence though, and Child- 
hood; derides all Antiquity, defies any other Learning 
than Inſpiration; and what Diſcretion ſoever Years 
ſhould afford him, it is all prevented in his Original 
Ignorance; ha' not to do with him, for he is a Fellow | 
of a moſt arrogant. and invincible N I e 
you. Who is this? 


SCEN E . = 
 Waſhe, Jobn, mu ifi, . Wh 


Maſpe. By your leave, Gentlemen, with all my 
heart to you; and God give you good Morrow. 
h B 3 Maſter 


3s Bartholomew Fair. 
/// 2 
ob. Here I ha it for you in my Hand, Maſter 


is Waſps That's well z nay, never open or read it to 
me, it's labour in vain, you know. I am no Clerk, 


1 


I ſcorn to be ſav'd by my Book, i' faith Vil hang 
firſt; fold it up o“ your word, and gi.it me; what 
muſt you ha' forte? LEE oy 
Fob. We'll talk of that anon, Maſter nher. 
Waſp. Now or not at all, good Mr, Proctor, I am 
for no anon's, I affure you. 8 
Fob, Sweet Win, bid Solomon ſend me the little 
black 25 Ro in 9 4 8 
Wa I, quickly, good Miſtreſs, I pray you: for I 
have or; F; $ 0 the Spit, and OT Fire, ſay 
what you muſt have, good Mr. Little wit. 
Fob. Why, you know the price, Mr. Numps. 
-  Waſe 1 know? I know nothing. I, what tell you 
me of knowing? (now I am in haſte)' Sir, I do not 
know, and I will not know, and l ſcorn to know, 
and yet (now I think on't) I will, and do know as 
Well as another; you muſt have a Mark for your 
thing here, and Baabe Pence for the Box; I could ha? 
ſav'd Two Pence i” that, an I had bought it my ſelf; 
but here's Fourteen Shillings for you. Good Lord! 
how long your little Wite ſtays! pray God Solomon, 
one Clerk, be not looking i' the wrong Box, Mr. 


8 F 
” 


Job. Good i' faith! no, I warrant you, Solomon is 
wu then fo, SB 1-6 TO. 
Waſ. Fie, fie; fic, by your leave, Maſter Lirtle-wit, 
this is ſcurvy, idle, fooliſh, and abominable, with all 
my heart; 1 do not like it. „ 
Win. w. Do you hear? Fack Little-wit, what buſi- 
nes does thy pretty Head think this Fellow may have, 
*, 4hat he keeps ſuch a coyl with? „% - : 


, A tenrible telly old Bellow, and his 


Pee me yet. 


© Bartholomew Fair, 235 
ar, More than buy Api of Ginger-bread. P 1 
Cl er here, (for that we allow him) or a gilt pouch 


i' the Fair. 

Job. Maſter Quarloys, d0 not miſtake him; 3 he is is 
his Maſter's Both- hands, I aſſure you. © 

uar. What ? to pull on his Boots a Mornings, or | 

his Stockings, does he? 7 
Jb. Sir, if you have a mind to mock him, mock 
him foftly, and look t. other way: for if he appre- 
hend you flout him once, be wi fly at you preſent - 


Name is 


aj[pe too. 
. Pretty Inſe fea! ak much on bim. wh 
af. A Plague o this Box, and the Pox too, and 


on him that made it, and her that went fort, and 


that ſhould ha ſought it, ſens bs of bronghs it it! do 
er Sie | 
Mr. Waſpe 


b. Na 3 
2 8055 Rade Hornet, und i your PEE” hold 
you your Tongue: do not I know you? Your Fe- 
a Te a Pothecary, and ſold Gliſters, more t 
he gave, I wuſſe: and turd i your little Wiſe Teeth 
too (here ſhe conies) "twill bales her ſpir, as fine as 


mel is, for all her Velvet Cuſtard on her Head, Sir. 


Job. O] be civil, Maſter NMmpr. 
Waſ. Why, fay I haye a Humour not to be civil 
how then? who ſhall compel me? you? 1 5 
Job. Here is the Box now, | 
Waſ. Why a Pox o“ your Box, once in: lt 
our little Wife ſtale in it, and ſhe will. Sir, I would 
ave you to underſtand, and theſe Gentlemen to 


if they pleaſe—— ' 1 * 


" Win With all our Hearts, Sir. | © 
741. That I have a charge, 1 
They do apprehend, Sir. 
af. Pardon me, $0 neither they nor you can Y 

ow are an Aſs) I have a young 

Uaſter, he is now upon his making and matting . 


the 


74 a | Bartholomew Fair. 


the whale care of his well · doing is now mine. Hi 
fooliſh School-maſters have done nothing, but rs | 
up and down the Country with him to beg Puddings, 
and Cake-bread of his Tenants, and almoft e, 
him; be has learn'd nothing but to fing Carches, an 
repeat Rattle Bladder, wes} and O Madge! I dare 
not ſet kim walk alone, for fear of learning of vile 
Tunes, which he will ſing at St pper, and in the Ser: 
mon- times! If he meet but a Carman i' the Street, 
and 1 find him not Talk to keep him off on him, he 
will whiſtle him and alt his Tunes over at Night in 
his Sleep! he has a Head füll of Bees! I am fain 
now, for this little time 1 am abſent, to leave him i in 
charge with a Gentlewoman: *Tis true, ſhe is a Ju 
Kice of Peace his Wife, and a Gentle woman o the 
Hood, and his Natural Siſter: But what may hap- 
pen under a Woman's Government, there's thg doubt. : 
Gentlemen, you do not know him; be is another : 
manner of Piece than you think for! but Nincteen 
Years old, and yet he is taller than either of 'you 7 

dhe Head, God bleſs bim. 
+ Well, methinks this is a fine Fellow! 
Pin. w. He has made his Maſter a finer by this be 
ſcription, 1 ſfiould think. 

rar, Faith, much about one, it's Croſs and Pl, 
Re for a new Farthing. 

„ I'll tell you, Gentlemen —— __ - 

J Will't pleaſe you drink, Maſter Waſpe. £2”, 

" 'Waſ. Why, I ha' not talk't ſo long to be dit irt 
you ſec no Duſt or Cobwebs come out o'. my ſouth: 
do vou? You'd ha' me gone, would you? hs 

Job. No, but you were in haſte een now, Mr. 

Nump. 

Waſ. What an' 1 were? ſo I am till, and yet I 
will ſtay too; meddle you with your Match, your 
in there, ſhe has as little Wit as her 4 4 85 it 
| ems: I have others to talk to. 
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| 9. She's 
y... We ha' been but a ns and a half in Town, 
= Gentlemen, tis true; and yeſterday i the Afternoon 
EX we walk'd" London, to ſhew-the City to the Gentle- 
BZ woman he ſhall marry, Miſtreſs Grace; but afore 1 
will endure ſuch another half day with him, Il be 
drawn with a good Gib-cat, through the great Pond 
at home, as his Uncle Hodge was! Why, we could 
not meer that Heathen thing all day, but ſtaid him: 
XX he would name you all the Signs over, as he went, 
X aloud : and where he ſpy'd a Parrar, or a Monkey, 
there he was pitch'd, with all the little Long-Coats 
about him, Male and Female; no getting him away! 
1 thought he would ha“ run mad o' the black Boy 
in oy lers-bury, that takes the ſeurvy, roguy Ta: 
co there. 1 : n = F& £2 „ „ 
ob. Lou fay true, Maſter Numps: there's ſuch a 
ne indeed, Pr nn nn LO WET. GC M8 
Waſ. It's no matter whether there be or no, what's 
that to you? e e ee, e, APs On 
1 8 He will not allow of Foby's reading at any 
CORE ( 


© 
| 4 


* 


> 


| Cokes, Miſtreſs Over-db, Faſpe, Grace, Quarlous, Min. ; 


1 


Vie, John, Win. 


|  Cokes. O Numps! are you here, Numps ? look where 

lam, Numps! and Miſtreſs Grace too! nay, do not 
book angerly, Numps : my Siſter is here and all, I do 
not come without her. „„ 
Maſ. What the miſchief do you come with her? 
or the with you © 7 07 pies 8 

Cd. We came all to ſeek you, NVump . 
==  7-/. To ſeck me? why, did you all think I was 
bs, or run away with your FourteenShillings worth 


my Match indeed, and as little Wir as 7 


26 Bartholomew Bar, ; 


of ſmall Ware here? or that I had — it Y the 
Fair for Hobby-horſes ? & procious=- to: ſeck 


me! 

1 Nay good Mr. Mumps do you 22 Difaes | 
tion, tho? he be exorbitant (as Mr. Over-do ſays) and't 
be but for conſervation of the Peace. 5 

. Marty gip, Goody She-Juſtice, Miſtreſs French- 
turd i: your Teeth, and Turd i' your French- 
bood's Teeth too, to do you ſervice, do you ſee? 
Muſt you quote your Adam to me! you hink you 
are Madam Regen? ſtill, Miſtreſs "Ns da; when I 
zm in place? No ſuch matter, I aſſure you, your 
Rei n is out, when I am in, Dame. 
. I am content oi bo 11 abeyance, Sir, and be 
ern d by you; ſo ſho if he did well; 


ov d he too, 
| 2 {will be expected _ ſhould x alſo govern your 


Paſſions. 
_ Waſe Wilt o, forſooth? good Lord! how ſharp 
ou are, with being at Bezb'lem 3 Wen 
has ſer an Ege upon you, has he? 
Over. Nay, if you know not what belongs to your 
Di nity, I do yet to mine. 
Waſ. Very well then. 
_  Cok. Is this the Licence, Mumps? for Love” s ſake 
let me ſee't; I never faw a Licence. 


* Did you not ſo? why, you ſhall n not ſee' 


"Ck. An- you love me, good Nunpr. 5 

Waſ. Sir, I love you, and yet I do not love you i 
theſe. Foolerics; fer your heart at reſt, there's nothing 
in't but hard words; and what would you ſee't for? 

Cok. I would ſee "he length and the breadth * 
that's all; and I will ſee't now, fol will. 
Waſ. You ſha? not ſee it here. 

Cok. Then I'll ſee'r at bome, and In look upon 
the Caſe here. 
_.. Waſ. Why, do ſoz a Man mol give way to hi br 

: little in trifles: . Theſe are Exrors, Di 


7 
3 2 
* 


2 . 
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eaſes, of Youth which he will mend when be comes 
e 
conceive z An a you, 

don him, and I thank you- FEE FE 


again. | 
Quar. Well, this Dry-Nwrſes I a fill, i i 2 deli⸗ 
Cate Man. 

rw. And 1 am, for the Coſſet, his Chargel Did 
jou ever ſee a Fellow. , Face more een for an 
AG? = 
| Quer. Accuſe him? it confelles bim one ; withous 
accuſing. What pay. mee Wench ſhould mar- | 
ry ſuch a Cokes? 

Min · w. Tis true. | 

Quar. She ſeems to be diſcreet, and fiber a tho ; 
is handſome. . © 
Win-w. I, and if you mark her, what a reſtrain'd 
{corn ſhe caſts upon all his Behaviour and Speeches? 

Cok. Well, Numps, 1 am now for another piece of 
buſine(s more, the Fair, Numps, and then——. 
Rel. Bleſs me ! deliver me, helps: hold me! the 
air ! 

Ck. Nay, never fidge up and down, Numpe, and 
 vex it ſelf. I am reſolute Bantbolomam in this; I'll 
make no ſuit on't to you; 'twas all the end of my 

Journey indeed, to ſhew- Mrs. Grace my Fair. I callt 

my Far, becauſe of Barrbolomew : you know my Name 

is Bartbolomew, and Bartholomem-Fain, | 

Job. That: was mine afare, Gentlemen: this Mor- 
ning. I had that i' faith upon his mn believe 
me, there he __ after me. 5 _ _ | 
Ouar. Come, n, this ambitious Wit 0 $ 
( B afraid) will do you no goon i“ the end. 2 

Job. No? why Sir? 

Quar. You grow fo ;infolene with it, ood over= 
doing, John; that if you look not to it, and tie it 


up, it will bring you to 82 obſcure Ee in time, 
and there will * e, . 


t 
5 , 
* . 1 / * 
ur 
a 
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i. o not truſt it too much, ob, be more 
n and uſe it but now and then; a Wit is * 

ngerous thing in this Age ; do not over-buy i Its 
7275 Think you ſo, eee bs rey heed oo 
hereafter. 

Win. Yes, do Fobn. gang | 

Cf. A pretty lircle Soul, this ame Mrs. luce, 
Ss I might marry her. 

Gra, So would oY or wy body elbe, ſo 1 might 
ſcape y ou. 
Ck. — 1 will hoe it Dumps, * tis decreed no- 

ver be melancholy for the matter. 
Waſ. Why, ſee it, Sir, ſee it, do, ſee it! ko 
hinders you? why do you not go ſee it? 'Slid ſes 
it. 

cht The Fair, Nimps, the Fair. 

Wa. Would the Fair, and all the Drums and 
Rattles i in't, were i' your Belly for me: they are al- 
ready i' your Brain: He that had the means to travel 
your Head now, ſhould meet finer Sights than any 
are i' the Fair, and make a finer Voyage on't; to ſee 
it all hung with Cockle-ſhells, Pebbles, fine Wheat- 
Kraws, and here and there a Chicken' 's Hauler and ; 

1 Cob-web. | 
| Quar, Good faith, he looks, methinks, an' you 

him, like one that were made to catch F * 
with his Sir Cranion-Legs. 

Win-w, And his Namps, to flap em away. 

Maſ. God be wi' you, Sir, there's your Bee | in a 
Box, and much good do't you. 

Cok. Why, your Friend, and Bartholomew ; an! you 
be ſo contumacious. 
 Quar. What mean you, Numps ? 5 

af. Vil not be guilty, I, Gentlemen. Ew, 
8 Over, You will not let him go, Brother, and loſe 
him? 
c. Who can hold chat will away? 1 I had rather 
| Joſs him than the Fair, I wuſle. 


Waſ, 


| Woſ. You do not know the Inconvenience, Gen- 
tlemen, you perſwade to, nor what Trouble I have 
with him in-theſe Humours. If he go to the Fair, 

he will buy of every thing to a Baby there; and 

Houſhold-ſtuff for that too. If a Leg or an Arm on 

him did not grow on, he would loſe it i“ the Preſs. 

Pray Heav'n I bring him off with one Stone! And 

then he is ſuch a Ravener after Fruit! you will not + of 

believe what a coil I had t ether day, to;compound 
_ a buſineſs between a Katern-pear Woman, and him, 

about ſnatching !. Tis intolerable, Gentlemen, 

Min. w. Ol but you muſt not leave him now to 
theſe Hazards, .. 4s; 


Maſ. Nay, he knows too well I will not leave 
him, and that makes him preſume: Well, Sir, will 
you go now? If you have ſuch an itch i your Feet, 
to foot it to the Fair, why do you ſtop, am I your 
Tardiaen?: go, will you go? Sir, why de you not 
= | ö bt WE” 

5 k, O Numps ! have I brought you about? come 
NR Grace, and Siſter, I am reſolute Bat, i” faith, 
Gra. Truly, I have no ſuch fancy to the Fair; nor 
ambition to ſee it; there's none goes thither of any 
quality or faſhion. e 4 


Wh” 


| Cok. O Lord, Sir! you ſhall pardon me, Miftreſs 
Grace, we are enow of our ſelves to make it a fa- 
ſhion; and for qualities, let Numps alone, he'll find 

qualities, 1s hd ol bn gh y hongobileg DT 

|  . DB uar. What a Rogue in 1 is this! to 
Underſtand her Language no better. 
Pin. m. I, and offer to marry her. Well, 1 will 
leave the chaſe of my Widow for to day, and direct- 
ly to the Fair. Theſe Flies cannot, this hot Seaſon, 
but engender us excellent creeping Sport. 
Quar. A Man that has but a Spoon: full of Brain 
would think fo, Farewel, Fobn, 
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Job. Win, you ſee tis in faſhion to go to the Fair, 
Win: we muſt to the Fair too, you and I; Win. 1 
have an affair i' the Fair; Win, a Puppet; play of mine 
own making: ſay nothing, that I writ for the Moria 
oy Man, which you muſt fee, Vin. 

Win. I would I might, Fob» 3 but my Mother will 
never conſent to ſuch a prophane motion; the will 
ee Tut, we'll have a Device, 'A dainty one 2 
(Now Wit, help at a pinch, Nit come, come 
one Wit, and t be thy Will.) I have it, Vin, 1 

have it i' faith, and tis a fine one. Win, long to cat 
of a Pig, ſweet Vin, i' the Fair; do you fee, i' the 
heart o' the Fair; not at Pye-coryer. Your Mother 
will do any thing, Vin, to ſatisſie your longing; 
you know; pray thee long preſently, and be ſick o'r 
ſudden, good Vin. I'll go in and tell her; cut thy 
_ i' the mean time, and play the Hypocrire, (weer 
in. No, I'll not make me unready for it. I can 
” eee enough, though 1 were never fo ſtraight 

"RT i a 85 8 8 
Job. You ſay true, you have been bred i' the Fa- 
mily, and brought up tot. Our Mother is a moſt 
elect Hypocrite, and has maintain'd us all this ſeven 
year with ir, like Gentlefols. 
Nin. I, let her alone, ohn, ſhe is not a wiſe wil⸗ 
ful Widow for nothing; nor a ſanctified Siſter for a 
Song. And let me alone too, I ha' ſomewhar o' the 
Mother in me, you ſhall ſee; fetch her, fetch her; 

| 9 | :# 


ab, ah. — | „ 
e eee org 

_:7 Win, Jobn, nah, Solomon. 655 

Proc: Now, the blaze of the beauteous Diſcipline; | 


fright away this Evil from our Houſe! How ink 
1 | F 2 ” on 


irimabe: * Child ; how & you? Sweet + chi 
ſpeak to me. | 

Win. Yes, forſootb. 

Nurec. Look up, ſweet Vin. l and ufer not 
the Enemy to enter you at this Door, remember that 
your Education has been with the pureſt; what pol- 
Jured one was it, that nam d firſt the e n. 
Pig, to you, Child? | 

Hin. Uk, I 77% 

Job. Not 1, o my ancerity, Mother; the long'd 
| above three Hours e er ſhe would let me know ic; 
who was it, Win? 

Win. A prophane black thing with A Beard, Jabs, 

Purec. Ol reſiſt it, Win. tbe ght, it is the Tem ter, 
the wicked Tempter, you may know it by the 
| by motion of Pig; be ſtrong againſt it, and its foul 
Temptations, in theſe Aſſaults, whereby it broach- 
eth-Fleſh and Blood, as it were on the weaker fide, 
and pray againſt its carnal eee good Child, 
{weer C F Pry. © 

Job. Good Mother, 1 pray y you, that the may eat 
ſome Pig, and her Belly full too; and do not you 
caſt away your own Child, and perhaps one of mine 
with your tale of the Tempter: How do you, Vin ? 
Are you not fick ? 

Win, Yes, a great deal, Jobn, (uh, uh >. 

Puree. What ſhall we do? Call our zealous Brother 
Buſy hither, for his faithful fortification in this charge 


of the Adverſary ; Child, my dear Child, 1 8 tall 4 


eat Pig; be comforted, my ſweet Child. 
Win. I, but i' the Fair, Mother. 3 5 

Pryrec. I mean i' the Fair, if it can be any way 
made or found lawful. Where is our Brother Buſy 
will he not come? Look up, Child. 

Job. Preſently, Mother, as ſoon as he has Senn | 
his Beard. I found him faſt by the Teeth, i'the cold 
on bi ik i' the Cupboard, with a great white Loaf 
on his left Hand, anda anda Gs of Matnſo on his right. 


Puree, 


Nec. Slander not the Brethren, wicked one: 
Job. Here he is now, purified Mother. _ 
Purec, O Brother Buſy! your help here; to edifie 


and raiſe us up in a Scruple z my Daughter Win-rhe- 


Nabe is viſited with a natural Diſeaſe of Nomen; call'd 
A longing to eat Pig. . 
. Jo . 1 Sir, a Barabolomew Pig; and in the Fair. 
- Purec. And I would be ſatisfied from you, Religi- 
_ ouſly-wiſe, whether a Widow of the ſanctiſied A.- 
ſembly, or a Widow's Daughter, may commit the 
Act without offence to the weaker Siſters. 
Buſ. Verily, for the Diſeaſe of Longing, it is a 
Diſeaſe, a carnal Diſeaſe, or Appetite, incident to 


Women: and as it is carnal, and incident, it is natu- 


ral, very natural: Now Pig, it is a Meat, and a 
Meat that is nouriſhing and may be long'd for, and 
ſo conſequently eaten; it may be eaten; very ex- 


-  ceeding well eaten: But in the Fair, and as a Bar- 


_tholomew Pig, it cannot be eaten; for the very call- 
ing it a Bartholomew Pig, and to eat it ſo, is a ſpice 
of Idolatry, and you make the Fair no better than 
one of the Higb- places. This, I take it, is the ftate 
of the Queſtion: A High-placde. 
: » Fob, I, but in ſtate of Neceſſity, Place ſhould give 
place, Mr. Buſy. (I have a Conceir left yet.) 
Purec. Good Brother, Zeal-of-rhs-Land, think to 
make it as lawful as you can. F ia 
Job. Yes Sir, and as ſoon as you can; for it muff 
be, Sir; you ſee the danger my little Wife is in, Sir. 
, Purec. Truly, I do love my Child dearly, and I 
would not have her miſcarry, or hazard her Firſt- 
fruits, if it might be otherwile,  @& 
Bu. Surely, it may be otherwiſe, but it is ſubje& 
to conſtruction, ſubject, and hath a face of Offence 
with the weak, a great face, a foul face; but that 
face may have a Veil put over it, and be ſhaddowed 
as it were; it may be eaten, and in the Fair, | take 
it, ina Booth, the Tents of the wicked; The 227 
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is not much, not We Coen, we may be Religious 
in midſt of the Prophane, ſo ir be eaten with a re- 
formed Mouth, with Sobriemy, and Humbleneſs; not 
gorg'd in with Gluttony or Greedineſs, there's the 
fear: For, ſhould ſhe go there, as taking Pride in 
the place, or Delight in the unclean dreſſing, to feed 
the vanity of the Eye, or luſt of the Palate, it were 
not well, it were not fit, it were abominable, and 
Jab. Nay, I knew that afore, and told her on't ;; 
but courage, Win, we'll be humble enough, we'll 
ſeek out the homelieſt Booth i the Fair, that's cer - 
tain rather than fail, we'll eat it o' the Ground. 
. Purec. I, and I'll go with you my ſelf, Min. be- 
fight, and my Brother Zeal - oferbe- land ſhall go with 
us too, for our better Conſolation. „ 
Vin. Uh, uh. 5 5 381 75 52 „ 
Job. L, and Salomon too, Vin, (the more the mer- 
rier.) Vin, we'll leave Rabby. Buſy in a Booth, Sa» 
Joman;: C lt ue nin To | 
Buſ. In the way of Comfort to the Weak, I will 
go and eat. I will eat exceedingly, and propbeſie; 
there may be a good uſe made of it roo, now I think 
on't : By the publick eating of Swine's Fleſh, to 
profeſs our hate and loathing. of Fudaiſm, whereof 
the Brethren ſtand taxed, I will theretore cat, yea 
Inillkemdag in ond. 
Joh, Good i faith, I will eat heartily too, becauſe 
.T will be no Few, I could never away with that ſtiff- 
necked Generation: And truly, | hope my little one 
me be like me, that, cries for Pig ſo i“ the Mother's 
 Buſ.. Very likely, exceeding likely, very exceed. 
ing likely. „ „„ 


* 
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„ n Oed 1 ny” 
Wir in Juſtice name, and the King's, and 
5 for the Commonwealth ! defie all the World, 
Adam Overdo, for a Diſguiſe, and all Story; for thou 
haſt fitted thy ſelf, I ſwear. Fain would I meet the 
 Linceus now, that Eagle's Eye, that piercing Epidaus 
rian Serpent (as my Quint. Horace calls him) that 
could diſcover a Juſtice of Peace (and lately of the 
Quorum) under this 3 Top may have ſeen 
many a Fool in the habit of a Juſtice z but never 
*cill now, a Juſtice in the habit of a Fool. 'Thus 
muſt we do though, that wake for the publick 
good; and thus hath the wiſe Magiſtrate done in all 
Ages: There is a doing of right out of wrong, if 
the way be found. Never ſhall I enough commend 
a re mers worſhipful Man, ſometime a capital Mem- 
ber of this City, for his high Wiſdom in this point, 
'who would take you now the Habir of a Porter, now 
of a Carman, now of the Dog- killer, in this month 
of Auguſt; and in the Winter, of a Seller of Tin- 
der- boxes; and what would he do in all theſe Shapes? 
marry, go you into every Alchouſe, and down into 
every Cellar; meaſure the length of Puddings, take 
the gage of black Pots and Cans, I, and Cuſtards, 
with a Stick; and their circumference with a Thread; 
weigh the Loaves of Bread on his middle Finger; 
then would he ſend for *em home; give þ Puddings 
to the Poor, the Bread to the Hungry, the Cuſtards 
to his Children; break the Pots, and burn the Cans 
himſelt; he would not tiüſt his corrupt Officers, he 
would do't himſelf. Weuld all Men in Authority 
would follow this worthy Preſident. For (alas) as 
we are publick Perſcres, what do we know? 2 
waar 
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What can we know? we hear with other Mens Ears, 
we ſee with other Mens Eyes. A fooliſh . 
or a flcepy Watchman, is all our Information; he, 
ſlanders a Gentleman, by the vertue of his Place, (as 
he calls it) and we, by the vice of ours, muſt be- 
| lieve him. As awhile agone, they made me, yea 
me, to miſtake an honeſt zealous Purſivant, for a Se» 
Minary; and a proper young Batchelor of Muſick, for 
a Bawd. This we are ſubject to that live in high place, 
all our Intelligence is idle, and moſt of our Intelli- 
encers Knaves; and by your leave, our ſelves thought 
ttle better, if not errant Fools, for belicying em. 
I Adam Overde am reſolv'd therefore to ſpare Spy- 
mony hereafter, and make mine own Diſcoveries. 
Many are the yearly Enormities of this Fair, in whoſe 


Courts of Pye-poulders I have had the Honour, du- 


ring the three Days, ſometimes to ſit as Judge, Bur 
this is the ſpecial day for detection of thoſe foreſaid 
Enormities. Here is my black Book for the pur- 
poſe ; this the Cloud that hides me; under this Co- 
vert I ſhall ſec and not be ſeen, On Juniut Brutus. 
And as I began, ſo I'll end; in Juſtice name, and the 
_ King's, and for the Commonwealth, 55 


SCENE 1. 


Leatberbead, Traſh, Fuſtice, Uri'la, Mron-calf, Night- 
|  Ingale, Coftermonger, Paſſengers, _. 


| Leath. Fhe Fair's peſtlence dead methinks; Peo- 
le come not abroad to day, whatever the matter is. 
o you hear, Siſter Traſh, Lady o? the Basket ? fir 

farther with your Gingerbread Progeny there, and 
. hinder not the Profoe of my Shop, or Vil ha' it 
proclaim'd i the Fair, what Stuff they are made on. 

Tra. wy whar Stuff are they made on, Brother 
Leatherhead ? nothing but what's wholcfome, 1 aſ- 
ſure you, 1 8 0 


| C2 - Leatb. 
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' Toath, Ves, ſtale Bread, rotten Eggs, muſty Gin» 
ger, and dead Hony, you know... 
Ju. II have I met with Enormity fo ſoon? __ 
_ Leath, I ſhall mar your Market, old on. 
Tra, Mar'my Matter, thou too - proud Pedler? do 
thy worſt, I defie thee, I, and thy Stable of Hobby- 
Horſes, I pay for my Ground, as well as thou doſt, 
and thou wrong'ſt me, for all thou art parcel-Poet, 
and an Ingineer. I'll find a Friend ſhall right me, 
and make a Ballad of thee, and thy Cattle. all over. 
Are you puft up with the pride of your Wares? 
your Arſedine? ? NN... 
Leath. Go too, old Fone, 1'll talk with you anon; 
and take you down too, afore Juſtice Overdo, he is 
the Man muſt charm you, I'll ha' you i the Pie- 
pouldres, oo en 
Tra. Charm me? Ill meet thee Face to Face, afore 
his Worſhip, when thou dai'ſt: and though l be a 
little crooked o' my Body, Il be found as upright in 
my dealing as any Woman in Smithfield; L charm 
me 5 N 
FJiuſt. 1 am glad to hear my Name is their Terror, 
yet this is doing of Juſtice. | . 
Leath. W hat do you lack ? what is't you by? what 
do you lack? Rattles, Drums, Halberts, Horſes, Ba- 
bies of the beſt? Fiddles of the fineſt? e 


Enter Coſtermonger 5 


© Coſt. Buy any Pears, Pears, fine, very fine Pears: | 

Tra. Buy any Gingerbread, gilt Gingerbread: 

' Night, Hey, Now the Fair's a filling! 

O, for a Tune to 9235 ” 
The Birds o“ the Booths here billing « 
Yearly with old Saint Barthle! 
The Drunkards they are wading, 


* 


{ The Punques and Chapmen trading 
„ WM bo ld ſee the Fair without his Lading? 


* 


Boy 
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Buy any Ballads; new Ballads? „ 
_ rf. Fie upon't: who would wear out their Youth 
and Prime. thus, in roaſting of Pigs, that had any 
cooler Vocation? Hell's a kind of cold Cellar tot, a 
very fine Vault, o my Conſcience / what Ae c. 
%% p ¼èò ooe T 
* Night. How now Urs la? in a heat, in a beat? 
 Urſ. My Chair, you falſe Faucet you; and my 
Morning's draught, quickly, 3 Bottle of Ale, to 
quench me, Raskal, I am all Fire and Fat, Vigbr- 
ingale, I ſhall e en melt away to the firſt Woman, a 
Rib again, I am afraid, I do water the Ground in 
knots, as I go, like a great Garden-pot z you may 
follow me by the 8. S. I make. „„ 


Night. Alas, good Ure, was Zefiel here this morn- 


BY Zekiel ? what Zekiel? 535 
Night. Zekiel Edgworth, the civil Cut: purſe, you 
know him well enough; he that talks bawdy to you 
ſtill: T call him my Seeretaryß. 8 


in 


Urſ. He promis'd to be here this morning, I re- 
member. „„ | 
Night, When he comes, bid him ſtay: Il be back 
again preſently.  [Mooncalf brings in the Chair, 
U. Beſt take your morning Dew in your Belly, 
Nightingale: Come Sir, ſet it here; did not I bid you 
ſbould get this Chair let out o the ſides for me, that 
my Hips might play? you'll never think of any thing, 
till your Dame be rumpegall'dz tis well, Chanpe- 
ling: becauſe it can take in your Graſs-hoppers Thighs, 
you care for no more, Now you look as you had 
een i' the corner o' the Booth, flzaing your Breech 
with a Candle's End, and fer fire o the Faw. Fill, 
pie , TIT T | os 
Juſt. This Pig-woman do I know, and I will put 
her in, for my Rob Enormity z ſhe hath been be- 
fore me, Punk, Pinnace, and Bawd, any time theſe 
rwo and twenty Years my Record i' the Pie-pouldreg. 


z ſ- 
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. Fill again, you unlucky Vermine. 8 5 
AAo. Pray you be not angry, Miſtreſs, I'll ha' it 
widen'd anon. P 
Dyſ. No, ho, 1 ſhall een dwindle away to't, eber 
the Fair be done, you think, now you ha' heated 
me: A poor vex'd thing I am, I feel my ſelf drop 
ping already, 'as faſt as I can; two Stone a Sewet a 
day is my proportion: I can but hold Life and Soul 
together, with this (here's to you, N and 
a whiff of Tobacco, at moſt. Where's my Pipe now? 
not fill'd ? thou errant Iucubes. ' © 
Night. Nay, Uri'la, thou' It gall between the Tongue 
and the Teeth, with fretting, no. 
Urſ. How can I hope chat ever he'll diſcharge his 
place of Truſt, Tapſter, a Man of reckoning under 
me, that remembers nothing I ſay to him? but look 
to't, Sirrah, you were beſt, three Pence a Pipe full, 
1 will ha' made, of all my whole half Pound of To- 
bacco, and a quarter of a Pound of Colrsfoor mixt 
With it too, to eech it out. I that have dealt ſo long 
in the Fire, will not be to ſeek in Smoke, now. 
Then ſix and twenty Shillings a Barrel 1 will advance 
o' my Beer, and fifty Shillings a hundred o* my Bot- 
tlezAle ; I ha' told you the ways how to raiſe it. 
Froth your Cans well i' the filling, at length Rogue, 
and 505 your Bottles o' the Buttock, Sirrab, then 
skink out the firſt Glaſs ever, and drink with all 
Companies, though you be ſure to be drunk; you'll 
miſereckon the better, and be leſs aſham'd on'r. But 
your true Trick, Raſcal, muſt be, to be ever buſic, 
and miſtake away the Bottles and Cane, in haſte, be- 
fore they be half drunk off, and never hear any bo- 
dy call, (if they ſhould chance to mark you) till you 
ha' brought freſh, and be able to forſwear em. Give 
me a drink of Ale, — E 
5 Juſt. This is the very Womb and Bed of Enormi- 
ty! groſs as her ſelf! This muſt all down for Enor- 
mit y, al,, every Whit ont. [One nocks. 


. 
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. Look who's there, Sirrah : Five Ihillings a 
Pig is my Price, at leaſt; if it be a Sow Pig, Six- 
pence more; if ſhe be a great-bellied Wife, and long 
for't, Six-pence more for that 
Juſt. O tempora! O mores! I would not ha' loſt 
my diſcovery of this one Grievance, for my Place, 
and Worſhip o'the Bench. How 1s the Poor abus d 
here Well, I will fall in with her, and with her 
Mooncalf, and win out wonders of Enormity. By 
thy leave, goodly Woman, and the Fatneſs of the 
Fair; oily as the King's Conſtable's Lamp, and ſhin- 
ing as his Shooing-horn! Hath thy Ale vertue, or 
thy Beer ſtrength, that the Tongue of Man may be 
tickled, and his Palate pleas'd in the Morning ? let 
thy pretty Nephew. here go ſearch and ſee. 


* 7 


_ Urſ. What new Roarer is this? ' 


00. O Lord! do you not know him, Miſtreſs? 


tis mad Arthur of Bradley, that makes the Orations. 


Brave Maſter, old Arthur of Bradley, how do you? 
welcome to the Fair; when ſhall we hear you again, 
to handle your matiers, with your Back againſt a 
Booth, ha? I ha' been one o' your little Diſciples, i 
my days! CFF 
Juſt. Let mg drink, Boy, with my Love, thy 
Aunr, here; that I may be eloquent: but of thy beſt, 
left it be bitter in my Mouth, and my words fall foul 
_on;the fer: | +. UE | 

_ Cr/. Why doſt thou not fetch him Drink? and 
offer him to fit? | „ „ 
1 70. 50 A 6 Beer, 3 Arthur 2 3 
Thy beſt, pretty Stripling, thy beſt ; the 
fun thy Dove drinketh, and thou draweſt on Holy- 

$ 


U,. Bring him a Six-penny Bottle of Ale: they 

ſay, a Fool's hanſel is lucky „„ 
Juſt. Bring both, Child. Ale for Arthur, and Beer 
for Bradley. Ale for thine Aunt, Boy. My diſguiſe 
kes to the very wiſh and reach of it, I ſhall by 
. 5 „ 


Hill. 


the benefit of this diſcover enough; and more: and 


yet ger off with the Reputation of what 1 would 
be: A certain midling thing, between a Fool and a 
AR. ß E57 ot et 
%%ͤ +. Mon 
C.J ] 
Knoe, What! my little lean Ursla! my She-Bear! 


art thou alive yer, with thy litter of Pigs, to grunt 


out another Bartholomew Fair? ha! 


t 2 


Dſ. Yes, and to amble afoot, when the Fair is 
done, to hear you groan out of a Cart, up the heavy | 


Kuoe, Of Holborn, Urila, mean'ſt thou fo ? for 

what, tor What, prey ? Een Won 
Urſ. For cutting Half. penny Purſes, or ſtealing lit- 

tle penny Dogs, out o' the Fain, © 
Knice, O! good words, good words, Urs, 
Juſt. Another ſpecial Enormity. A Cut-purſe of 


the Sword, the Boot, and the Feather! thoſe are his 


Ur/. You are one of thoſe Horſe-leaches that gave 
out | was dead, in Tům, bull Strebt, of a Surfeit of 
Bottles Xe and T'ripesr EE ES ORs * 


4 


Kno. No, t was better Meat, Urs: Cows Udders, | 
Cows Udders! © 1 | by | 


5% Well, I ſhall be- meet with your mumbling 

noc. What? tho K popfon me with a Neuft in 
a Bottle of Ale, wilt thou? or a Spider in a Tobac- 
co-pipe, Urs? Come, there's no Malice in theſe far 
Folke, I never fear thee, and I can ſcape thy lean 


Mouth one day. 


Moon. calf here. Let's drink it out, good Urs, and 


Juſt. Doſt thou hear, Boy? (there's for thy Ale, 
and the remnant ſor thec) ſpeak in 3 of a 
. aucet, 


no Vapours! | 
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Faucet, now is this goodly Perſon before us here, 


this Vapours, a Knight of the Knife? 


oo. What mean you by that, Maſter Arthur? 
Juſt. 1 mean a Child of the Horn-thumb, a Babe 
of Booty, Boy, a Cut- purſe. - „„ 
249. O Lord, Sir! far from it. This is Maſter 
Dan. Knockbum : Jordans the Ranger of Turnbull, He 
is a Horſe-courſer, Sir, „„ 
— Fu Thy dainty Dame, though, call'd him Cut 
uric. e kg r | ITE 
Fe, Like encugh, Sir. ſhe'll do forty-ſuch.tbings 
in an hour (an you liſten to her) for her Recreation, 
if the Toy take her i the greaſie Kerchief: It makes 
her fat, you ſee; ſhe battens with it. 
Juſt. Here might I ha been deceiv'd now, and ha? 
pur a Fool's blot [pon my ſelf, if I had not play'd 
an after Game o diſcretion” © 
2+ 2. [Urgla comes in again dropping. 
Knee, Alas poor Urs, this is an ill Seaton for thee. 
 Urſ. Hang your ſelf, Hackney - man. 8 
Nuoc. How, how, Urs? Vapours? Motion breed 
JJ | 5 
Urſ. Vapours? Never tusk, nor twirle your Dib- 
ble, good Jordans, I know what you'll take to a ve- 
ry Prop- Though you be Captain o' the Roarers, 
and fight well at the caſe of Piſs-pots, you ſhall not 
fright me with your Lyon-chap, Sir, nor your Tus ks; 
you angry ? you are hungry : come, a Pig's Head will 
ſtop your Mouth, and ſtay your Stomach at all times. 
Knoc. Thou art ſuch another mad merry Urs, ſtill! 
Troth I do make conſcience of vexing thee, now i 
the Dog - days, this hot weather, for fear of foundring 
thee i! the Body, and melting down a Pillar of the 
| Fair, Pray thee take thy Chair again, and keep ſtate; 
and let's have a freſh Bottle of Ale, and a Pipe of 
Tobacco; and no Vapours. Ill ha' rhis Belly o' thine 
taken up, and thy Graſs ſcour'd,” Wench: Look, 
here's Ezekiel Edgworth à fine Boy of his Inches, as 
| 1 
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any is i' the Fair! has ſtill Mony in his Purſe, and 
will-pay all, with a kind Heart, and good Vapours. 


| To them, Edeworth, Nightingale, Corn-cuttor J Tinder- | 
DDeõor- man, Paſſengers. + ns 


Els. That I will indeed, willingly, Maſter . Knock« 
bum; fetch ſome Ale and Tobacco. 
Loatb. What do you lack, Gentlemen? Maid, ſee 
a fine Hobby - horſe for your young Maſter z coſt you 
but a Token a Week his Provender, 
Cor. Ha' you any Corns i' your Feet and Toes? 
Tin. Buy a Mouſc-trap, a Mouſe- trap, or a Tors 
manor ior TTT. an. ihr 
Trg. Buy ſome Gingerbread, ' e 
Nigb. e * Ballads: 15 
Hear for your Love, an ſar your Mony, _. 
A bee Ballad 0 the F 3 2 the Coney. 
A Preſervative again the Punques evil. 
Another of Gooſe green-ſtarch, and the Devil. 
A dozen of Divine Points, and the Godly Garters; 
The Fairing of good Counſel, of an Ell and thres 
quarters, What is't you buy? | 
The Wind. mill blown down by the Witch's Fart! 
Or Sajnt George, that Q! did break the Dragon's 
Heart. | | %% 
Eag. Maſter Nightingale, come hither, leave your 
Mart a little. „% 7 5 
Nigh.* O my Secretary! what ſays my Secretary? 
Juſt. Child o' the Bottles, what's he? what's he? 
Moo. A civil young Gentleman, Maſter Arthur, 
that keeps Company with the Roarers, and disburſes 
all (till, He has ever Mony in his Purſe he pays for 
them, and they roar for him; one does good offices 
for another, They call him the Secretary, but he 
ſerves no body. A great Friend of the Ballad-man's, 
they are never aſunder. ” Ju. 


Bi 
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Fuſt. What pity tis, fo civil a young Man ſhould 
haunt this debauch'd Company ? Here's the Bane of 
the Youth of our Time apparent. A proper Pen- 
man, I ſee't in his Countenance, he hasa good Clerk's 
Look with him, and I warrant him a quick Hand. - 
Moo. A very quick Hand, Sir. 5 
Ea. All the Purſes, and Purchaſe, I give you to 
day by conveyance, bring hither to U7//a's preſently, 
Here we will meet at Night in her Lodge, and ſhare. 
Look you chuſe good Ln for your ſtanding i“ the 
Fair, when you ſing, Nightingale, 
© © © [This they whiſper, that Overdo bears it not; 
Te. 1; near the fulleſt Paſſages z and ſhift em 
often. . 8 35 * 
Esag. And i' your ſinging, you muſt uſe your Hawks 
Eye nimbly, and fly the Purſe to a mark ſtill, where 
tis worn, and o' which fide; that you may gi” me the 
fign with your Beak, or hang your Head that way i 
tie EY TT nw © 
Urſ. Enough, talk no more on't: Your Friendſhip 
| (Maſters) is not now to begin. Drink your draught 
of Indenture, your ſup of Covenant, and away; the 
Fair fills apace, Company begins to come in, and I 
ha'ne'er a Pig ready yet, T „ 
Nuoc. Well aid! fill the Cups, and light the To- 
bacco: let's give fire i' the Works, and noble Va- 
ours. | 5 ; | 
5 Ede. And ſhall we ha“ Smocks Ur la, and good 
whimſies, ha? J 
Ur. Come, you are i' your bawdy vein! the beſt 
the Fair will Ford, Zekiel, if Bawd Mbit keep his 
word. How do the Pigs, 4400n-calf? 
Moo. Very paſſionate, Miſtreſs, one on 'em has 
 VWept out an Eye. Maſter Artbur o' Bradley is me- 
lancholy here, no body talks to him. Will you any 
Tobacco, Maſter Arthur? | 
Juſt. No, Boy, let my Meditations alone, 
Moo, He's ſtudying for an Oration, no cp. "Y 
85 1 
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policy, but reſcue this Vouth here out of the my 
of the lewd Man and the ſtrange Friend Ovid, . will fit 


z que opus exegi, Ex" nee Fovit i ira, nec ignis, &c. 
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Juſt. If 1 can with this day's Travel, and all m 


down at Night, and ſay with my Friend Ovid, Fe am- 


*Rnoc. Here Zekiel, here's a Health to Urs Ia, and 


a kind Vapour. thou haſt Mony i th Purſe ſtill, 


and ſtore! how doſt thou come by it? Pray thee ya- 
pour thy Friends ſome in a courteous Vapour. 8 
Eg. Half 1 have, Maſter Pan. Rnoekbum is al 


wind $ at your Service. 


jt, Ha, ſweet Nature! what Goſhawk would 


prey upon ſuch a Lamb? 


Kuoc. Let's ſee what "tis, Zeal; ; count ity come; 


fill him to pledge me, 


SCEN E . 
7 them, 7 in. wife, Sulu 5 


mu · w. We are here before em, methinks, 
Quar. All the better, we ſhall ſee em come 
now. 2 
Leaib. What do you lack, Gaube; what is' 
you lack? a fine Horſe? a Lyon? a Bull? a Bear? a 


Dog, or a Cat? an excellent fine Bartholomew-bird? 


or an Inſtrument? what is't you lack? 
Quar. Slid! here's Orpheus among the Beaſts, with 


his Fiddle, and all! 


Tra. Will you buy any comfortable Bread, Gen⸗ 


tlemen 's 


Quar. And Cores ſeling ber Daughter $ Pidture, in 


Ginger- work. 


Mu. w. That theſe people ſhould be ſo i ignorant to 
think us Chapmen for em! do we look as if we 
would buy Ginger-bread, or Hobby-horſes? LC 

Quar. Why, they know no better Ware than they 


have, nor better Cuſtomers than come. And our 


very 


| Ferybeing hats makes us fit to be demanded, as well 


as others. Would Cotes would come! chere were a 
true Cuſtomer for em. 

. Knoc, How much eb thirty Shillings? "Who's 
yondet! Ned Win-wife? and Tom Quarluut, I'think! 
Fes: Gi me it all, n me it all. Maſter: Win- wie! 
Maſter Quarlous ! in ou take a Pipe of Tobacco 
with dS Do not diſcredit me now, kiel. 

Win-w. Do not ſee him; he is the roaring Horſes 
courſer, pray thee let's avoid him: ; turn down this 


wa 
6 4ar. Slud, 111 ſee him, and roar with kim too, 
and he roar d as loud as Neptune 3 pray thee go with 
me. 
Min · w. You may draw me to as likely an Incon- 
yenience, when. you pleaſe, as this. 
Quar. Go to then, come along, we ha” nothing 
to do, Man, but to ſce Sights now. © | 
Nuoc. Welcome Maſter Quarlous, and Maſter Win- 
wife; will you take any Froth and Smoak with us? 
Quar. Yes, Sir; but you'll pardon us if we knew 
not of ſo much Familiarity between us afore, | 
Nuoc. As what, Sir? | | 
Quar. To be ſolightly invited to Smoakand Froth: | 
' Knoc, A good Vapour!” Will you fir: down, Sir? 
this is old Ursla's Manfion; how like you her Bower? 
here you 7 ha' your Punk and your Pig in State, 
Sir, both liens g hot. 
| ad rather ha- my Punk cold, Sir. 
oft. There's for me: Punk! and Pig! 
Urſ. What Mooncalf, you Rogue? „ 
[She calls within, 
Moo. By and by, the Bottle is almoſt off, Miſtreſs z 
here, Maſter Arthur. | 
U: I'll part you and your Play-fellow chere, i i'the 
guarded Coat, an you ſunder not the ſooner. 
Nuoc. Maſter Win- wife, you are proud methinks, 
you do not talk, nor-drink; are you proud? 


Vin. w. 
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3 Min- w. Not of the Company lam in, Sir, nor the 
Place, I aſſure you. . 4 
Knoc. You de not except at the Company, de you! 

are-you a8 Vapour, Sits 

Moo. Nay, good Maſter Dan. Knockbum, reſpect 
my Miſtreſs's Bower, as you call it; for the honour 

of our Booth, none o your Vapouts here, 
Urſ. Why, you thin lean Polecat you, and they 
have a mind to be i' their Vapours, muſt you hinder 
em? what did you know, Vermine, if they would 
ha? loſt a Cloak, or ſuch a Trifle? muſt you be draw. 
ing the Air of Pacification here? while I am tor. 
mented within i' the fire, you Weaſel?  *' 
| '  ['she comes Out with a Fire-brayd, 
Moo. Good Miſtreſs, twas in the behalf of your 
Booth's Credit that I ſpo ke. N 
Urſ. Why! would my Booth ha' broke, if they 
had fal'n out in't, Sir? or would their Heat ha' fir'd' 
it? In, you Rogue, and wipe the Pigs, and mend 
the Fire, that they fall not, or Fl both baſte and 
roaſt you *till your Eyes drop out, like dem. (Leave 
the Bottle behind you, and be curſt a white.) _. 
Quar, Body o' the Fair! what's this? Mother o“ 
the rode So i Err t ans 
Knac. No, ſhe's Mother o' the Pigs, Sir, Mother 

o' the Pigs | „ th 
F 155 other of the Furies, I think, by her Fire. 
rand. 5 : py 

|  . Quar, Nay, ſhe is too fat to be a Fwy, ſure ſome 
walking Sow of Tallow ! F 

Win. An inſpir'd Veſſel of Kitchen-ſtuff! 
uar, She'll make excellent Geer for the Coach- 
makers here in Smithfield, to anoint Wheels and Axle- 
trees with. . He drinks this while, 

_ Uſe. l, I, Gameſters, mock a plain plump ſoft 

Wench o' the Suburbs, do, becauſe ſhe's juicy and 

wholeſome; you muſt ha your thin pinch'd Ware, 

pent up i' the compals of a Dog-collar (or twill 000 

O 


. 
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do) that looks like a long lac'd Conger, ſet upright, 
— a green Feather, like Fennel i' the Joll 2 5 800 , 

Hoc. Well faid, Urs, my good Urs; to em Urt. 

Quar. Is the your Quagmire, Dan. Knockbum z is 


Nig. We ſhall have a Quarrel preſent! 


h umd! 


Quar. Ves, he that would venture for't, I | aſſure 


8 
ES 
e Ni 


him; a ſink into her, and be drown'd a Week, 


cer any Friend he had could find where he were. 


Tin, And then he would be a Fort night weighing 


up again. „ 7 „„ hy 
| Bar, Twere like falling into a whole Shire of 


Butter; they had need be a Team of Dutchimin ſhould 


draw him out. 


| Knoc, Anſwer em, Urs, where's thy Bartholomew 
Wit now, Urs, thy Bartbolomew Wir 5 


Urſ. Hang em, rotten, roguy Cheaters, I hope to 


ſee em plagu'd one day (pox'd they are already, I 
am ſure) with lean Play-houſe Poultry, that has the 
Bony Rump, ſticking out like the Ace of Spades, or 
the point of a Partizan, that every Rib of em is like 
the Tooth of a Saw; and will ſo grate em with 


their Hips and Shoulders, as (take em altogether) 


they were as good lic with a hurdlGee. 
Quar. Out upon her, how ſhe drips! She's able to 
give a Man the Sweating-ſickneſs with looking on 


 Urſ. Marry look off, with a patch o' your Face, 


and a dozen i' your Breech, tho' they be of Scarlet, 


Nuoc. How, Bog ? Quagmire? foul Vapouts 1 


Sir. I ha' ſeen as fine Out- ſides as either o“ yours, 


bring lowſie Linnen to the Brokers, ere now, twice 


2 Do you think there may be a fine new 


Cucking-ſtool i the Fair, to be purchas d; one large 


enough, I mean ? I know there is a Pond of Capa- 
city for her, | 
EO "Ot; 
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* Urſ. For your Mother, you Raſcal, out you Rogue, 
vou Hedge - bird, you Pimp, you Pannier-man's Ba- 
ſtard, you. ER „„ ä 
4 = —.. ß ag 
| J. Do vou ſneer, vou Dogs- head, you Trendlle 
Tail ! you look as you were begotten a' top of a Cart 
in Harveſt-time, when the Whelp was hot and eager. 
Go, ſnuff after your Brother's Birch, Mrs. Commodi- 
: LE that's the Livery you wear, *twill be out at the 
"Elbows ſhortly. It's time you went tot for the t'@- 
Nuoc. Peace, Urs, Peace, UDrr; they'll kill che poor 
Whale, and make Oil of her. Pray thee go in. 
1 Of PIl ſee em pox'd firſt, and pil'd, and double 
il E e | Eo. SN ran Cote oY» 24 1 
P Win. Let's away, her Language grows greaſier than 


her Pigs. ee N 
Urſ.. Does't ſo, Snotty-noſe? good Lord! are you 
ſniveling? You were engendred on a She-beggar in 
a Barn, when the bald Thraſher, your Sire, was 
J A oa el ab ns 
Min. Pray thee let's go. 5 tg pol re Qi 
Quar. No, faith; FI ſtay the end of her now: 1 
know ſhe cannot laſt long; I find by her Similies ſhe 
mw =, ET 8 
Vrſ. Does ſhe ſo? I'll ſet yolt gone. G me my 
8 Fg Fa hicher a little. I'll ſcald you hence, an you 
__— ONE Fo no OO SW 
Nuoc. Gentlemen, theſe are very ſtrange Vapours! 
and very idle Vapours! I aſſure you. Wo 
| Quar. You are a very ſerious Aſs, we aſſure you. 
noc. Humh! Aſs? and ſerious? nay, then pardon 
me my Vapour, I have a fooliſh Vapour, Gentle- 
men: Any Man that does vapour me the Aſs, Mas 
ſter Quarlous ——— : . „„ 
Quar. What then, Maſter Jordan? 
noc. I do vapour him the Lig.. 
Quar. Faith, and to any Man that vapours me the 
Lie, I do vapour that. | | oc. 


* 
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Nuoc. Nay then, Vapours 1 8 n Vapor. 
Ede. Nig. „Ware the Pan, the Pan, the Pan, ſhe 
Comes with the Pan, Gentlemen. God bleſs the Wo- 
man. [Ur&la comes in 8 0 the 1 Pan. 

Urſ. Oh. [Tho TL 6 

7ra. What's the matter? . 

Juſt. Goodly Woman! 7 

Moo. Miſtreſs!! > T0 Falls with it. 

Urſ. Curſe of Hell, char” ever I {aw theſe Fiends, 
ob! 1 ha? ſcalded my Leg, my Leg, my Leg, my 
Leg. I ha" loſt a Limb in the Service! run for ſome 
Cream and Sallad Oil, quickly. Are vou under- 
peering, you Baboon? rip off my Hoſe, an' you be 
1. Men, Men. 

Moo. Run you for ſome Cream, good Daene Fons, 
I'll look to your Basket. | 
,_ Leath, Beſt fir up i' your Chair Urila, Help; 
Gentlemen. | 

Knoc. Be off good cheer, Urs, thou haſt hindred 
me the currying of a Couple of Stallions here, that 
abus'd the go Racc-bawd o Smithfield z twas time 
for em to go. 

Nig. I' faith, when the Pan came, they had wilds 
you run elſe. (This had been a fine time for * 
chaſe, if you had ventur'd.) 

Elg. Not a whit, theſe Fellows were too fine to 
carry Money 

noc. Nightingale, get ſome help to carry her Leg 


out o the Air; take off her Shooes; body o me, Te 


has the Mallanders, the Scratches, the Crown Scab, 
and the Quitter Bone i' the t other Leg. 
Urſ. Oh, the Pox! why do you put me in mine 
o' my Leg thus, to make 4 rick and ſhoot? would 
you ha' me i' the Hoſpital afo re my o. 
Nuoc. Patience, Urs, take a good Heart, "tis but 5 
Bliſter as bi is as a ; Windgall; VII take it away with 
the white of an Egg, a little Honey and Hog's greaſe, 
ba thy Paſterns well rell d, and thou ſalt pace again 
OL IV. D by 


Hato; 
by to morrow. I'll tend thy Booth, 100 look to thy 
Affairs the while: Thou ſhalt fit i“ thy Chair, and 
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SCENE VI. 
Juli ce, E eu, Ni gbtingale, Cokes » Waſpe; Miſt 


verdo, Grace. 


| muſt. Theſe are the Fruits of Bottle Ale «dd To- 
'bacco ! the Fome of the one, and the Fumes of the 
other! Stay young Man, and defpiſe not the Wiſdom 
- theſe few Hairs that are Down gray in care of 
thee. _ 

Ede. Nizbringale, ſtay a little, Ide rm hear 
ſome o' this! _ 

C. Come, Numps, come; where are you? Web 
come into the Fair, Miſtreſs Grace. 

Edg. Slight, he will call Company, you ſhall ſee, 
and put us into doings preſently. 

Fuſt. Thirſt not Alter that frothy Liqu WP 
for who knows when he openeth. the Ape what 
may be in the Bottle? Hath not a Snail, a Spider, 

ea, a Neuft been found there? thirſt not after it, 
Tk: thirſt not after it, 4 

Cok. This is a brave Fellow, Numps, let's hear him. 

Waſ. Sblood, how brave is he? in a garded Coat? 
Lou were beſt truck with him, cen ſtrip, and truck 

reſently, it will become you, why will you hear 
| pho becauſe he is an On, and Soy be a-kin ro the 
8 

Cok. O, good Numpr. 

Fuſt, Neither do thou Juſt after ei * Weed 
T obacco. 

Ck, Brave words! 

Fuſt. Whole Complexion i is like the lad -i chat 
vents it! 

Olk. Are they not brays Werds mm.” 


Fuſt, 


SH TY C3 ”TIESe 
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Ja. And who can tell, if before the gathering 
and making up thereof, the Alligarta hath not piſs 
thereon ? Toy Wb er ng rr og 
Maſ. Heart let em be brave words, as brave as 
they will! and they were all the brave Words in a 
Country, how then? will you away yet? ha? you e- 
nough on him? Miſtreſs Grace, come you away, 1 
pray you, be not you acceſſary. If you do loſe your 
icence, or ſomewhar elſe, Sir, with liſtning to his 


Fables, ſay Numps is a Witch, with all my heart, do, 


fa ſo. | | | 

. Avoid i' your Sattin Doublet, Nump s. 
Faſt. The creeping Venom of which ſubtle Ser- 
pent, as ſome late Writers affirm, neither the cutting 


ol the perillous Plant, nor the drying of it, nor the 


lighting or burning, can any way perſway or af 
fronds LES, 1 

Ck. Good i Faith! is't not, Siſte?r?r 

Juſt. Hence it is that the Lungs of the Tobacco- 
niſt are rotted, the Liver ſpotted, the Brain ſmoak'd 
like the back-ſide of the Pig-woman's Booth here, 
and the whole Body within black as her Pan you ſaw 
een now without. x | | 

On, A fine Similitude that, Sir! did you fee the 

an? | | | 

Edg. Yes, Sir. . 

Juſt. Nay, the hole in the Noſe here, of ſome 
Tobacco-takers, or the Third Noſtril, (if I may ſo 
call it) which makes that they can vent the Tobac- 


co our, like the Ace of Clubs, or rather the Flower» 


de-Lice, is cauſed from the Tobacco, the meer To- 
bacco! when the poor innocent Pox, having nothing 
to do there, is miſerably and moſt unconſcionably 
flander'd. RY ; 
Ck, Who would ha' miſs d this, Siſter? 
Over, Not any body but Numps.  _ 
cht. He does not underſtand. | 3 
Edag. Nor you feel. [He picſteth bis Purſe. 
I %%% Cos. 
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Cok: What would _ have, Siſter, of a Fellow 
that knows nothing but a Basket-hilt, and an old 
Fox in't? the beſt Muſick i' the Fair will not move 


. „55 fe Sore” | 
Edg. In, to Urs la, Nightingale, and carry her com- 
fort: ſee it told. This Fellow was ſent to us by For- 
tune, for our firſt Fairing. „ | 
Juſt. But what ſpeak | of the Diſeaſes of the Bo- 
dy, Children of the Fair? 2 | 
Ck. That's to us, Siſter. Brave i faith! 
Juſt. Haik, O you Sons and Daughters of Smirh- 
field! and hear what malady it doth. the Mind: It 
cauſeth ſwearing, it cauſeth ſwaggering, it cauſeth 
ſnuffling and ſnarling, and now and then a hurt. 
Over. He hath ſomething of Mafter Overdo, me- 
mn Breathe: oo eee e 
Ck. So methought, Siſter, vety much of my Bro- 
ther Overdo: And tis when he ſpeaks 
Juſt. Look into any Angle of Town, (the Streigbis, 
or the Bermuda's) where the quarrelling Leſſon is 
read, and how do they entertain the time, bur with 
Bottle. Ale and Tobacco? The Lecturer is o' one ſide, 
and his Pupils o' the other; but the Seconds are ti]! 
Bottle-Ale and Tobacco, for which the Lecturer 
reads, and the Novices pay. Thirty Pound a week 
in Bottle-Ale! Forty in Tobacco! and Ten more in 
Ale again. Fhen for a Suit to drink in, ſo much, 
and (that being flaver'd) ſo muca for another Suit, 
and then a Third Suit, and a Fourth Suit! and till 
the Bottle-Ale ſlavereth, and the Tobacco ſtinketh. 
Maſ. Heart of a Mad- man! Are you rooted here? 
Will you never away? What can any Man find out 
in this bawling Fellow, to grow here for? He is a 
full handful higher ſin' he heard him. Will you fix 
here, and ſet up a Booth, Sir? 155 
Juſt. I will conclude briefly—— 
Waſ. Hold your Peace, you roaring Raſcal, III 
run my Head i' your Chaps elſe, Y ou were beſt build 
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a Booth, and entertain him; make your Will, and 
you ſay the Word, and him your Heir! Heart, I 
never knew one taken with a Mouth of a Peck a- 
fore. By this Light, I'll carry you away o' my Back, 
and you- will not com es 
1 15 [He gets him up on pic f- packt. 
Cb. Stay, Numps, ſtay, ſet me down: I ha' loſt. 
my Purſe, Numps, O my Purſe ! One o' my. fine Pur» 
fes i ,,,, „ F 
Over. Is't indeed, Brother? . | 
| Cok.' I, as I am an honeſt man, would I were an 
errant Rogue elſe! a plague of all roguy, damn'd 
Cut-puties for m. we FR 
Waſ. Bleſs em with all my Heart, with all my 
Heart, do you fee! Now, as I am no Infidel, that I 
know of, 1 am glad on't. I, I am, (here's my Wit- 
neſs) do you ſee, Sir? I did not tell you of his Fa- 
bles, I? no, no, I am a dull Malt-horſe I, I know 
nothing, Are you not juſtly fery'd, i your Conſci- 


ence now? Speak i' your Conſcience. Much good 


do you with all my Heart, and his good Heart that 
has it, with all my Heart again. : 
Eds. This Fellow is very Charitable, would he 
had a Purſe too But I muſt not be too bold all at a 
time. Sa : 
Cok. Nay, Numps,. it is not my beſt Purſe. - 
Maſ. Not your beſt! death! why ſhould it be your 
worſt? why ſhould it be any, indeed, at all? An- 
ſwer me'to that, gi' me a Reaſon from you, why it 
ſhoyldbe'nnyt 7 is EE, „„ 
C. Nor my Gold, Numfps; 1 ha that yet, look 
here elſe, Siſter. 9 1 | 
af. Why ſo, there's all the feeling he has! 
e, I pray you, have a better care of that, Bro- 
ther 
Cok. Nay, ſo I will, 1 warrant you; let him catch 
this that catch can. I would fain ſee him get this, 


Jook you here. | 


* 
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I =: We: So, ſo, ſo, fo, fo, ſoy ſo, ſo! Very good. 
' ob Ck. I would ha“ him come again now, and but 
offer at it. Siſter, will you take notice of a gool 
Jeſt? 1 will put it juſt where th' other was, and if 
we ha' good luck, you ſball fee a delicate fine Trap 
to catch the Cut-purſe nibbling. . ol N 
7 Edg. Faith, and he'll try ere you be out o' the 
"air. Ny ft Tx 
Ct. Come, Miſtreſs Grace, prethee be not melan- 
choly for my. Miſchance; Sorrow wi' not keep it, 
Swat Hee... ; 9 n 
Gra. I do not think on't, Sir. 5 
Co. Twas but a little ſcurvy white Mony, han 
its it may hang the Cut-purſe one day. I ha' Go) 
left to gi thee a Fairing yet, as hard as the World 
goes: Nothing angers me but that no body here 
Pok'd like a Cut-purſe, unleſs twere Mumps. 8 
Mal. How? 1? I look like a Cut - purſe ? Death 
your Siſter's a Cut-purſe! and your Mother and Fa- 
ther, and all your Kin were Cut-purſes! and here is 
a Rogue is the Bawd o the Cut - purſes, whom 1 will 
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beat to begin with. 


; They ſpvak all gether ; and Walpe beats d. 
hi | Juſtice, T 


c. Numps, Numps. T Juſt. Hold thy Hand, 
Over. Good Mr, Hum- | Childof Wrath, and Heir 
rey. „ | of Anger, make it not 
Wa⸗aſ. You are the Pa-] Childermaſs Day in thy 
zrico! are you? the Pa- Fury, or the Feaſt of the 
WH, triarch of the Cut-purſes? | French Bartholomew, Pa- 
Wl. | | You ſhare, Sir, they ſay, rent of the Maſſacre. ' 
=_ let them ſhare this with LO  _ 5 

f you. Are you i' your hot fit of Preaching again? I'll 

cool you. „ 955 . 


Jul. Murther, Murther, Murther, 


. 
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ACT III. SCENEL 


Whit, E Abel priſe, Leather bead, Tres.” 


AY, tich all gone, now! diſh tiſh, phen tou 
N vile not be phitin call, Maſter Offiſher, phat 
iſh a Man te better to liſhen « out noyſhes for tee, end 
tou art in an oder orld, be eing very ſhuffiſhient no 
ſhes and gallantſh too, one o their brabbleſh would 
have fed ful all.diſh Fortnight, but tou art ſo dot 
about beggerſh til], tou haſt no e to eng 
W —— and't be. 

Hag. Why, I told you, Davy Briſtle. 7 

Bri, Come, come, you told me a Pudding, Toby 
Haggiſez a matter of nothing z 1 am ſure it came to 
nothing! You ſaid, let's go to Ur/a's, indeed but 
then you met the Man with the Monſters, and 1 could 
not get you from him. An old Fool, not leave ſee- 
ing yet?? 

1 5 Why, who would ha thought any body 
would ha' quarrel! d ſo early; or that the Ale o' the 
Fair would ha been up fo foon} © 
Pa wg Phy, phat a de oh tou yok it 0. 

an? 

Hag. I cannot tell. 5 
Whit. Tou art a viſh Vatchman, i' te mean teem. 
Hag. Why, ſhould the Watch 89 by the Clock, 5 

or the Clock by the Watch, I pra y? 

Bri. One ſhould go by another, if they did well. 

Mbit. Tou art right now! phen didſt tou ever 
know or hear of a ſhuffiſhient Vatchman, but he did 
tell the Clock, phat buſhineſs ſoever he hadꝰ 

Bri. Nay, that 8 moſt true, a a ſufficient e 
knows What a Clock it is. 
Mbit. Shleeping or vaking! aſh well as te Clock 
pitta or te Jack dat ſhtrikes him 3 

| 4 - as 1 Bri. 
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Bri, Let's enquire of Maſter Leatberbead, or Jons 
7740 here. Maſter Leatherhead, do you hear, Ma- 
ſer Leatherbead? © 

hit. If it be a Ledderhead, tiſh a ve tick Led- 
derhead, tat ſho muſh noiſh vill not pierſh him. 

Lea, | have a little buſineſs 1 now. good Friends, do 
not trouble me. 

bir. Phat? becauſe o ty wrought neet Cap, and 
ty Phelver Sherkin, Man? Phy? | have ſheene tee 


in ty Ledder Sherkin, e er now, Maſhter-o' de Hob- 


by-horſes, as buſhy and ſtately as tou ſheemeſt to be. 
Tra. Why, what an' you have, Captain Mbit? he 
has his choice of Jerkins, you may ſec by that, and 
his Caps too, I aſſure you, when he pleaſes | to be ei- 
ther ſick or imploy'd. 

Lea, God-a-mercy Jone, anſwer for me. ng, 

' F/hit, Away, be not ſheen i my n here be 
W and men of Vorſhi p. 


8 G E N E U. 5 15 


5 lo Whit Win-wifs Bu Job Pure-cra 7 Win, | 
2 f ' Knockbum, Cana Urs 11 im, 5 


Quart. we had wonderful ill luck, to mils this 
Prologue o' the Purſe; but the beſt is, we ſhall have 
Five A#s of him ere Night: He'll be Spectacle e. 
nough! I'll anſwer fort. 

Whiz. O Creeſh! Duke Duarlous, how doſht tou? 
tou doſht not know me, I fear? J am te-viſheſht man, 
but Juſtiſh Overdo, in all Bertholmew Fair now. Gi 
me Twelve Pence from tee, I vill help tee to a Vity 
vorth Forty Marks for't, and't be. 

Har. Away, Rogue; Pimp, away. 

hit, And ſhe ſhall ſhew tee as fine cut hs for" t 
in her Shmock too as tou canſht viſh i faith; vilt tou 
have her, Vorſhipful Vin-vife? 1 vill help tee to her 
here, be an't be, into Pig-Quarter, git me ty Twelve 
Pence from tee. : ONT Wins , 
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Min. w. Why, there's Twelve Pence, pray thee | 
wilt thou be gone. 
whit. Tou art a | yorthy Man, and a { vorſhipful 
Man mil} 4 | 
Gu var, Get you gone, Raſcal. 
bit. 1 do mean it, Man, Prioſh Sula, if tou 


| haſhr need on me, tou ſhalt find me here at Ur//a's, I 


vill ſee phat Ale and Punque iſh i' te Pigſhty for rec, 
bleſs ty good Vorſhip. 
Quar. Look! who comes end Fob Little-wit! 

Min- w. And his Wife, and wy Widow, her Mos 
ther: the whole Family. 

Quar. Slight, you muſt gi” em all Pairings now. 
_ Win-w, Not I, Ill not ſee em. 

Quar. They are going a fenſtiug What School - 
malſter's that is with em: 80 
Min. w. That's my Rival, 1 believiy he Baker! | 

Buſ. So, walk on in the middle way, fore-right, 
turn neither to the right hand nor to the left; let 
not your Eyes be drawn aſide with Venity, nor oat 
Ear with 3 

Quar. O, 1 know him by that Start! : | 

Lea. What do you lack, what do you buy, pret- ; 
ty Miſtreſs? a fine Hobby-horſe, ro make your 'Son 
a Tilter? a Drum, to make him a Soldier? a Fiddle, 
to make him a Reveller? What is't you lack? little 
male for your Daughters! ? or Babies, Male or Fe» 
male 

: Buſ. Look not toward them, hearken not; ; the 
place i is Smithfield, or the Field of Smiths, the Grove 
of Hobby-horſes and Trinkets, rhe Wares are the 
Wares of Devils, and the whole Fair is the Shop of 
Satan: They are Hooks and Baits, very Baits, that 
are hung out on every fide, to catch you, and to 
hold you, as it were, by the Gills, and by the No- 
ſtrils, as the Fiſher doth; therefore you muſt not 
look nor turn toward them The Heathen Man 
Foul my his Ears with Wax W the th : 

| : | © 
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the 3 do you the like why our Finpers againſt 
the Bells o = Beaſt. 2 8 

Min. w. What flaſhes come from him! 

Quas. O, he has thoſe of his Oven; a notable hot 
| Baker twas when he ply'd the Peel: He is leading 
his Flock into the Fair now. 

Min- w. Rather driving em to the Pens; for he will 
ler em look upon nothing, 

Knoc . Gentlewomen, the Weather's hot; whither 
walk you? Have a care o your fine Velvet Caps, the 
Fair is duſty. Take a ſweet delicate Booth, with 
Boughs, here i the way, and cool your ſelves i' the 
Shade z you and your Friends. The beſt Pig and 
Bottle Ale i' the Fair, Sir. Old Lyſia is Cook, there 
you may read; the Pi 5 's Head ſpeaks it. Poor Soul, 
ſhe has had a Seringbalr the Marybincheco z but ſhe's 
prettily amended. 

[Little-wit is gazing a the Sign; which i is the Pig: + 

Head, with @ large Writing under it. 

Whit, A delicate Show-Pig, little MiſtreG, with 
ſnweet Sauce, and Crackling, like de Bay- Leaf i“ de 
Fire, la! Tou ſhalt ha' de clean fide o' de Table-Clor, 
xd di Glaſs vaſh'd with phaterſh of Dame Aunesſp 

are. 
Fob. This is fine verily, here be the beſt Pigs, and 
the does roaſt em as well as ever ſhe did; the Pig's 
Head ſays, 
Knoc. Excellent, excellent Miſtreſs, with Fire 0? 
Juniper and Roſemary Branches! The Oracle of the 
Pig's Head, that, Sir. 

Purec. Son, were you not warn' d of the Vanity 
of the Eye? Have you forgot the wholeſome Admo- 
nition ſo ſoon? _ 

Fob. Good Mother, how ſhall we find a Pig, if we 
do not look about for't ? Will it run off o' the Sp = 
into our Mouths, think Jou, at in e land, a 


cry, we, we#, 


82 * 
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Byf- No, but your Mother, religiouſly wiſe, con» 

iveth it may offer it ſelf by other means to the 
gore >, as by way of Steam, Sich 1 chink &. 888 
— in this Place (Huh, hub) yes, it doth." [Buſy 
ſcents after it like a Hound.) And it were a Sin of 
Obſtinacy, great Obſtinacy, high and horrible Ob- 
ſtinacy, to decline or reſiſt the good Titillation of 
the famelick Senſe, which is the Smell. Therefore 
be bold (huh, hub, huh) follow the Scent. Enter 
the Tents of the Unclean, for once, and ſatisfie 
your Wife's Frailty. Let your frail Wife be ſatisſi- 
ed z your zealous Mother, and my ner (elf, will 
alſo be ſatisfied. 


Job. Come, Win, a8 good winny here as go far - 
ther, and ſee no | 
Buſ. We (cape fo wuch of the other Vanities by 
our early entring. | 

Purec. It is an edifying i 
Win. This is ſcurvy, that we muſt come into the 
Fair, and not look on't. 


Job. Win, have paticace, iu, In tell you more 


| Knoe. Moon-calf, entertain within chere, the beſt 
Pig i the Booth, a Pork-like Pig. Theſe are Ban- 
bury-bloods, o“ the ſincere ſtud, come a Pig- hunting. 
Whit, wait, Mbit, look to your Charge. 


Buſ. A Pig prepare preſently, let A Pig be! Prepe- : 
red to us. 


oon. Slight. who be theſe? 
wa Is this the good Service, Jorden, q ou'd do 
me? 
Knoe. Why, Urs? why, Urs? thou'lc ha Vapours 
P thy Leg again preſently, pray thee go in, way 
turn to the Scratches elſe. 
Urſ. Hang your Vapours, they : are ſtale, and Rink 
like you; are theſe the Gueſts o the Game you-pro- 
mis to fill my Pit withal to day? 
Jes I, what ail they, Urs? 


„ =» 
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Dſ. Ail they? they are all Sippers, Sippers o' the 
City, they look as they would not drink off two 
penn orth of Bottle Ale amongſt em. | 
Moon. A body may read that i' their ſmall printed 
. Knoc, Away, thou art 9 Fool, Urs, and thy Aoon· 
calf too, i your ignorant Vapours now: Hence, 
good Gueſts, I ſay, right Hypocrites, good Gluttons. 
In, and ſet a couple of Pigs o' the Board, and half a 
dozen of the biggeſt Bottles afore em, and call Mbit: 


I do not love to hear Innocents abus d: Fine ambling 
Hypocrites! and a Stone-Puritan with a Sorrel Head 


and Beard, good mouth'd Gluttons; Two to a Pig, 
away. *** 15 
Urſc Are you ſure they are ſuch? , 

|  Knoe,, O' the right Breed, thou ſhalt try em by 
the Teeth, Ursz where's this Mbit? os 


. Whit; Bebold, man, and ſee, what a worthy man | > 


am ee! 


With the Fury of my Sword, aud the ſhaking of my 
Beard, | 3 3 


I vill make Ten Thouſand Men afeard. 


Nuoc. Well ſaid, brave Whit, in, and fear the Ale 

out o' the Bottles into the Bellies of the Brethren, and 

the Siſters drink to the Cauſe, and pure Vapours. 
Quar. My Roarer is turn'd Tapſter, methinks. 


No were a fine time for thee, Win-wife, to lay a- 
board thy Widow, thow'lt never be a Maſter. of a 


better Seaſon or Place; She that will venture her ſelf 
into the Fair, and a Pig-box, will admit any Aſſault, 
% ptibgr on gt Hs Be, 045 + 
E Win-w, I love not Enterpriſes of that ſuddenneſs 
Quar. I'll warrant thee then, no Wife out o' the 
Widow's Hundred : If I had but as much Title to 
her, as to have breath'd. once on that freight Sto- 
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cher of hers, 1 would now aſſure my ſelf to carry 
hes yet ere ſhe went out of Smizhfield. Or ſhe ſhould 
carry me, which were the fitter ſight, I confeſs. Bur 
| you are a modeſt Undertaker, by Circumſtances and 
| Degrees; come, tis Diſeaſe in thee, not Judgment, 
I ſhould offer at all together. Look, here's the poor 
Fool again, that was ſtung by the Walp ere while. 


SCENE . 
FJuſtice, Win. wife, Quarlous. 


Juſt. 1 will make no more Orations, ſhall draw on 
theſe tragical Concluſions. And I begin now to 
think, that by a ſpice of collateral Juſtice, Adam O- 
verdoo deſerv'd this beating; for I the ſaid Adam was 
one Cauſe (a By-cauſe) why the Purſe was loſt: and 
my Wife's Brothers Purſe too, which they know not 
of yet. But I ſhall make very good Mirth with it 
at Supper, (that will be the Sport) and put my little 
Friend, Mr. Humphrey Waſp's Choler quite out of coun- 
tenance. When, fitting at the upper end o' my Table, 
as I uſe, and drinking to my Brother Cokes, and Mrs. 
Alice Overdoo,' as I will, my Wife, for their good 
Affection to old Bradley, 1 deliver to em, it was I 
that was cudgell'd, and ſhew em the Marks. To 
' ſee what bad Events may peep out o' the Tail of 
good Purpoſes! The Care I had of that civil young 
Man, I took fancy to this Morning, (and have not 
left it yet) drew me to that Exhortation, which drew 
the Company indeed; which drew the Cut-purſe; 
which drew the Money; which drew my Brother 
Cotes his loſs; which drew on Waſp's Anger; which 
drew on my beating: A pretty Gradation! and they 
ſhall ha' it i' their Diſh i faith at night for Fruit; [ 
love to be merry at my Table. I had thought once, 
at one ſpecial blow he ga” me, to have revealed my 
ſelf; but then (I thank thee, Fortitude) I * 
p 5 : r 
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bred that a wiſe Man (and who is ever fo great 4 


part o' the Common+-wealth in himſelf) for no parti: 


cular Diſaſter ought to abandon a publick good De- 
ſign. The Hub 2band-man ought not, for one un- 


thankful Year, to forſake the Plough; the Shepherd 


ought not for one ſcab'd Sheep to throw by his Tar- 
box; the Pilot ought not, for one Leak i' the Poop, 
to quit the Helm; nor the Alderman ought not, for 


one Cuſtard more at a Meal, to give up his Cloak; 


the Conſtable ought not to break his Staff, and for- 
ſwear the Watch, for one roaring Night; nor the 
Piper o the Pariſh (ut parvis componere magna ſoles 
bam) to put up his Pipes for one rainy Sunday. Theſe 
are certain knocking Concluſions; out of which, I 


am refoly'd, come what come can, come Beating, 


come Impriſonment, come Infamy, come Baniſh= 
ment; nay, come the Rack, come the Hurdle, (wel- 
come all) I will not diſcover who I am; till my due 
time; and yet fill, all ſhall be, as I ſaid ever, in Ju- 
ſtice name, and the King's, and for the Commons + 
wealth. | 1 : . FEW | 
Win. What does he talk to himſelf, and act ſo ſe- 
riouſly ? poor Fool! 5 1 . 
Quar. No matter what. Here's freſher Argument, 
intend that. i | | „„ 


SCENE IV. 


Coke 15 Leatherhead, Waſp, Miſtreſs Over doo, Wi "mr | 
| ; f wife, Quur lous, Traſh, Grace. | | 


C. Come, Miſtreſs Grace, come Siſter, here's 
more fine Sights, yet i“ faith. Gods lid where's. 
Numps? | EONS | 

Lea. W hat do you lack, Gentlemen? what is't you 
buy? fine Rattles, Drums, Babies, little Dogs, and 
Birds fop Ladies? W hat do you lack? 


05 
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Buy a Token's wor 
| ſelf to my Shoulder. 


nants too, they are a kin 
part with their Children for Rattles, Pipes, and - 
Knives. You were beſt buy a Hatchet or two, and 
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Ct. Good honeſt Numps, keep aſore, I am ſo a+ 
fraid thou'lt loſe ſome what; my Heart was at my 


Mouth, when J miſt the. 


co. Nay, do not miſtake, Numpo, thou art ſo apt 
to miſtake: I would but watch the Goods. Look 


you now, the treble Fiddle was e'en almoſt like to 


be loſt. | „%% ᷑ V N 
Waſ. Pray you take heed you loſe not your ſelf; your 
beſt way were eben 8 and ride for more ſurety. 
of great Pins, to faſten your 


Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? fine Purſes, 
Pouches, Pin- caſes, Pipes? What is't ybu lack? a 


pair o' Smiths to wake you i the Morning? or a 


ne whiſtling Bird? Oo 1 
ch. Mumps, here be finer things than any we ha? 
bought by odds! and more delicite Horſes, a great 


deal; good Nunyps,: ftay; and come hither. . 


Waſ. Will you ſcourſe with him? you are in 
Smithfield, you may fit your ſelf with a fine cafic go- 


ing Streer-nag, for your Saddle again Michaelmaſs 
Term, do; has he ne'er a little odd Cart for you to 


make a Carroch on, i' the Country, with four pyed 

Hobby-horſes? why the Meaſles, ſhould you ſtand 

here, with your Train, cheapning of Dogs, Birds, 

— Babies? you ha' no Children to beſtow em on, 
a' you? 35 5 Z 

Ct. No, but again I ha' Children, Numps, that's 


all one, 


Waſ. Do, do, do, do z how many ſhall you have, 


think you? an' I were oof tory I'd buy for all my Te- 

o' civil Savages, that will 
truck with em. 
| cn. 


— - : — 
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Cod. Good Numps, hold that little Tongue © thine; 
ad fave it a labour. I am reſolute Baz, thou know ft 
Waſ. A reſolute Fool you are, I know, and-a very 
ſufficient Coxcomb; with all my Heart z nay you 
have it, Sir, and you be angry, Turd i” your Teer, 
twice; (if I ſaid it not once afore) and much good 
| do tle 5 
Win Was chere ever ſuch a ſelf-aflition, and ſo 
impertinent? | 
Quar. Alas! his Care will go nere * 0 
ler $10 2 comfort him. 1 


ack him, | 


tes, ö 5 
Maſ. Why, cannot * Bir, it may be 1 am 5 
| does t grieve you? 
Quar. No, I ſwear does 7 not, N. z 10 ſatisfie 
your? + 
b Waſ. Mumps e blood; you are fine and familiar | 
how long ha' we been acquainzed; I pray you? 
Quar. I think it ma ing remembred, Numps, that? 
etwas ſince Morning ſure. 
MWaſ. Why, I hope Knows t wel enough, Sir, 1 
did not As K to-be to f., 8 
Quar. No? why then? 
Waſ. It's no matter why; you ſee with our Eyes 
now, What I ſaid to you to ö you'll believe me a- 
nother time? 5 | 
uar. Are you removing the Fair, Numps? 
af. A pretty Queſtion! and a very civil one! yes 


* 
- 
3 


faith, I ha' my Lading you ſee, or ſhall have anon 

you may know whoſe Beaſt l am by my Burden, If 
the Pannier-man's Jack were ever better known by 
his Loyns of Mutton, I' be flead, and ſeed Dogs 


Win, 


for him when his time comes. 
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Min. How melancholick Miſtreſi Grace is yonder ! | 
pray thee let's go enter our (elves in Grace with her. 


. Cok. Thoſe fix Horſes, Friend, I'll haye—— 


Co. And the three Jews-trumps; and half a dozen 
o' Birds, and that Drum (I have one Drum already) 
and your Smiths; I like that device o' your Smiths, 
very pretty well, and four Halberts and (le* me 
ſee) that fine painted great Lady, and her three Wo- 
men for ſtate, I'll hae. 2 


Waſ. No, the Shop; buy the whole Shop, it will! 


| be beſt, the Shop, t CIPPE Ip 
Tea, H his: Warthip plete... 86 | 
Waſ. Yes, and keep it during the Fair, Bobchins - 
cht. Peace, Numps. Friend, do not meddle with F 

him, an' you be wiſe, and would ſhew your Head a- 

bove board; he will ſting thorow your wrought Night- 

cap, believe me. A ſer of theſe Violins I would buy 

| too, for a delicate young Noiſe | have i' the Country, 

that are every one a ſize leſs than another, juſt like 

your Fiddles. I would fain have a fine young Maſque . 

at my Marriage, now I think on't : but I do want 

ſuch a number of things. And Numps will not help 

me now, and I dare not ſpeak to him. 

Tra. Will your Worſhip buy any Ginger-bread, 
very good Bread, eee FF ˙ =. ps 

ch Ginger-bread! yes, let's ſee, „ | 
Waſ. There's the tother Sprindge. | lb: 
1 r ' 2 [Me mar te per Shop, 

Lea. Is this well, goody Fone, to interrupt my 
Market in the midſt, and call away my Cuſtomers ? 
Can you anſwer this at the Piepouldres? 

Tra. Why? if his Maſterſhip has a mind to buy, 
hope my Ware lies as open as another's; I may 
ſhew my Ware as well as you yours. _ _ 

cht. Hold your peace; I'll content you both: I'll. 
buy up his Shop and thy Basket. 

Waſ. Will you i faith? _ 
5 Vol. IV. ; = 


\ 
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Lea, Why ſhould you put him from it, Friend? 
Vaſ. Cry you mercy! you'd be fold too, would 
you? Whar's the price on you, Jerkin and all, as you 
ind 7 ha” you any Qualities? _ 5-7 5 o-. 
Tra. Ves, Good-man-angry-man, you ſhall find he 
bas Qualities if you cheapen him, „„ ; 
Maſ. Gods fo, you ha' the ſelling of him! what are 
they? will they be bought for Love or Money? 
Tua. No indeed, Sir, | 
Waſ. For what then, Victuals?  , 
Tra. He ſcorns Victuals, Sir; he has BreM and But--— 
ter at home, thanks be to God! and yet he will do 
more for a good Meal, if the Toy take him i' the 
5 Belly: marry then they muſt not ſet him at lower 
| ends, if they do, he'll go away though he faſt, But 
put him a top o' the Table, where his place is, and 
he'll do you forty fine things. He has not been ſent 
for, and ſought out for nothing, at your great City- 
tuppers, to put down Griat and Cokeley, and been 
laught at for his Labour; he'll play you all the Pup- 
pets i'the Town over, and the Players, every Compa- 
ny, and his own Company too; he ſpares no body! 
Ok. I faith? C 
Tra. He was the firſt, Sir, that ever baited the Fel - 
Io i' the Bear's Skin, an't like your Worſhip: no Dog 
ever came near him ſince. And for fine Motions! 
; Ons Is he good at thoſe too? can he ſet out a Mask 
trow 5 
Tra. O Lord, Maſter! ſought to far and near for 
his Inventions; and he engroſſes all, he makes all the 
Puppets i' the Fair. : 1 
Cook. Do'ſt thou (in troth) old Velvet Jerkin? give 
me thy Hand. | | EL 
Tra, Nay, Sir, you ſhall ſee him in his Velver Jer- 
kin, and a Scarf too, at Night, when you hear him 
interpret Mafter Littlewit's Motion. e 
Ck, Speak no more, but ſhut up Shop preſently, 
Friend, I'll buy both it and thee too, to * 
= OE 4 „„ Wit 


f 
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with me, and her Hamper beſide. Thy Shop ſhall far» 
niſh out the Mask, and hers the Banquet: I cannot go 
leſs, to ſet out any thing with credit. What's the price, 
at a word, o' thy whole Shop, Caſe, and all as it ſtands? 
Lea. Sir, it ſtands me in Six and twenty Shilling 
ſeven Pence half-penny, beſides three Shillings for 
my Ground. 33 hs = 
cok, Well, Thirty Shillings will do all, then! And 
what comes yours to?) 5 . 
Tra. Hour Shillings and eleven Pence, Sir, Ground 
and all, an't like your Wefß . 
Cl. Yes, it does like wy W orſhip very well, poor 
Woman; that's Five Shillings more; what a Mask 
ſhall I furniſh our, for forty Shillings? (Twenty Pound 
Scotch) and a Banquet of Ginger-bread? there's a ſtate- 
ly thing! Mumps! Siſter? and my Wedding Gloves 
too? (that I never thought on afore.) All my Weds 
ding Gloves, Ginger-bread? O me! What a Device 
will there be? to make em eat their Fingers ends! 
and delicate Brooches for the Bridemen, and all? and 
then I'll ha' this Poeſie put to em, For the beſt Grace, 
meaning Miſtreſs Grace, my Wedding Poeſie. 
Gra. I am beholden to you, Sir, and to your Bur- 
rholomew Wit. | 5 — 
Waſ. You do not mean this, do you ? Is this your 
firſt Purchaſe? 7 e ons 
cot. Yes faichz and I do not think, Numpt, but 
thou'lt ſay, it was the wiſeſt Act that ever I did in 
mR 8 i 
Waſ. Like enough! I ſhall ſay any thing, 11 


SCENE V. 
To them, Juſtice, Edeworth, Nigbtingals. | 
Jui. I cannot beget a Project, with all m7 political 
rain yet; my Project is how to fetch off this propet 


young Man from his debaucht Company: I have fol- 
ä EK - lowed 


4 
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lowed him all the Fair over, and ill 1 find him with 
this Songſter: And I begin ſhrewdly to ſuſpe& their 
Familiarity; and the or Man of a terrible tainr, 
Poetry! with which idle Diſeaſe if he be infected, 
there's no hope of him, in a State-courle. Actum eſt, 
of him for a Common-wealths- man; if he go te't in 
Rias once. V 3 
-  Edg. Yonder he is buying o Gingebread; ſet in quick- 
1y, before he part with too much of his Money, 
MWg. My Maſters and Friends, and good People, draw 
near, 8c, | Cok. runs to the Ballad Man. 
Cok. Ballads! hark, hark! pray thee, Fellow, ftay 
a little; good Numps, look to the Goods. What Bal- 
lads haſt thou? let me ſec, let me fee my (elf. 
WA ny ſo! he's flown to another Lim- buſh, there 
he will flutter as long more; till he ha' ne'er a Feather 
left. Is there a vexation like this} Gentlemen? will you 
believe me now, hereafter ? ſhall I have Credit with you? 
Quar, Yes faith ſhalt thou, Mumps, and thou art 
worthy on't, for thou ſweateſt for't. I never ſaw a 
young Pimp-errant and his Squire better match'd. 
Min w. Faith, the Siſter comes after em well too. 
_ Gra. Nay, if you ſaw the Juſtice her Husband, my 
Guardian, you were fitted for the Meſs, he is ſuch a 
wiſe one his way . „„ 
Win- w. 1 wonder we (ce him not here, TI. 
Gra. O! he is too ſerious for this Place, and yet bet- 
ter Sport then than the other three, I aſſure you, Gen- 
tlemen, where e er he is, though't be o' the Bench. 
Cok, How doſt thou call it? A Caveat againſt Cut- 
purſes! a good Jeſt i' faith, 1 would fain ſee that De- 
mon, your Cur-purſe you talk of, that delicate handed 
Devil; they ſay he walks hereabout; | would ſee 
him walk now. Look you Siſter, here, kere, | He 
' ſhews bis Purſe boaſtingly.] let him come, Siſter, and 
welcome. Ballad-man, does any Cut-purſes haunt - 
hereabout? pray thee raiſe me one or two; begin and 
ſhew me one. OW. EO e 
Oe M. 
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Wie. Sir, this is a Spell againſt * em, pick 200 ſpan 
new; and tis made as 'twere in mine own Perſon, . 
and ſing it in mine own defence. Bur *rwill coſt a 
penny alone if you buy it. 
al. No matter for the price, chou doſt not know 
me, I ſee, I am an odd Bartholmew. „„ 

Ove, Has't a five Picture, Brother? 

Cob. O Siſter, do you remember the Ballads over 
the Nurſery-chimney at home o' my own paſting up; 
there be brave Pictures, other manner of Pictures + 
than theſe, Friend. 

| Waſ. Yet theſe will ſerve to pick the pictures out 
o your Pockets, you ſhall ſee, 
l. Sol heard em ſay. Pray thee mind him not, 
Fellow; he'll have an Oar in every thing. 
Nig. It was intended, Sir, as if a Purſe ſhould 
chance to be cut in my Preſence, now, I may be 
blameleſs tho“; as by the 1 will more plainly 
aper 
' Cok. We ſhall find that i the matter. pray thee 

egin. 

0 To the Tune of paggington- s Pound, Sir. 

OE, Fa, la la la, la la la, fa la la la. Nay, Vl 
put thee in tune and all! Mine own Country Dance! 
Pray thee begin. 

Nig. It is a gentle A you muſt 8 
Sir, both to the Purſe-· cutter and the Purſe beare. 

Cok, Not a Word more, out of the Tune, an' thou 
lov'it me: Fa, la la le, la ls la, fa la la la. Come, 
when? 

Nig. My Maſtery, and Friends, and good People draw 
near, 

Io look to your Purſes for that Ido avs. 

1 _ Ha, ha, A ee Good © Coun at gelt 
a 
os; And tho" little Money in them ou 45 me” 
2 oof mare 10 ger, 15 to * in a Day. L cot. Good! 
Ton 
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You oft have been told, . 
Both the Toung and hs Old, 
Aud bidden beware of the Cur-purſe [o bold; | 

—_ Well ſaid! he were to blame that would not 
1 faith, 

Nig. Then if you take bred noty free me fie the Gus ſes 
Who both give you warning, for, and the Cut=purſe, 
Touth, Youth, thou hadſt beiter been ſtary'd 5 thy Nurſe, 
Than live to be hang d for cutting 4 Purſe. 

Cok. Good i i ah, how ſay you, Mumps? is there 
any harm i' this? - 
Nig. Is hath been upbraided to Men of my Trades, 
That oftentimes we are the Cauſe of this Crime ; 
Cut. The more Coxcombs they that did it, I wuſle; 

Nig. Alack and for Pity, why ſbould it be A 
if they regarded or Places or Time. 

xamples have been 
Of ſame that were ſeen 
J, Weſtminſter Hall, yea the Pleaders 8 
Then why ſhould the Fudgos be free from this Curſe, 
More than my poor ſelf for cutting the Purſe? 
Co. God a mercy for that! why ſhould they be 
more free indeed? 
' Nig. Tomth, Tout hz thou hadft better * fare by thy 
Nurſe, 
Than live to be hang'd for emtting 4 Purſe. ” 

Cok, That again, good Ballad-man, that again, O 
rare! I would fain rub mine Elbow now, bur I dare 
not pull out my hand. On I pray thee; he that made 
this Ballad ſha 18 Poet to my Mast. 


[He ſings the burden with his. 
Nig. Fol Worc'fier tis known well, and ewes i the 
f 
A Knight of good Wor ſbip did there ſhew his . 
Arainf the foul Sinners, in zeal for to rail, 
Aud loſt (ipſo facto) his Purſe in the . 
950 Is it poſſible? 


Nig: 


Bartholomew Fair, EEE 
Nig. Nay, once from the Seat Hs FI | 
| Of Fuagment ſo great, © 
A Fudge eme loſe 4 Fair Pouch of Feuer. 
Franngs 7 

Ne . O Lord for thy mercy, how wicked or rſs 
47 t ofe that fo venture their Ns for 4 Tana 
Touth, Youth, e. 

Cok. Tomth, Touth, Cc. pray thee ſtay a litle, Friepd ; 
yet o thy Conſcience, e ſpeak, is there any 
harm i' this? ; 
 Woaſ. To tell you true, tis too 800d for you, leſs 
you had grace to follow it. | 

Juſ. It doth diſcover enormity, Pl mak it more: 
I oy not lik'd a paltry piece of Poorry ſo well a good 
while. 

Cok. Youth, auth, &c. where's this Youth now? 
A Man muſt call upon him for his own good, and 
yet he will not appear. Look here, here's for bim; 
Handy-dandy, which Hand will he have? On, | pray 
thee, with the reſt; I do hear of him, hut I cannot 
ſee him, this Maſter Youth, the Cut-purle. 185 

[ He fhews his Purſe. 
| Nig. At Plays, and at Sermons, and at the Sens, 
Tis daily their practice ſuch booty to mah; & 

Tea, under the Gallows, at Executions, 
They Hick not the Stare · about Purſes to *. of 

| Nay one without grace, „ 

At a better place, | 5 
At Court, and in Chriſtmae, before the King s a 
ci. That was a fine Fellow ! I would have him 

Nj g. Alack then for pity muſt I bear the Carſe | 
| That only belongs to the cunning Cui pur ſe ? 

Cok. But where's their Cunning now, when they 
Mould uſe it? they axe all chain'd now, I warrant 
you. Tourh, Push, thou hadſt better, &e. 1 be Rats» 
catchers Chas are all Fools and Aſſes to this! A pH 

+ - 4 an 
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| on em, that they will not come! that a Man ſhould 
have ſuch a deſire to a thing, and want it. 
Neur. Fore God I'd give half the Fair, and twere 

| n for a Cut-purſe for him to ſave his longing. 


[ He ſhews 


bis Purſe again. 


Cok. Look you, Siſter, here, here, where ist now? 


which Pocket i 18 t in, for A Wager? 


Waſ. I beſeech you leave your Wages and * him 


end his Matter an't may be. 
Cok. O, are you edified, Numps?. 


23 ſ. Indeed he do's interrupt him too En There - 


1 ſpoke to Purpoſe. 


Siſter, Iam an Aſs, I cannot keep my. Parſe : : 


Oe on, I pray thee, Friend, 


Again. 


Edgworth gers up to him, and rickles hins in the 


Ear with a Straw twice to draw his hand out 


of his Pocket. 


Nig. But O, jou vile Nation of Cut C Win-w. Will 


u, ſes all, 
"PMs and Fepents and amend and be 
ſound, 
And brow that you ought nots by bone | 
Mens fall, 
Advance your own Fortunes, to die above 
Ground; - 
And though you go gay | 
In Silks, as you may, 
It is not the high ny 6 Heaven, (as they 
ſay.) 
| Repent then, OO Jou, for better 3 for 
worſe, 
Lind G not the Gallows for cutting 4 
f Pu ſe. 
Youth, Youth, thou badf better been Hard 
by thy Nurſe, 
Than live to be hang'd for cutting a Purſe. 


A 


you ſee ſ => 
look, the 

a — — 
thers up to 


him, mark. 


Qua. G 

'i faith / od, 
has lighted 
on the wrong 
Pocket.. 


| Wisw. He 
has it, *fore 
| God he is a 
brave Fellow; 
ity be ſhould 


be detected. 


All, An excellent Ballad! an excellent Ballad. ö 
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Eck. Friend, let me ha“ the firſt, let me ho? the | 
firſt, | pray you. 
2k. Pardon me, Sirz firſt come firſt ſerv'd; 5 and 
I'll buy the whole Bundle too. 8 
Win. That Conveyance was better than all, did you 


ſce't? he has given the Purſe to the Ballad-finger. 


Quar. Has he? — 
Eag. Sir, Icry you mercy, yl not hinder thepoor 
Man's Profit; pray you miſtake me nor. | 


Cok, Sir, 1 take you for an honeſt Gentleman; 3 5 


that be miſtaking, I met you to Day afore: ha! humh! 


O God! my Purſe is gone, my Purſe, my Purſe, &c. 


Waſ. Come do not make a Stir, and cry your (elf 
an Aſs thorow the Fair afore your time. 
Ck, Why, haft thou it, Numps? good Numge, 
how came you by it, I marl? 
Waſ. 1 pray you ſeek ſome other Gameſter to play 
the Fool with; you may loſe it time enough, for all 
your Fair Wit. 


cht. By this good Hand, Glove and all, I ha' loſt 


it already if rhou haſt it not; feel elſe, and Miſtreſs 


Grace's Handkerchief too, out o the t other Pocket. 
Wa. Why, tis well, very well, nne pretty 


E _ well. 


Are you fars you ha; loſt i ir, Sir? _— . 
C. O God! yes; as I am an honeſt Man, Thad it 


but e' en now, at Jour, Youth. 


Nig. I hope you ſuſpe& not me, Sir? . 
Thee? that were a Jeſt indeed! Dot thou 

think the Gentleman is fooliſh? where hadſt thou 
Hands, I pray thee? Away Aſs, away. | i 
Juſ. 1 ſhall be beaten again, if I be ſpy e. 
Eag. Sir, e an odd Fellow, egy ig is fleal- 


ing away. 


Ove. Brother, it is the N g Fellow! you ſhall i 
ſuſpe& him. He was at your t other Purſe, you know! 


N ay — 55 and view the Work you ha done, an“ 


ts 


you 


- 
o 
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you be benefic'd at the Gallows, and preach there, 
thank your own Handy- work. } 
Cok, Sir, you ſhall take no pride in your Preferment, 
you ſhall be filenc'd quick. 
Juſ. What do you mean, ſweet Buds of Gentility? 
Cock. To ha my Penyworths out on you: Bud, no 
leſs than two Purſes a Day ſerve you? 1 thought you 
a ſimple Fellow when my Man Mumps beat you i' the 
Morning, and pitied you:: . 
Ovo. So did I, I'll be ſworn, Brother; but now I 
ſee he is a lewd and pernicious: Enormity (as Maſter 
Overdoo calls him.) „„ . 
Fuſe Mine own Words turn'd upon me like Swords. 
Cannot a Man's Purſe be quiet for you i' the 


Maſter's Pocket, but you muſt intice it forth and de- 


bauch it? | t 1 
Waſ. Sir, Sir, keep your Debauch, and your fi ne 
Bartholmew Terms to your (elf, and make as much on 
'em as you pleaſe. But gi“ me this from you i' the 
mean time; I beſeech you, ſee if I can look to this. 
[Waſp takes the Licenſe from bim. 
Ok. Why, Num:? TE, 
Waſ. Why? becauſe you are an Aſs, Sir, there's a 
Reaſon the ſhorteſt way, an you will needs ha' it; 
now you ha' got the Trick of loſing, you'd loſe your 
Breech an *twere looſe. I know you, Sir, come, de- 
liver, you'll go and crack the Vermine you breed now, 
will you? *as very fine, will you ha? the Truth on't ? 
they are ſuch retchleſs Flies as you arc, that blow 
Cur-purſes abroad in every Corner; your fooliſh ha- 


ving of Mony makes em. An' there were no wiſer 


than I, Sir, the Trade ſhould lye open for you Sir, it 
ſhould i“ faith, Sir. I would teach your Wit to come 
to your Head, Sir, as well as your Land to come into 
your Hand, I affure you; Sir. e e 
Min. Alack, good Numb. 
Maſ. Nay, Gentlemen, never pity me, J am not 
worth it: Lord ſend me at home once to Harrom o 5 
5 | : tis 


0 au bu a8 ww 
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il again, if Itrayel any more, call-me Oriat with all 
my heart. 


Quar. Stay, Sir, 1 muſt have a word with you in 
private. Do you hear. 

Eap. With n me, Sir? what's W e good Sir ? 

uar. Do not deny it, you are a Cut-purſe, Sir, 


this Gentleman here and 1 faw you: Nor do we mean 


to detect you (though we can ſufficiently inform our 
ſelves toward the anc, 0 concealing uy bur you 
muſt do us a piece of Service. 

Eds... Good Gentlemen, do not undo mez I am a 


civil young Man, and but a Beginner indeed, 


Quar, Sir, your Beginning ſhall bring on 'your End» ; 


nung for us. We are no Catchpoles nor Conſtables, 
That you are to undertake is this; you ſaw the old 


Fellow with the black Box here? 

Edg. The little old Governor, ' Sir? | 

Quar. That ſame: | ſee you have flown him to a 
Mark already. I would ha' you get away that 1 
from him, and bring it us. 

Eig. Wou'd you ha' the Box and all, Sir, or only 
that that is in't? Il get you that, and leave him the 
Box to play with ſtill (which will be the harder of 
the two) becauſe I would gain your "ROY" $ good | 
Opinion of me. 

Min- w. He ſays well, tis the greater Maſtery, and 
will _— the more ſport when tis miſt, 

Eag. I, and "twill —＋ the longer a miſting, to dra 

2 But look you Jo it now, Sirrah, and keep 
your word, or —  ' 

_ Eds. Sir, if ever I break my word with a Gentle» 
man, may I never read word at my need. Where ſhall 


I find you? 


Quer. Somewhere i! th' Fair, hereabouta. Diſpatch 


it quickly, I would fain ſee the careful Fool deluded! 


Ot all Beaſts love the ſerious Aſs; he that takes 
pains | 
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pains to be one, and plays the fool with the greateſt 
L ligence that can be. „„ 
Stra. Then you would not chuſe, Sir, but love my 
Guardian, Juſtice Overdoo, who is anſwerable to that 
deſcription in every Hair of him. 
Qiuar. So I have heard. But how came you, Miſtreſs 
= _ to be his Ward, or have relation to him at 
. Gra. Faith, through a common Calamity, he bought 
me, Sir; and now he will marry me to his Wife's 
Brother, this wiſe Gentleman that you ſee, or elſe I 
muſt pay value o' my Lang. 
Quasar. 'Slid, is there no device of e e | 
or ſo? Tal! with ſome crafty Fellow, ſome Picklock 
o' the Law! Would I had ftudied a year longer i th 
Inns of Court, and't had been but i” your Caſe, 
Min- w. I, Maſter Quarlous, are you proffering ? 
Gra. You'd bring bur little Aid, Sir. - 


+ 


Min- w. (Tl look to you i' faith, Gameſter.) An 


unfortunate fooliſh Tribe you are faln into, Lady, 1 
wonder you can endure em. %%% ĩ ĩð 
Gra. Sir, they that cannot work their Fetters off 
muſt wear em. %%% ry 
Min. w. You ſee what care they have on you, to 
leave you thus. „„ 211.0 
Gra, Faith the ſame they have of themſelves, Sir, 
I cannot greatly complain, if this were all the Plea I 
% %%% ori 
Win. Tis true! but will you pleaſe to withdraw 
with us a little, and make them think they have loſt 
you. I hope our Manners ha been ſuch hitherto, and 
our Language, as will give you no Cauſe to doubt 
your ſelf in our Company. „ 
Gra. Sir, I will give my ſelf no Cauſe; I am ſo ſe- 
eure of mine own Manners, as I ſuſpect not yours. 
Quar. Look where Jobn Little-wit comes. 
Win-w, Away, I'll not be ſcen by hing 
e Q. 
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a usr. No, you were not beſt, he'd tell his Mos 

ther, the Widow. : | 
Win. w. Heart! hat do you mean? 


= guar. Cry you Mercy, is ee Wind there? Maſt 
| not the Widow be nam'd? 


SCENE VL 
Joby, un, 1a Leatherbead, lain 15, 


Furecraft. 


Y 
- 


Job, Do you hear, Win, Win . 

Win. What ſay you, Jobn ? | 

Job. While they are payi 3 Reckoning, Win; 
I'll tell you a thing, Vin; we ſhall never ſee any Sights 
ithe Fair, Win, except you long ſtill, Vin; good 
Win, ſweet Win, long to ſee ſome Hobby- horſes, and 
ſome Drums, and Rattles, and Do 85 and fine De- 
vices, Win, The Bull with the Five Lege, Win ; 
and the great Hog. Now you ha' begun with Pig, 
you may long for any thing, Min, and fo for my Mo- 
tion, Win. 

Win. But we ſha' net eat © the Bull and the Hog, 
John; how ſhall I long then? 


to taſte, Win: How did the Pothecary's Wife, Win, 
that long'd to ſee the Anatomy, Win? or the Lady, 
Win, that defir'd to ſpit i' the great Lawyer's Mouth, 
after an eloquent Pleading? J aſſure you, they long'd, 
Win; good Win, go in, and long. 
Tra. I think we are rid of our new Cuſtomer, 
Brother Leather. bead, we ſhall hear no more of him. 
[They plot to be gone. 
Les, All the better; let's TP up all, and be 
gone, before he find us. 
Tra. Stay a little, yonder comes a Company z it 
id be We * take toms more Mony. 


Ano. 
. 


Job. O yes, Win: You may long to ſee, as well as 1 5 
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- Km, Sir, I will take your Counſel, and cut my 
Hair, and leave Vapours: I ſee that Tobacco, and 
Bottle- Ale, and Pig, and Whit, and very Urſa her: 
ſelf, is all Vanity. TO oa * 
Buſ. Only Pig was not comprehended in my Ad- 
monition, the reſt were: For long Hair, it is an En- 
ſign of Pride, a Banner; and the World is full of 
thoſe Banners, very full of Banners. And Bottle- 
Ale is a Drink of Satan's, a Diet-drink of Satan's, 
deviſed to puff us up, and make us ſwell in this 
latter Age of Vanity; as the Smoke of Tobacco, to | 
keep us in Miſt and Error: But the fleſhly Woman 
(which you call Ur//a) is above all to be avoided, 
having the Marks upon her of the three Enemies of 
Man; the World, as being in the Fair; the Devil 
as being in the Fire; and the Fleſh, as being herſelf 
Pur. Brother Zeal-of-tbe-land! what ſhall we do! 
My Daughter Win-rbe-fight is fall'n into her Fit of 
Longing again. 1 85 
BZBuſ. For more Pig? There is no more, is there? 
Fur. To ſee ſome Sights i' the Fair. " 
Buſ. Siſter, let her fly the Impurity of the Place 
ſwiftly, leſt the partake of the Pitch thereof. Thou 
art the Seat of the Beaſt, O Smirbfreld, and I will leave 
thee. Idolatry peepeth out on every Side of thee. 
Nuo. An excellent right Hypocrite! Now his Bel. 
ly is full, he falls à railing and 379 the Jade. 


A very good Vapour! I'll in, and joy Urſa, with rel» I 


ling how her Pig worksz two and a half he ear to 
his Share; and he has drunk a Pail-full. He cats 
with his Eyes, as well as his Teeth, * 
Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? What is't 
you buy? Rattles, Drums, Babies ©. 
Buſ. Peace, with thy Apocryphal Wares, thou 
rofane Publican z thy Bells, thy Dragons, and thy 
Tobies Dogs. Thy Hobby-horſe is an Idol, a very 
Idol, a fierce and rank Idol; and thou, the Neb 
chadnezzar, the proud Nebnchadnezzar of the 5 
. | ” | that 
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that ſett'ſt it up, for Children to fall down to, and 
worſhip. _— 3 > „„ 

Take =Ce) you Mercy, Sir; will you buy a Fiddle 
to fill up your Noiſe? e 
Job. Look, Win, do, look a God's Name, and 
fave your Longing. Here be fine Sights. | 
Pur. I, Chi d, ſo you hare em, as our Brother 
Zeal does, you may look on ei. 
Lea. Or what do you ſay to a Drum, Sir? 
Buſ. It is the broken Belly of the Beaſt, and th 


| Bellows there are his Lungs, and theſe Pipes are his 
Throat, thoſe Feavhers are of his Tail, and thy Rat- 


tles the Gnaſhing of his Teeth. _ ==” | 
Tra. And what's my Gingerbread, I pray you? 
Buſ. The Provender that pricks him up. Hence 
with thy Basket of Popery, thy Neſt of Images, and 
whole Legend of Ginger- work. Bf 
Les. Sir, if you be not quiet the quicklier, I'll 
ha you clapp'd fairly by the Heels, tor diſturbing 


the Fair. 35 


Buſ. The Sin of the Fair provokes me, I cannot 

be filennn nt I 0 
Pur. Good Brother Zeal! „„ | 
Lea. Sir, I'll make you filent, believe it; 
Job. Yd give a Shilling you could, i'faith Friend. 
Lea, Sir, give me your Shilling, 1'll give you my 


| Shop, if 1 do not; and I']l leave it in Pawn with you 


i the mean time. Ry 

Job. A Match, i' faith; but do it quickly then. 

Buf: Hinder me not, Woman. | He ſpeaks to the Wi- 
dom. ] Twas mov'd in Spirit, to be here this Day, in this 
Fair, this wicked and foul Fair; and fitter may it be 
call'd a Poul than a Fair; to proteſt againſt the Abuſes 
of it, the foul Abuſes of it, in regard of the afflicted Saints, 
that are troubled, very much troubled, exceedingly 


| troubled, with the opening of the Merchandiſe of 


Baie . m GY 
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Stalls here, here, in the High Places. See you not 
Goldylocks, the Purple e 24 there, in her yellow 
Gon and leeves? the prophane Pipes, the 
tinkling Timbrels? A Shop of Relicks! !?! | 
Job. Pray you forbear, I am put in truſt with %m, 
' _ Buſ. And this idolatrous Grove of Images, this 
Flasket of Idols, which 1 will pull down —— _ 
75 l Overtbroms the Gingerbread, 
(Tra. O my Ware, my Ware, God bleſs it.) 
B.. In my Teal, and glory to be thus exercis d. 
„ I Leatherhead enters with Officer:, 
Tia. Here he is, pray you lay hold on his Zeal; 
we cannot ſell a Whiſtle for him in Tune. Stop 
his Noiſe firſt, ls 8 
' Buſ. Thou canſt not; *tis a ſanctiſied Noiſe. I 
will make a loud and moſt ſtrong Noiſe, till I have 
daunted the prophane Enemy. And for this Cauſe--- 
La. Sir, here's no Man afraid of you, or your 
Cauſe. You ſhall ſwear it i' the Stocks, Sir. 
Buſ. I will thruſt my ſelf into the Stocks, upon 
<hePikeofthetand. v 
Lea. Carry him away. 5 
Pur. What do you mean, wicked Men? 
| 51 Let them alone, I fear them not. 
. Job, Was not this Shilling well ventur'd, Win, 
for our Liberty? Now we may go play, and ſee over 


the Fair, where we lift our ſelves; my Mother is 


gone after him, and let her een go, and loſe us. 
Vin. Yes, John; but I know not what to do. 

:; 700. For what, Wit oh nit ua 
Min. For a thing I am aſham'd to tell you, i faith; 
and 'tis roo far to go home, „„ 
Job. I pray thee be not aſham'd, Win. Come, i 
faith, thou ſhalt not be aſham'd: Is it any thing about 
the Hobby-horſe Man? an't be, ſpeak freely. 
Min. Hang him, baſe Bobchin, I ſcorn him; no, 
I have very great, What ſha call um, Joby, 


EG en , 
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15 Joh, O! 15 that all, Win.? We'll go back to Caps 
tain Jordan, to the Pig-woman's, Vin, he'll help us, 


or ſhe, with a Dripping- pan, or an old Kettle, or 


and after we'll viſit the Fair all over, Win, and ſee 


fore, Fone. 


* 


a” 


Lea. It ſhall be hard for him to find, or know us; 
when we are tranſlated, Fons. 5 | 


" 
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pe Buſy, Purecrafts 


ts. AI Mater i do make no. dauby, be you 


are Officers; 7, 
Bri, What then, Sir? . 


Tro. And the King's loving and obedient Subjectz. 


Bri, Obedient, Friend? Take heed what you ſpeak, 
1 adyiſe you; Oliver Briſtle adviſes you. His loving 


Subjects, we grant you; bur not his obedient, at this 
time, by your Leave; we know our ſelves a little 
better than ſoz we are to command, Sir, and ſuch as 
you are to be obedient. Here's one of his obedient 


ubjects going to the Stocks; and we'll make you 
ſuch another, if you talk. 1 . „ 
Jo. You are all wiſe enough i your Places, I know. 


ri. If you know it, Sir, why do you bring it in 
Queſtion? z : | 


2 


ſomething. The poor greaſie Soul loves you, Win; 85 
my Puppet-play, in; you know it's a fine mat - 
| „ aways. 1-counſell'd you to pack up as. 
Tura. A Pox of his Bedlam Purity. He has ſpoil'd 


half my Ware: But the beſt is, we loſe. nothing, if 
we mils our firſt Merchant. | 25 
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Trouble.all, Briſtle, Haggiſe, Coker; Fuſtice," Pocket}, = 
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Fo. I queſtion nothing, pardon me. I do only 
hope you have Warrant for what you do, and ſo quit 
vou, and ſo multiply you. | He goes away again. 
Hag. What's he? Bring him up to the Stocks 
there. Why bring you him nor up?? 

Tuo, If you have Juſtice Overdoo's Warrant, tis 
well; [Comes again.] you are ſafe; that is the War- 
"rant of Warrants. Vi] not give this Button for any 

Man's Warrant elſe. * 
Bri. Like enough, Sir; but let me tell you, an' 
you play away your Buttons thus, you will want 'em 
e'er Night, for any ſtore I ſee about you; you might 
keep em, and fave Pins, I wuſs. » [Goes away, 
Juſ. What ſhould he be, that doth ſo eſteem and 
advance my Warrant? He ſeems a ſober and diſcreet 
- Perſon! It is a Comfort to a good Conſcience to be 
follow'd with a good Fame in his Sufferings. The 
World will have a pretty Taſte by this, how I can 
bear Adverſity; and it will beget a kind of Reverence 
toward me hereafter, even from mine Enemies, when 
they ſhall ſee, I carry my Calamity nobly, and that 

it doth neither break me, nor bend me. 


Hag. Come, Sir, here's a Place for you to preach in; 
W ill you put in your Leg? hg, put him in the Stocks, 
_ Fuſ. That I will, cheerfully. - . 
Bri. O' my Conſcience, a Seminary ! he kiſſes the 
C e | 
C. Well, my Maſters, Vl leave bim with you; 
now l ſee him beſtow'd, I'll go look for my Goods, 
and Numps. 2 | .. 
'- Hag, You may, Sir, I warrant you: Where's the 
_CVother Bawler? Fetch him too, you ſhall find em 
bor faſt enough. n. wee i 
Fuſe In the midſt of this Tumult, I will yet be 
the Author of mine own Reſt, and not minding their 
Fury, fit in the Stocks in that Calm as ſhall be able 
to trouble a Triumph, on e 


3 
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Tro. Do you aſſure me upon your Words? an 
ein.] May I undertake for you, if I be ask d the 


8 that you have this Warrant? 


Hag. What's this Fellow, for God's fake? 
Tro. Do but ſhew me Hl (needy and I am ſac 


_ tisfied.. (Goss out. 


Bri. He is a Fellow that is diſtracted. they ſay z 
one Trouble. all- He was an Officer in the Court of 
Pie-powders here laſt en _ es out _ 1. Place 


by Juſtice Overdoo. 


Juſt, Ha 
Bri.” Upon which he took an idle Ge and's 


run mad wpon't: So that ever ſince he will do no- 


thing, but by Juſtice Overdoo's Warrant; he will not 


eat a Cruſt, nor drink a little, nor make him in his 


Apparel ready. His Wiſe, Sirreverence, cannot get 


him make his Water, or thift his ag at his 
Warrant. 


Juſt, If this be true, this is my greateſt Ditſtrf 
How am I bound to ſatisfie this poor Man, that is 6 
ſo good a Nature to me, out of his Wits! where 
there is no room left for difſembling. _. 

Tro. If you cannot ſhew me Adam Overdoo, [Ones 
in.] I am in doubt of you; I am afraid you cannot 
anſwer it. [ Goes again. 

Hag. Before me, Neighbour Briftle (and now I 
chink on'r better) TE Overdoo is a very enn, 

erſon. 


- Bri, 0. 420 you advis'd of that? and a 1 J us 


Bon by your leave. 


Fuſt. No I hear Ill o that Side roo? ' - 
Bri, He will fit as upright o the Bench, an' you 


mark him, as a Candle ' the Socket, and gw Light 


to the whole Court in every Buſineſs. 


Fag. But he will burn blue, and ſwell like a Boil 
(God bleſs us) an' be be angry. 


Bri, I, and he will be angry too, when his li, | 
that's more; and when he is angry, be it right or 
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wrong, he has the Law on s Side ever. 7x mark that 
n 
Faſt. 1 will be more tender ber, Ice Col 
paſſion may become a Juſtice, though it bea Weak- 
neſs, I confeſs, and nearer a Vice than a Vertue. 
Hag. Well, take him out o' the Stocks again; 
well go a ſure way to work, we'll ha“ the Ace of 

Hearts of our Side, if we can. {They take the Juſtice out. 

oc. Come, bring him away to his Fellow there, 

Maſter Buſy, we ſhall rule your Legs, I cans mough 

we cannot rule your Tongue, 

''* Buſe No, Miniſter of Darkneſs, no; thou ant 

not rule my Tongue; my Tongue it is nay own, and 

with it I will both knock and mock down your Bar- 
rholomem Abominations, till you be made ing to 
the neighbour Pariſhes round about. 

Hag. Let him alone, we have devis'd better upon t. 
Pur, And ſhall he not into the Stocks then? 
Bri. No, Miſtreſs, we'll have em both to Juſtice 

ente; and let him do over em as is fitting. Then 

1, and my Goſſip Hoegiſe, and my Beadle Freter are 

diſcherg g 

Pur. O, I thank you, bleſſcd, honeſt Men! 
Bri. Nay, never thank us; but thank this Mad- 

man that comes here; he put it in our Heads. 8 
Pur. Is he mad? Now Heaven increaſe his Mad- 

nels and bleſs it, and thank it: Sir, your poor Hand- 
maid thanks you. [Comes again, 

- Tro. Have you a Warrant ? An' you have a War- 

rant, ſhew it. 

Pur. Ves, I have a Warrant, out of the Word, te 
ve Thanks for removing any Scorn intended to the 

Brethren. 

To. It is Juſtice Overdoo s Warrant that I look for, 
if ng have not that, keep your Word, I'll keep 

mi ne. Quit ye, and multiply ye. 
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„ 
Edgwort h, Trouble-all, Nightingale, Coles, Coſtard-monger, 


Eck. Come away, Nightingale, | pray the. 7 
Tro. Whither go you? where's your Warrant? 
Edg. Warrant! for what, Sir? 


ny * 


Tro. For what you go about, you know how fit it 
is; an' you have no Warrant, bleſs you, I'll pray for 
you, that's all I can do. [Ice out, 
Edg. What means he? „ 
Nig. A Mad- man that haunts the Fair; do you not 
know him? It's marvel he has not more Followers 
after his ragged Heels, > Ss Mn pe, 
Edg. Beſhrew him, he ſtartled me: I thought he 
had known of our Plot, Guilt's a- terrible thing: 
Ha' you prepar'd the Coſtard-monger ?-. 
Nig. Yes, and agreed for his Basket of Pears; he is 
at the Corner here, ready. And your Prize, he comes 
down failing that way all alone, without his Pro» 
tector; he is rid of him, it ſeems. N 
Big. 1, know; | ſhould ha' follow'd his Prote&or- 
' ſhip, for a Feat I am to do upon him: But this of- 
fer'd it (elf ſo i' the way, I could not let it ſcape: 
Here he comes, whiſtle; be this Sport call'd, Dorring 
ib. © | TM | 
Mg. Wh, wh, wh, wh, Se. [Nightingalewhiſtles: 
Cf. By this Light, I cannat find my Gingerbread 
Wife, nor my Hobby-horſe Man, in all the Fair now, 
to ha- my Mony again: And I do not know the way 
out on't, to go home for more. Do you hear, Friend, 
you that whiſtle? what Tune is that you whiſtle? 
Nig. A new Tune, I am practiſing, Sir. | 


. : 


Cok. Doſt thou know where I dwel), I pray thee 
| Nay, on with thy Tune; I ha? no ſuch haſte for an 
_ Anſwer: I'll practiſe with thee, 0 TETIEO 


T 
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_ Cof. Buy any Pears, very fine Pears, Pears fine. 
| {Nightingale ſets bis Foot afore him, 

_ and be falls with his Bastet. 
Ck, Gods ſo! a muſs,,a'muſs, a muſs, a muſs. _ 
' Off. Good Gentleman, my Ware, my Ware; I am 
n poor Man. Good Sir, my Ware. „ 
5 Ns Let me hold your Sword, Sir, it troubles you. 
Ck, Do, and my Cloak an' thou wilt, and my Hat 
„ [Cokes falls. a ſcrambling whilſt tbey 


# 


1 run away with bis things. 
Eg. A delicate great Boy! Methinks he out-ſcram- 
bles em all. 1 cannot perſwade my (elf, but he goes 
to Grammar-School yet, and plays the Treuant to day. 
Nig. Would he had another Purſe to cur, Zekiel. 
Edg. Purſe ! A Man might cut out his Kidneys, I 
bbs and he never feel em, he is ſo earneſt. at the 
272 His Soul is half-way out on's Body at the Game. 
Ede, Away, Nightingale; that way, xy 
Co. I think I am furniſh'd for Cattern-Pears, for 
one Under-meal : Gi' me my Cloak. —_ 7 
Cof. Good Gentleman, give me my Ware, 
Ct. Where's the Fellow I ga' my Cloak to? My 
Cloak and my Hat? Ha! Gods lid is he gone? Thieves, 
Thieves; help me to cry, Gentlemen. { He runs out, 
 Edg. Away, Coſtard- monger, come to us to Has. 
Talk of him to have a Soul! Heart, if he have any 
more than a thing given him inſtead. of Salt, only to 
keep him from ſtinking, VII be hang'd afore my Time, 
2 Where ſhould it be trow? In his Blood? Ne 
as not ſo much to ard it. in his whole Body as will 
maintain a good Flea: Andif he take this Courſe, he 
will not ha? ſo much Land left as to rear a Calf, with+ 
in this Twelve-month. W as there ever green Plover 
fo pull'd ! That his little Overſeer had been here now, 
and been but tall enough to ſee him ſteal Pears, in Ex- 
change for his Bever-Hat and his Cloak thus! I muſt 
gofind him out next, for his Back Box, and his Mm 
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(it ſeems) he has of his Place; which I think the Gen- 
tleman would have a Reverſion of, that ſpoke to me 
for it ſo earneſtly, | | Cok. comes in again. 
Ck. Would I might loſe Py Doubler, and Hoſe. 
too, as I am an honeſt Man, and never ſtir, if I think 
there be any thing but Thieving and Cozening i' this 
whole Fair. Bartholomew Fair, quoth he; an' ever 
any Bartholomew. had that Luck in't that I have had, 
Vil be Martyr'd for him, and in Swirbþeld too, I ha 
paid for my Pears, a rot on em, 1'll keep em no 
longer; | Throws away his Pears.) you were Choak- 
Pears to me; I had been better ha“ gone to Mum- 
chance for you, 1 wuſs, Methinks the Fair ſhould 
not have us d me thus, and *twere but for my Name's- 
fake; I would not ha' us'd a Dog o' the Name ſo. 
O, Numps will triumph now! Friend, do you know 
who | am? or where 1 lie? 1 do not my ſelf, I' be 
ſworn. Do but carry me home, and Ill pleaſe thee; 
I ha' Mony enough there. I ha' loſt my ſelf, and 
my Cloak, and my Hat, and my fine Sword, and my 
Siſter, and Numps, and Miſtreſs Grace, (a Gentlewo- 
man that I ſhould ha' married) and a Cut-work Hands 
kercheif ſhe ga? me, and two Purſes, to day; and 
my Bargain o' Hobby-horſes and Gingerbread, which 
grieves me worſt of all, | Trouble-all comes again; 
Tro. By whoſe Warrant, Sir, have youdoneall this? 
Cor. Warrant? Thou art a wiſe Fellow indeed; as 
if a Man need a Warrant to loſe any thing with! ' 
Tro. Yes, Juſtice Querdov's Warrant, a Man may 
get and loſe with, I'll ſtand to tt. 
Cok, Juſtice Overdoo? Doſt thou know him? I lie 
there; he is my Brother-in-Law, he married my Si- 
ſter: Pray thee ſhew me the wayz doſt thou know 
che 8 NV 
Tro. Sir, ſhew me your Warrant; I know nothing 
without a Warrant, pardon me. 155 15 
C. Why, 1 warrant thee; come along: Thou 
ſhalt ſee 1 have wrought Pillows there, and Cambrick 
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Sheets, and 8 weet · bags too. Pray thee guide me to 
the Houſe. e, Om, . 
Tro. Sir, I'll tell you; 7 you thither your ſelf firſt 


alone, tell your worſhigful Brother your Mind, and 


bur bring me three Lines of his Hand, or his Clerk's, 
with Adam Overdoo underneath; here I'll ſtay you, 
III obey you, and Il! guide you preſently. 
Cok. Slid, this is an Aſs, I ha' found him; Pox ur- 
on me, what do talking to ſuch a dull Fool? Fare- 
wel, you are a very Coxcomb, do you hear? 8 
Tro. I think I am; if Juſtice Overdoo ſign to it, I am, 


and ſo we are all: He'll quit us all, multiply us all. 


' 8:0 E N E III. 
Brace, Quarlous, Min- wife, Trouble- all, Edgworth. 
They enter with their Swords drawn. 


Bra. Gentlemen, this is no way that you take; you 
do but breed one another Trouble and Offence, and 
give me no Contentment at all. I am no ſhe that 
_ affects to be quarrell'd for, or have my Name or For- 
tune made the Queſtion of Mens Swords. 
82 % d -.. «.. 
Gra. If you both love me, as you pretend, your 
own Reaſon will tell you, but one can enjoy me: 


And to that Point there leads a directer Line, than 


by my Infamy, which muſt follow, if you fight. 
. Tis true, I have profeſt it to you ingenuouſly, that 
rather than to be yoak'd with this Bridegroom is ap- 
pointed me, I would take up any Husband almoſt up- 
on any Truſt, Though Subtilty would fay to me, (I 
know) he is a Fool, and has an Eſtate, and 1 might 
govern him, and enjoy a Friend beſide. But theſe 
are not my Aims; I muſt have a Husband I: muſt 
love, or I cannot live with him, I {ball ill make one 
rr = On 


Winn; 
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Min- w. Why, if you can like either of ns, Lady, 
ſay which is he, and the other ſhall (wear inſtantly to 
deſiſt. fs „„ ee i Ei 8 1 5 * 
Qua. Content, I accord to that e WE... 
Gra. Sure you think me a Woman of an extream 
Levity, Gentlemen, or a ſtrange Fancy, that (meeting 
you by chance in ſuch a place as this, both at one 
inſtant, and not yet of two hours acquaintance, nei- 
ther of you deſerving afore the other of me) Iſhould 
ſo forſake my Modeſty (though I might affect one 
r as to ſay, This is he, and name 
Qua. Why, wherefore ſhould you not? whatſhould 
binder 1 2 „5 
Græ. If you would not give it to my Modeſty, al- 
low it ye to my Wit; give me ſo much of Woman, 
and Cunning, as not to betray my ſelf impertinently. 
Ho can I judge of you, fo far as to a Choice, with» * 
out knowing you more? You are both equal, and a- 
like to me yet, and ſo indifferently affected by me, as 
each of you might be the Man, if the other were a- 
way. For you are reaſonable Creatures, you have Un- 
derſtanding and Diſcourſe; and if Fate ſend me an 
underſtanding Husband, I have no fear at all but mine 
own Manners ſhall make him a good one. 


Quar. Would I were put forth to making for you 


then | Sed : 
Gra. It war you are, you know not what's to- 
ward you: Will you conſent to a Motion of mine, 
Gentlemen? 5 „ | 
.  Win-w; Whatever it be, we'll preſume Reaſona- 
bleneſs, coming from you. 23 fy 1 on; 
Quar. And Fitneſs too, oo ras os 
Gra. I (aw one of you buy a pair of Tables c'en 
Now, 15 : , | 7 
Win- w. Ves, here they | bes and maiden ones too, 
unwritten in. " Wy RE 


j 3 % 7 1 * 
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Ora. The fitter for what they may be employ'd in. 

 Youſhall write either of you here a Word or a Name, 
What you like beſt, but of two or three Syllables at 
moſt; and the next Perſon that comes this way, (be- 
cauſe Deſtiny has a high hand in Buſineſs of this na - 
ture) I'll demand which of the two words he or ſhe 
doth approve, and according to that Sentence, fix my 

Reſolution and Affection without change. 
uar. Agreed; my Word is conceived already). 
Min. w. And mine ſhall not be long creating after, 
Gra, But you ſhall promiſe, Gentlemen, not to be 
curious to know which of you it is, taken; but give 
me leave to.conceal that, till you have brought me 
either home, or where I may ſafely tender my (elf, 

Win-w, Why that's but equal. CE TL 


ug We are pleas d. Tr mo 
_ Gra, Becauſe I will bind both your Endeavours to 
work together friendly and jointly each to the other's 
Fortune, and have my ſelf fitted with ſome Means, 
to make him that is forſaken a part of amends, 
| Quar, Theſe Conditions are very. courteous. Well, 
my Word is out of the Arcadia then, Argalus. | 
Win-w. And mine out of the Play, Palemon. 
5 [Q Trouble-all comes again. 
Tro. Have you w_ Warrant for this, Gentlemen? 
A. Nu. Hat 5 
Tro. There muft be a Warrant had, believe it. 
Wav. For what} ̃ _ _: 85 
Tro. For whatſoever it is, any thing indeed, no 
matter what. 5 — 3 ne el 
Quar. Slight! here's a fine ragged Prophet dropt 
down i' the nick! %% i - i 
Tro. Heaven quit you, Gentlemen. 
Qusar. Nay, ſtay a little: Good Lady, put him tq 
the Queſtion. „„ 
. Gra, You are content then? 
Vin -· w. Quar. Ves, yes. 1 
Gra, Sir, here are two Names written 


779 
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Tro. Is Juſtice Overdoo one??? 

Gra. How, Sir? 1 pray you read em to your ſelf; 
it is for a Wager between theſe Gentlemen; and 
with a ſtroke, or any difference, mark which you 


5 ns 
* 8 


approve beſt. ins 25 
Tro. They may be both worſhipful Names for 
ought 1 know, Miſtreſs ; but Adam Overdoo had been 
worth three of 'em, I aſſure you, in this place, that's 
Gra. This Man amazes me! I pray you like one 
Tro. I do like him there, that has the beſt War- 
rant, Miſtreſs, to ſave your Longing, and (multiply 
him) it may be this. But 1 am ſtill for Juſtice Over= 
doo, that's my Conſcience, and quit you. | 
Waw. Ie dene, IAN 88 
Gra. I, and ſtrangely, as ever I ſaw! What Fellow 
is the, t ꝗ ꝗ 
Quar. No matter what, a Fortune-teller we ha! 
made him; which ist, which ist???: 
Gra. Nay, did you not promiſe not to enquire? _ 
uar. 'Slid, I forgot that, pray you pardon me. 
Look, here's our Mercury come; the Licence arrives 
i' the fineſt time too! *Tis but ſcraping. out Cokes | 


| his Name, and tis done. 


Min w. How now, Lime-twig, haſt thou touch'd ? 
 Edg. Not yet, Sir; except you would go with me 
and ſee't, it's not worth ſpeaking on. The Act is 
nothing without a Witneſs. Yonder he is, your Man 
with the Box, fallen into the fineſt Company, and ſo 
tranſported with Vapours; they ha' got ina Northern 
Clothier, and one 17. a Weſtern Man, that's come 
to wreſtle before my Lord - Mayor anon, and Captain 


Mbit, and one Yal Cutting, that helps Captain Jordan 


to roar, a circling Boy; with whom your Numps is 
ſo taken, that you may ſtrip him of his Clothes, if you 
will. P11 undertake to geld him for you, if you had 

but Surgeon ready to fear him, And Miltreſs fe. 


ſrice 


- 
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+ 8 there is the goodeſt Woman! ſhedoes ſo love dem 
all over in terms of Juſtice and the Style of Authori- 
ty, with her Hood upright that I beſeech you 
come away, Gentlemen, and ſee't. 

Quar. Slight, I would not loſe it for the Fair 3 what'l 
you do, Ned? 

Min.. Why, ſtay hereabour 95 you: Miſtreſs Nel. 
born muſt not be ſeen. | 

Quar. Do ſo, and find out aPrieft i! the mean time; 
Til bring the Licence. Lead, which way is t. 

Edg. Here, Sir, you are o iche back · ſide 0? — Booth | 
greqdy you may hear the Noiſe, Ry 


SCENE IV. 


8 W puppy, Curtin , Whit, Elgworth, 
Quarlous, Overdoo, Wa 75 Brijele.. | | 


Nuo. Whit, bid Val Cutting continue the Vapour 
| for a lift, Mbit, for a lift. 


Nor. I'll ne mare, PI ne mare; the Eale's too 
meeghty. 
Nuo. How now! my Galloway Nag the Staggers ! 
ha! Whit, gi' him a Slit i the Forehead. Chear up 
Man; a Needle and Thread to ſtitch his Ears. Td | 
74 cure him now, an I had it, with a little Butter and 
bi Garlick, Long Pepper and Grains. Where's my 
| Horn 141 give him Maſh preſently, ſhall take away 


this Dizzineſs. | 
Pup, Why, where are you, Zurs? Do you vlinck, 
and leave us i' the Zuds now ? | 


Nor. V'll ne mare, l'is een as vull as a Paiper's Bag, 
by my troth, I. 


155 f. Do my Northern Cloth zhrink i“ the wertingt | 


Kno. Why, well ſaid, old Flea-bitten; thou'lt ne- 
ver tire I ſce, They fall to their Vapours again, 
Ge, N 0, Sir, but he may WEL if it pleaſe ln, 


* 
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= 
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un. Who told dee mo? that he vuld neyer ter, 


Man? 
Cut, No matter who told him 0e, ſo long as he 


knows. 


Knos. Nay, I know nothing; Sir, pardon me there. 
Eds. They are at it ſtill, Sir; this they call Vapours. 
Imbi. He ſhall not pardon dee, Captain; dou ſhale 
not be pardon'd. Pre'dee, ſhweer-heart, do not par- 
don him. 
Cut. light, PI pardon him, an” 1 lit whoſoeher 
ſays nay tot. 
| ar. Where's Numps? I miſs bid 
2 they continue their Game of Fire which 
it Nonſenſe. Every Man to oppoſe the laſt Man 
| that ſpoke, whether it concern'd him or 19, 4 
Maſ. Why, I ſay nay tot. 5 
uar. O, there he is. | 
Kno. To what do you ſay nay, Sir? e | 
Waſ. To any thing, whatſoever it it, fo Jools 28 1 2” 
do not like it. | 


: Whi. Pardon me, little Man, dou wuſhr like ir a 
ittle,. 4 


Ae. No, he muſt not like it at all Sir; there you 
are i' the wrong. | 
Mbi. I tink 1 bs 3 be Walde not like it indeed. 


Dit. N ay, then he both muſt and will like it, Sir, 
for all you. 


Ko. If he have Reaſon, he may Flike it, Sir. 
Abi. By no meanſn Captain, upon reaſon, he may | 


| like nothing upon reaſon. 


Maſ. IT have no reaſon, nor 1 will hear of no rea- 

fon, nor I will look for no reaſon, and he is an Af 

that either knows any, or looks for't from me. | 
Cut. fei in ſome ſenſe you may have reaſon, Sir. 

Wa 1 in ſome ſenſe, I care not if I grant you. 

Pardon me, thou cupſht to 1 Blk nothing 

in no henna if dou do loye dy | ſhelf, » angry Man. 


8 
2 c „ 
i 3 1 
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Vaſ. Why then, I do grant him nothing: aud! 


have no Senſe. 

(ut. Tis true, thou haſt no Senſe indeed. 
Maſ. 'Slid, but I have Senſe, now I think on't bet - 
ter, and 1 will. rant! him any thing, do you ſee. 

Nuo. He is i ne a and do's utter a ſufficient 
Vapaur. ,.. - 
N05 Nays it is no | ſufficient Vapour neicher, 14 

n that. 

. * Then it is a ſweet Vapour.” |: 
| Cut, It may be a ſweer Vapour. ._ 
Maſ. Nay, it is no ſweet On: neither, Sir, it 
ſtinks, and. I'll Rand. tot. 
Whi. Yes, I tink it doſh ſktink, Caprain, All va. 
pour doſh ſatin. „ 
Waſ. Nay, then i iT does not fink, 805 and it ſhall 
Cut. By your leave, it mny y. Sie. 1 
177 y my leave it may ſtink, I know that. | 
Pard on me, thou knowelbt g it cannot 
by thy leave, angry Man. Fee; 
Waſ. How can it not? 
uo. Nay, never 8 him, ſor he is i chorieke: 
bi. Leih, am i de rights | conſaſn 1 it, ſo iſh de 
little Man too. 
Waſ. Vil have nothing confeſt that concerns me. 
T am not i the right, nor never was i the right, nor 
never ll be i“ the right, h Lam in Ie right 


17 
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Gut, Mind? why, here's o Man minds. you, Sir, 
nor any thing elſe. I[ITbey drink again. 
Pup. Vriend, will _ mind this that we do? 
. Call, you this Vapours? this is ſuch belchin 
arrel as I never heaud. Will LID 41 buſi· 
aal . | 
Ezdg. You ſhall ſce, "rg pact; 
or. V ll ne maire, my waimb walker t too „ mickle 
wich this nuready, | 
8 Edg, 


. 


| 


Jou upon my Authority, con 


[ ſhall be driyen to commut you my 


Edg. wil you take chat, Maſter maße, that no 
body Would mind you? 
| Waſ. Why? what ha' + to do? ie any [matter 
to you? 


dg. No, but methinks you ſhould not. be unmind- 


ed, though. 


Waſ. Nor I wu' not be, now I think ot; de you 
nary new Acquaintance? do's no Man mind me, ſay 


e's, Yes, Sir, every Man here minds: you, burhow? | 
Waſ. Nay, I care as little how as you 8 that 


| was not my queſtion. 


Whi. No, noting was ty queſtion, tou art a. learn- 
al Man, and I am a valiant Man, i faith la, tow ſhalt ; 


ſpeak ſor me, and I vill fight for tee. 


Nuo. Fight for him, Whit? A groſs Vapour he 
can fight for himſelf.. 


Wa. i may be Lean, bur it may be I ww not, 


how then? 


3 


Cir. Why then you may clad. 
Waſ. Why, and I'll chuſe whether I'll * no. 


Ano. I think you may, and tis true 3 and I allow 
it for_a_reſolute Vapour.. "© I 


Waſ.. Nay then, Ido think jou do nor chink, and 
it is no reſolute: Vapour... 


cit. Yes, in ſome. fort be may allow you. . 


Ko, In no ſort, Sir, pardon me, I can. allow him 


nothing. : Yau miſtake the V or. 


Waſ. He miſtakes nothing, Sir, in no ſort. | 


- Whi, Yes 1 pre dee now, let him. miſtake. 


Waſf.' A turd i' your Teeth, never pre deem, for 


1 will have nothing miſtaken. 


Kno, Turd, ha; Turd? a noiſom Vapour, ſtrike, 


Idi. [They fall by the Ears. 


Ove. Why Gentlemen, why Gran charge 
rve. the Peace. In the 
King's name, and my: Husband's, put i, cl App | 


U 
s 


_ 


* 


mm \Baitholomew br. 


4 ki has be 5 
BY ſ. Why do 2ou laugh, Sir? 5 
Dna.. Sir, fl allow me my Chriſtian ber i 


Cut. In ſome re you may, and i in ſome fort you 
ma not, Sir. 
10. Nay in ſome ſort, Sir, he may neither liugh 
nor hope in this Company. 
Maſ. Ves, then he may both laugh and bope in 2 


1 may lau ugh, 1 hope. 


by ſort, ati't pleaſe him. 


Qua. Faith, and I will then, for it. doth pleals me 


sf Re 
0 excceding neither, Sir. 
2 No, that Vapour is too loft. 
ua. Gentlemen; I do not play well at your Ganie 
of Vapours, I am not very good at it, bu 
Gyr; Do you hear, Sir? 1 would ſpeak with you 
in Circle. [e draws à Circle on the Ground, 
Qua. In Circle, Sir? What would you: with me in 


: Circle? ? 


Orr. 'Can = lend me a Pieds, a Jacobi, i in Circle? | 
© Qua. *$lid, your Circle will prove more coſtly than 


__ Vapours, then. Sir, no, 1 lend you none. 


Cur, Your Beard's not well turn'd up, Sir. 
ug. How Raskal? are you playing with my Beatd? 


: m reak Circle with you. ¶ They draw all, and abt. 


Pup, Nor. Gentlemen, Gentlemen! 
Kno. Gather up, Whit, gather up, Whit, good Va- 
ou. 777 
8 Ove. What mean you? are you Rebels, Gentle 
men? ſhall I ſend out a Serjeant at Arme, or a Wric 
o Rebellion, againſt you? I'll commit you upon 


: Woman hood, for a Riot, upon my ) wer- doc, l | 


you perſiſt. * 
Waſ. Upon your Juſtice-hood? Marry ſhite of your 


Hood: You'll commit? Spoke like a true Juſtice of 
70 Peace” s Wife indeed, and a fine female ww an rurd 


1 * T Teeth for a _ now. 
our 
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Over. Why Numps, in Maſter Overdoo's Name, 1 
Charge t = 5 8 
Waſ. Good Miſtreſs Underdoo hold your Tongue. 
Over. Alas! poor Numps, © 3 
Waſ. Alas! and why alas from you, I beſeech you? 
or why poor Mumps, goody Rich? am I come to be 
pitied by your tuft Taffata now? Why Miſtreſs, 1 
E Adam the Clerk, your Husband, when he was 
Adam Scrivener, and writ for two Pence a Sheet, as 
high as he bears his Head now, or you your Hood, 
Dame. What are you, Sir? [The Watch comes in. 
Bri. We be Men, and no Infidels; what is the 
| matter here, and the Noiſes? can you tell? ' 
Waſ. Heart, what ha' you to do? cannot a Man 
uarrel in quietneſs, but he muſt be put out on't by 
you? what are you? _ JFF 
Bri. Why, we be his Majeſty's Watch, Sir. . 
Waſ. Watch? *Sblood, you are a ſweet Watch ins» 
deed. A body would think, an you watch'd well a 
nights, you ſhould be contented to ſleep at this time 


a day. Get you to your Fleas and your Flock-beds, * 


you Rogues, your Kennels, and lye down cloſe. 


Bri, Down? yes, we will down, I warrant you, 
down with him in his Majeſty's Name, down, down 
with him, and carry him away to the Pidgeon+holes, 
Ove. I thank you honeſt Friends, in the bebalf o 
the Crown, and the Peace, and in Maſter Overdoo's + 
name, for ſuppreſſing Enormities  _ 
Whi. Stay, Briſtle, here iſh anoder braſh o' Drunk+ 


ards, but very quiet, ſpecial Drunkards, will pay de 


five Shillings very well. Take em to de, in de graiſh 


o' God: one of hem do's change Cloth for Ale in the 
Fair, here; te toder iſh a ſtrong Man, a mighty 
Man, my Lord Mayor's Man, and a Wraſtler, He 
has wraſhled ſo long with the Bottle here, that the 
— the Beard haſh almoſht ſtreek up hiſh 
„„ „ | 5 - 
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Bri, lid, the Cleik o' the Market has been to cry 

him all the Fair over here, for my Lord's ſervice. ' 

Mi. Tere he ith, pre de taik him henſh, and make 
ty beſt on him. How now Woman o' Shilk, vat 
ailſh ty ſhweer faiſh? art tou melancholy ? | 


Oe. A little diſtemper'd with theſe Enormities; 
ſhall 1 entreat a Courteſie of you, Captain? 


i. Intreat a hundred Velvet Voman, | vill do i it, 
ſhpeak pur. 
Ove. I cannot wh 8 ſpeak 1 it our, OED! a 


bi. I vill do it, and more, and more, for de; 
What Ur/la, and'c be Bitch, and't be Baud an't be! 


Us. How now Raskal? what roar you for, old 


Pimp? 
Abi. Here, put up de Clokes Urs; de purchaſe; 
pre de now, ſhweet Uh, help dis good brave Vo- 
man to a Jordan, and't be. 

Uſe J. Slid call your Captain Jordan to her, can you 
not? 


Whi. Nay, pre de leave dy conſheits, and bring | 


the Velvet Woman to de 
Dyrſ. I brin 
common Pot br every Punk i” your Purlews? 
MMbi. O good voordſh, Us, it iſh a gueſt: 0! Vel. 
vet, i“ fait la. 
% Let her ſell her Hood, and buy a Srunge, 
with a Pox to her, my Veſſel is employed Sir. [ 


have but one, and 'tis the bottom of an old Bottle. 


An honeſt Proctor and his Wife are at it within, if 8 


ſhe'll ſtay her time, ſo. 
u bi. As ſoon aſh tou canſht ſhweet U. fb. Of a vas 
liant Man I tink | am te paticnrſh Man i' the World, 
or in all Smithfield © 

Nuo. How now Whit? cloſe Vapours, ſtealing your 
leaps? covering in correis, ha? 


Whi. No fait, Captain, dough tou beeſht a viſhe 


Man, dy vit is a mile hence, now. I vas procuring 
a ſhmall c.urtefie for a Woman of faſhion here. - 
ve. 


ber! bang ber: heart, muſt! find a, 


Sword, when they come before my Husbanc. 


"I 
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Ove. Ves, Captain, thotigh Lam Juſtice of Peace's. 

Wife, 1 do love Men of War, and the Sons of the 


— 
. 


Nuo. Say'f{ thou ſo, Filly? thou ſhalt have a leap ; 


preſently, I'll horſe thee my ſelf, elſe. 


I/ Come, will you bring her in now ? and les 


her take her turn? 


bi. Gramerey, good Up, I tank de. | 
Over, Maſter Overdoo ſhall thank her. 


© = SODOND AF. oF 
John, Wing Uiſu, Knockbum, Whit, Overdoo, Alice: 


John. Good Ga'mere Urs, Win and I are exceed- 
ingly beholden to you, and to Captain Jordan, and 
Captain Mbit. Win, I'll be bold to leave you, i' this 
good Company, Win; for half an hour or fo, Vin; 
while I go, and ſee how my matter goes forward, 


F 


and if the Puppets be perfect; and then Ill come and 


fetch you, Win. „„ N 
, 9p Will you leave me alone with two Men, 
ahn! WD, „„ ; 
Fob. I, they are honeſt Gentlemen, Win, Captain 
Jordan and Captain Whit; they'll uſe you very civil - 
ly, Win. God b' w' you, Win. 5 
 Urſ, What's her Husband gone? „„ 
Kno. On his falſe gallop, Urs, away. 
Dr. An' you be right Bartbolomem - birds, now ſhew 


oy 


your ſelves ſo: we are undone for want of Fowl i the 


Fair, here. Here will be Zekiel Edgworth, and three 


or four Gallants with him at night, and I ha' neither 
Plover nor Quail for em: Perſwade this between 


you two, to become a Bird o' the Game, whilel work 
the Velvet Woman within, (as you call her. 
Kno. l conceive thee, Urs! go thy ways Doſt thou 


hear, Mbit? is't not pity, my delicate dark cheſtnut 


here, with the fine lean Head, large Forehead, round 
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Eyes, even Mouth, ſharp Ears, long Neck, thin Creſt, 
cloſe Withers, plain Back, deep Sides, ſhort Fillets, 


and ſull Flanks; with a round Belly, a plump Buttock, | 


large Thighs, knit Knees, ſtrait Legs, ſhort Paſterns, 
ſmooth Hoofs, and ſhort Heels, ſhould lead a dull ho- 
neſt Woman's life, that might live the life of a Lady? 
Whi. Yes by my fait and trot it is, Captain; de ho- 
neſnt Woman's life is a ſcutvy dull life indeed, la. 
Win. How, Sir? is an honeſt Woman's life a ſcur- 
vy life? | es YT. 
Whi. Yes fait, ſnweet heart, believe him, de leef of 
a Bond- woman! but if dou vilt hearken to me, I vill 


" / 


mnke tee a Free-woman, and a Lady; dou ſhalt live 
_ + like a Lady, as te Captain faiſh. 


Ano. I, and be honeſt too ſometimes; have her Wi- 
ers and her Tiers, her green Gowns and Velvet Pet- 
ticoats. - : . „„ ne” 

bi. I, and ride to Mars and Rumford i“ dy Coaſh, 
ſhee de Players, be in love vit em; ſup vit gallantſh, 


be drunk, and coſt de noting. 


Ano. Brave Vapours / | 2 
f bi. And lie by twenty on em, if dou pleaſh, ſhweet 
„„ ; 7 To 
Min. What; and be honeſt ſtill? that were fine ſport. 
Mpbi. Tiſh common, ſhweer heart, tou may'ſt do it 
by my Hand: it ſhall be juſtified to thy Husband's 
Faiſh, now: tou ſhalt be as honeſht as the Skin be- 

tween his Hornſh, la! „% 
Kno. Yes, and wear a Dreſſing, top and top-gallant, 

to compare with e'er a Husband on 'em all, for a 

Foretop : Ir is the Vapour of Spirit in the Wife to 


cuckold now-a-days, as it is the Vapour of faſhion in 


the Husband not to ſuſpect. Your prying Cat - eyed 

Citizen is an abominable VapoliTr. 
Win, Lord, what a Fool have I been! 

N bi. Mend then, and do every ting like a Lady heres 

aſter ; never know ty Husband from another Man, 


Am! 
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Aub. Nor any one Man from another, but i? the 
Fr 

Whi, I, and then it iſh no eim gra to know any 
Man. . 

Urſ. Help, help here. | 2 25 

Nuo. How now ? what Vapour's Were | 

Trſ. O, you are a ſweet Ranger! and look well to 
your Walks, Yonder is your Punk of Turnbull, ram- 
ping Alice, has faln upon the poor Gentle woman with- 
in, and pull d her Hood over her Ears, and her Hair 
a, „„ 
Alice enters, beating the Juſtice" 5 Wife. 
| Ove. Help, help, i' the King's Name. | 

Ali. A miſchie on you, they are ſuch as you are 
that undo us, and take our Trade from oy with. your 
Tuft-taffata Haunches. | 

Ano. How now, Alice! e 

Ali. The poor common Whores can FAD no T vaſe 
fick for the privy rich ones; your Caps and Hoods of 
Velvet call 1 our Caftomers, and lick the 25 
from us. 

Urſ. Peace, you foul ramping Jade you 


a” Od's foot, you Baud in greace, are you talk 
in 


Nw, Why, Alice; 1 ſay. e 
Ali. Thou Sow o' Smi-bfield, thou. 

Urſ, Thou Tripe of Turnbull. 

Kno. Cat-a mountain Vapours, hal | N 

Urſ. You know where you were taw'd lately, both 
laſh'd and flaſh'd you were in Bridawell. 

Ali. j, by the ſame token you rid that week, and 
broke out the bottom o' the Cart, Night- tub. 


Ano, Why, Lion face! ha! do you know who ER 


I am? ſhall I tear Ruff, lit Waſtcoat, make Rage of 

Petticoat ? ha! go to, vaniſh for fear of Vapours. 

Whit, a kick, Whit, in the parting Vapour. Come, 

brave Woman, take a good Heart, thou ſbalt be a 

Lady too. | 
| G ; 1 _ Wh. 
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hi. Yes fair, dey ſhall all both be Ladies, and 
write Madam, I vill. do't my ſelf for dem. Do is the 
vord, and D is the middle Letter of Maddam,-D D, 
put em together, and make Deeds, withour which all 
words are alike, la. | 
Nuo. Tis true, Ur/la, take em in, open thy War- 

drobe, and fit em to their calling. Green Gowns, 
Crimſon Petticoats, Green Women | my Lord Mays» 
.or's Green Women! Gueſts o' the Game, true bred. 
I' provide you a Coach to take the Air in. 
Win. But do you think you can get one? | 
Kno. O, they are as common as Wheelbarrows 

where there are great Dunghils. Every Pertifogger's 5 

Wiſe has em; for firſt he buys a Coach that he may 
mary; and then he marries that he may be made Cuc- 
kold in't: For if their Wives ride not to their Cuc- 
kolding, they do em no credit. Hide and be hidden, 
1 ride and be ridden, fays the Vapour of ee 


SCENE VI. 


8 No ian. Knockhum, Whit, — ple, 
 Iriftle, Waſpe, Haggiſe, Juſtice, Buſy, Pure: craft, 


E By what Warrant do's i it ay fo? 

Aus. Ha! mad Child o' the Se art chou 
| iq ug fill us a freſh Kan, Urs, we may drink Toge- 
ther. 
Tro. I may not drink without a Warrant, Caprain, 
Kno. Slood, 'thou'll not ſtale without a Warrant 


ſhortly. Mbit, give me Pen, Ink and e Ii draw 
him a Warrant preſently, 


Tro, It muſt be Juſtice Overdoo's 1 

Ano. ] know, Man; fetch the Drink, Whit. >; 
Mpbi. | pre dee now, be very brief, Captain; for de 
new Ladies {tay for dee. 


Garde O, as biief as can be, here 'tis already, Allan 
doo. | 
Tyo. 
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Tr0; Why now I'll pledge you, Captain. 


Ano. Drink it off, Vil come to thee anon again. 
Qua. Well, Sir, you are now diſcharg'dz beware 

of being ſpy'd hereafrer. {Quarlous o the Cut. pus ſe, 
Ede, Sir, will it pleaſe you, enter in here at Lyſla s, 

and take part of a Silken Gown, a. Velvet Petticoat, 


or a wrought Smock; I am promis d ſuch, and l can 
ſpare any Gentleman a moiety „ 


Qua. Keep it for your Companions in beaftlineſs, 


I am none of em, Sir. If I had not already forgiven 
you a greater treſpaſs, or thought you yet worth my 


beating, I would inſtruct your manners, to whom you 
made your offers, But go your ways, talk not to me, 
the Hangman is only fit to diſcourſe. with you; the 
hand of Beacle is too merciful a puniſhment for your 


Trade of life. I am ſorry I employ'd this Fellow, 


for he thinks me ſuch 3 Faſeinus quos inquinat, aquat. 


But it was for ſport; and would | make it ſerious, the 
getting of this Licenſe is nothing to me, without o- 
ther circumſtances concur, I do think how imperti- 
nently I labour, if the word be not mine that the 


ragged: Fellow mark'd; and what advantage I have 
given Ned Win-wife in this time now of working her, 

though it be mine. He'll go near to form to her 
what a debauch'd Raskal I am, and fright her out of 


all good conceit of me: I ſhould do ſo by him, | am 


ure, if I had the opportunity. But my hope is in her 
temper yet; and it muſt needs be next to deſpair, that 
is grounded on any part of a Woman's diſcretion, I 
would give, by my troth now, all I could ſpare (to 

my Cloaths and my Sword) to meet my tatter'd Sootb- 


ſayer again, who was my judge i' the queſtion, to 


know certainly whoſe word he has damn d or ſav'd; 
for till then I live but under a Reprieve, I muſt ſeck 


him, Who be theſe? [ Euter Waſp with the Officers. 


_ Waſ. Sir, you are a welſh Cuckold, and a prating 


Runt, and no Conſtable, 
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Bri, You fay very well. Come put in his Leg in 


. the middle > Rink of and let him hole there. 


Waſ. You ſtink o Lecks, Waben, and Cheeſe, 


you Rogue. he 


Bri. Why, what is that to you,- if you fi ſweetly 
in the Stocks in the mean time? If you have a mind 


to ftink too, your Breeches fit cloſe enough to your 


Bum Sit you merry, Sir. 

NE: How now, Numps? 
Waſ. It is no matter how; pray you Jook off. | 
Quas. Nay, I'll not offend you, Numps z Pe 


you had ſat there to be ſeen. 


Waſ. And to be fold, did you not? x pray you mind 


your buſineſs, an' you have any. 


Qua. Cry you "mercy, Numpe 3. do 8 your Leg lie 


high enough ? 


Bri. How now, Neighbour Haggiſe, what ſays Ju- 


ſtice Overdoo's Worſhip to the other offenders? 


Hag. Why he ſays juſt nothing, what ſhould he 


ſay, or where ſhould he ſay? He 1s not to be found, 


Man; he ha' not been ſeen i' the Fair here all this 2 
live-long day, never ſince ſeven a Clock i' the Mor- 


ning. His Clerks know not what to think on't. There 
is no Court of Pie poulders yet. Here they be return d. 


Bri, What ſhall be done rw 'em then, in your 


diſcretion ? 


Hag. | think we were beſt put em in the Stocks i in 


diſcretion (there they will be ſafe in diſcretion) for 
the valour of an hour, or wet a thing, till his Wor» 
ſhip come, 


vu. It is but a hole matter if we do, Neighbour 
Haggiſe; come, Sir, here 1 is company for you; e 
up the Stocks. 
LA. bey open the Stocks, Waſp puts bis Shove on 
his Hand, and ſlips it in for bis Leg. | . 
Waſ. . I ſhall puta trick upon your welih diligence 


perhaps. | 


. Put in your Legs Sir. 


. 


Bartholomew Fair. | 105 


- Oua, What, Rabby Buſy! is he come? 

2 Ik, bey bring Buſy, and put 
Buſ. I do obey thee, the Lion may roar, but he 

cannot bite. I am glad to be thus ſeparated from the 

Heathen of the Land, and put a Part in the Stocks 

for the-bloly,.Gauſe, © oe TS ES ED 
Waſ. What are you, Sir? . 


Buſ. One that rejoyceth in his Affliction, and ſits | 
teth here to propheſie the Deſtruction of Fairs and 


May-games, Wakes, and Whitſon- Ales, and doth figh 
and groan for the Reformation of theſe Abuſes. 


aſ.. And do you figh and groan too, or rejoyce ; 


in your AﬀfiQion? 


"Fuſe J do not feel 


tries, theſe Contumelies. In te manca ruit fortuna, as 
thy Friend Horace ſays; thou art one, Duem neque 


fuaupeiies, neque mors, neque vincula torrent. And theres 


fore as another Friend ot thine ſays, (1 think it be 

thy Friend Perſius) Non te que/verts extra. 5 
Qua. What's here! a Stoick f the Stocks? The 
Fool is turn'd Philoſopher. i CP +. 

Buſ. Friend, I will leave to communicate my Spi- 


rit with you, if 1 hear any more of thoſe ſuperſtitious 
Relicks, thoſe Lifts of Latin, the very Rags of Roms, | 


and Patches of Popery. 


Waſ. Nay, an you begin to quarrel, Gentlemen, 


Tl leave you. I ha? paid for quarrelling too lately: 
Look you, a Device,-but ſhifting in a Hand for a Foot. 

God b Y. He gets out. 
Buſ. Wilt thou then leave thy Brethren in Tribus 
lation dns 44 ifs, TG 35 
Maſ. For this once, Sir. 


Bu. Thou art a halting Neutral 4 ſtay him there, 


ſtop him, that will not endure the Heat of Perſc- 
cution. „ . | 35 eh, ; 
Bri. How now, what's the matter? 


Buſ. He is fled, he is fled, and dates not fic it co | 


bim In. 


it, I do not think of it, it is a 
thing without me: Adam, thou art above theſe Bat- 
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Bri. What, has he made an Eſcape, which way? 
Follow, Neighbour Haggiſe. 

Pur. O me! in the Stocks ? Have the Wicked 
prevail'd? 
Bu. Peace, religious Siſter, it is my Calling, com- 
fort your ſelf; an extraordinary Calling, and one for 
my better ſtanding, my ſurer ſtanding, hereafter. 
| Tro. By whoſe Warrant, by whoſe Warrant, this? 

[The Mad-man enters, 

Hoe ft O, here my Man dropt in I look'd for. 
Pur. 0 ood Sir, they have ſet the Faithful here 
to be wonder'd at; and |provided Holes for the Holy 
of the Land. 3 N 
Tro. Had they Warrant for ir: ſhew'd they Juſtice 
 Overdov's Hand? If they had no Warrant, they ſhall 


anſwer it. 


Bri. Sure you did not lock the Stocks ſufbczently, 
Neighbour Toby! 
2g. No! fee if you 'can lock em better. 

Bri. They are very ſufficiently lock'd, and truly; 
yer ſomething is in the matter.. 

Tro. True, your Warrant is the watter that i is in 
Queſtion; by what Warrant? 

Bri. Mad-man, hold your Peace, 1 will put you in 
his Room elle, in the very ſame Hole, do you ſee? 

Qua. How ! is he a Mad- man 
Tro. Shew me Juſtice Overdoo's Warrant, Lobey you. 
Hag. You are a mad Fool, hold your. Tongue. 
Tro. In Fuſtice Overdoo 8 N. ame, 1 drink to you, and 
here's my Warrant. [sbeme bis Can. 


Fuſt. Alas, poor Wretch! how i it earns my Heart 
for him! 

Qua. If he be mad, it is in vain to weſtion him. 
Flt try. though. Friend, there was a Gentlewoman 
thew'd you two Names ſome Hours fince, Argalus 
and Palemon, ro muk iti a Book, which of em was 
ir you mark'd? 
| Tro. 
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770. 1 mark no Name, but Adam Overdoo, that is 
the Name of Names, he only is the ſufficient Magi» 
ſtrate; and that Name I reverence, ſhew it me. - 
Qua. This Fellow's 1293 indeed: Lam further off 
now than afore 7 

| I ſhall not breath in Peace till 1 have made a 
him bee Amends. | 
Qua. Well, 1 will nas another Uſe of him, is 
come in my Head: I have a Neſt of Beards in my 
Trunk, one ſomething like his. 

Bri, This mad Fool has made me that 1 know not 
whether 1 have lock'd the Stocks or no; 1 think 1 
Jlock'd em. _ Watch-men come back again. The 

Mad. man fa bes with em, and they 
lieus open the Stocks. | | 

To Take Adam Overdoo i in your Mind, and ſcar 
no ng. 

] Bri.” *Slid, Madneſs it ſelf, hold thy Peace, and 
take that. 

7 oy Strikeſt thou without a Warrant? Take thou 
that. 

Buf. We are delivered by Miracle; Fellow in Fer- 


ters, ler us not refuſe the means; this Madneſs was of 


— 275 The Malice of the Enemy hath mock d 
i | 


Pur. Mad do they call dim! the World is mad in 
Error, but he is mad in Truth: I love him oꝰ the ſud- 
den (the cunning Man ſaid all true) and ſhall love 
| him more and more. How well it becomes a Man to 
be mad in Truth! O, that I might be his Yoke-fel- 
low, and be mad with him, what a many ſhould we 
draw to Madneſs in Truth with us! 
Bieri. How now! all ſcap'd? where's the Women 2:1 it 
is Witchcraft! Her Velvet Hat is a Witch, o' my Con- 
| ſcience, or my Key tone. The Mad-man was a De- 
vil, and I am an Aſs; ſo bleſs me, my Place, and 
mine — 1928 Watch miſſing _ are affrighred. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
4 L.,aantborn, Filcher, Sharkwel. 


Lan. XVI Ell, Luck and Saint Bartholomew ; out 
3 with the Sign of our Invention, in the 
Name of Wit, and do you beat the Drum the while; 
all the Fowl i' the Fair, I mean all the Dirt in Smith. 
Feld, (that's one of Maſter Little · wits Carwhizchet's now) 
will be thrown at our Banner to day, if the matter 
do's not pleaſe the People. O the Motions that I 
Lani born Leatherhead have given Light to, i my 
Time, ſince my Maſter * Pod died! Jeruſalem was 
a ſtately Thing, and ſo was Ninive, and the City of 
N Norwich, and Sodom and Gomorrah z with the riſin 
o' the Prentices, and pulling down the Bawdy-houſes 
there upon Shrove-Tueſday; but the Gun- pomder- Plot, 
there was a Get - penny] I have preſented that to an 
| Eighteen or Twenty Pence Audience, Nine times in 
au Afternoon. Your home-born Projects prove ever 
the beſt, they are ſo eaſie and familiar; they put top 
much Learning i' their things now o days: And that 
I fear will be the Spoil o' this. Little. wit? I ſay, 
Mickle-wit ! if not too mickle! Look to your Ga- 
thering there, Goodman Fileher. be 
Fil. I warrant you, Sir. „„ 
Lan. An there come any Gentlefolks, take T wo- 
"pence pie, pßͤ¹li¹l 88 
Sba. I warrant you, Sir, Three - pence an' we can. 


Fold was a Maſter of Motions before lim. 
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 Yuſtice, Min- wife, Grace, Quarlous, Pure craft. 
: * . . | 9 ; of 5 | | 
The Juſtice comes in like a Porter, 


Juſt. This latter Diſguiſe, I have borrow'd of 4 
Porter, ſhall carry me out to all my great and good 
Ends; which however interrupted, were never de- 
ſtroyed in me: Neither is the Hour of my Severity yet 
come to reveal my ſelf, wherein, Cloud-like, 1 will 
break out in Rain and Hail, Lightning and Thunder, 
upon the Head of Enormity. Two main Works I 
have to proſecure: Firſt, one is to invent ſome Satiſ- 
faction for the poor kind Wretch, who is out of 
his Wits for my fake, and yonder I ſee him coming, 
Iwill walk aſide, and project for it. 
Min. Iwonder where Tom Quarlous is, that he re- 
turns not, it may be he is ſtruck in here to ſeek us. 
Gra. See, here's our Mad- man again. To 

Qua. I have made my elf as like him, as h 
and Cap will give me Leave. 7 15 

QJQauarlous in the Habit of the Mad · man 

| Is miſtaken by Mrs. Pure - craſt. 

Pur. Sir, I love you, and would be glad to be mad 
with vou in trür ß e 

Win- w. Howl my Widow in Love with a Mad- man? 

Pur. Verily, I can be as mad in Spirit as you. 
Qua. By whole Warrant? leave your Canting, Gen= 
| Hewoman, have I found you? (fave ye, quit ye, and 
multiply ye) where's your Book? 'twas a ſufficient ' 
Name [ mark'd, let me ſee't, be not afraid to ſhew'r: . 
me. [He defires to ſee the Book of Miſtreſs Grace. 

Gra. What would you with it, Sir? _ 

Qua. Mark it again and again at your Service. 

Gra. Here it is, Sir, this was it you mark'd. - 
Quan. Palemon? Fare you well, fare you * ; 

„„ | = in-w, 


is Gown 


* 
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Ma- w. How, Palemon! © 1 
Gra, Yes faith, he has diſcover'd it to you now; 
and therefore twere vain to diſguiſe it longer, I am 
yours, Sir, by the Benefit of your Fortune. 


Win-w. And you have him, Miſtreſs, believe it, 


that ſhall never give you Cauſe to repent her Be- 
neſit, but make you rather to think, that in this 
Choice ſhe had both her Eye. 
Gra. I deſire to put it to no Danger of Proteſtas 


Sus, Palemon the Word, and Win-wife the Man? 
Pur. Good Sir, vouchſafe a Yoke-fellow in your 


” Madneſs, ſhun not one of the ſanctiſied Siſters, that 


would draw with you in-truch. 
Qua. Away, you are a Herd of byp 
Ignorants, rather wild than mad; Fit 
and the Society of Beaſts, than Houſes, and the Con- 
ge ation of Men. Vou are the Second Part of the 
jety of Canters, Out- laws to Order and Diſciplius, 


and the only privileg'd Church-Robbers of Chriſtendom. 


_ = alone, Palemon the Word, and Win. wife the 
Pur, I muſt uncover my ſelf unto him, or 1 ſhall 


never enjoy him, for all the Cunnivg Mens Promiſes, 


Good Sir, hear me; I am worth Six Thouſand Pound, 


my Love to you is become my Rack, 1'1! tell you all 


and the Truth, fince you hate the Hypocriſie of the 
3 Brotherhood. Theſe Seven Years I 
have been a wilful holy Widow, only to draw Feaſts 

and Gifts: from my intangled Suitors: I am alſo by 
Office an aſſiſting Siſter of the Deacons, and a De- 
vourer, inſtead of a Diſtributer of the Alms. I am a 


ſpecial Maker of Marriages for our decayed Brerbren, 


with our rich Mami, fora third part of their Wealth, 


when they are married, for the Relief of the poor 
Ele: As alſo eur poor handſome young Virgins, with 


our wealthy Batchelors, or Widowers; to make them 
ſteal from their Husbands, when I have confirmed 


them 


Vf. Gn £20 
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them in the Faith, and got all put into their Cuſto- 
dies. And if I ha' not my Bargain, they may ſooner 


turn a ſcolding Drab into a ſilent Miniſter, than make 
me leave pronouncing Repreberion and Damnation 


unto them. Our Elder, Zeal. oftbe- land, would have 


| had me, but I know him to be the Capital Knaveof 


the Land, making himſelf rich, by being made a 
Feoffee in truſt to deceaſed Brethren, andeoz'ning their 


Heirs, by ſwearing the abſolute Gift of theiwInheri- 
rance. And thus 1 eas d my Conſcience, and 
utter d my Heart with the Tongue of my Love: En- 


joy all my Deceits together, I beſeech you. I ſhould 


not have revealed this to you, but that in time Ichink 
you are mad, and | hope you'll think me ſo too, Sir? 
Quar. Stand afide, I'll anſwer you preſently. [He 


conſiders with bimſelf of it.] Why ſhould not I mar- 


ry this Six Thouſand Pound, now I think on't? and 
a good Trade too that ſhe has beſide, ha? Thet'other 


Wench Win-wife is ſure of; there's no Expectation 
for me there! Here I may make my ſelf: fome Saver, 


yet, if ſhe continue mad, there's the Queſtion, It is 
Money that I want, why ſhould not I marry the Mo- 


ney when *tis offer'd me? I have a Licence and all, it 
is but razing out one Name, and putting in another. 
There's no playing with a Man's Fortune! I am re- 
ſolv'dz I were truly mad an' I would not! Well, come 


your ways, follow me, an' you will be mad, l'ſi neu 


you a Warrant! | He takes her along with him. 
Pur. Moſt zealouſly, it is that I zealoufly deſire. 


Juſe Sir, let me ſpeak with you. {The Juſtice calle 
Quar, By whoſe Warrant? [in. 
Fuſ. The Warrant that you tender, and reſpe& ſo; 


Juſtice Overdoo's! I am the Man, Friend: Trouble-all, 


tho' thus/ diſguis'd (as the careful Magiſtrate ought). 


for the good of the Republick in the Fair, and the 
weeding out of Enormity. Do you want a Houſe, 


or Meat, or Drink, or Clothes? Speak whatſoever it 


2 


is, it ſhall be ſupplied you; what want you? 
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. Nothing but your Wm 
2 My Warrant? for what? | 
2. To be gone, Sir. | 
8 Nay, I pray thee ſtay, I am \ ſerious, and have 
not many words, nor much time to exchange with 
thee. Think what may do thee good. 
Qua. Your Hand and Seal will do me a great Jeal | 
of good; nothing elle in the whole Fair that j 
knows 
Juſ. If it were to any cnd, thou mould ſt hare it 
. willingly, : 
Qua. Why, it will ſatisfic me, that's end enough] 
to look on; an you will not gi' it me, let me go. 
Juſ. Alas! thou ſhalt ha? it preſently ; 3 PU but ſtep 
into the Scriveners here by, and hong it. Do not go 
away.  - [The Juſtice goes our, 
One. Why, this mad Man's ſhape will prove a ve- 
ry fortunate one, I think! Can a rag gged Robe pro. 
Se theſe Effects? if this be the wiſe Juſtice, and 
he bring me his band, I ſhall go near to make ſome 
uſe on't, He is comealready! [ And returns, 
Fuſ. Look thee! here is my Hand and Scal, Adam 
Overdoo; if there be any thing to be written above 
in that Paper that thou want'ſt now, or at any time 
' hereafter, think on't, it is my Deed, | deliver it ſo; 
can your Friend write? 
«a, Her hand for a * emeſe, and all is well... | 
J. With all my heart. [He wgeth Mrs.Purecraft, 
ua, Why ſhould not I ha' the Conſcience to make 
this a Bond of a Thouſand: Pound now, or what — 
would elſe? 
Fuſ. Look you, there it 105 and [deliver i it as my 
Deed again. 
Qua. Let us now proceed i in Madneſs. 1 
[He takes her in with tim, 
Juſ. Well, my Conſcience is much eas d; I ha done 
n 8 though it doth him no good, yet Adam hath 
or d Satisfaction. The Sting is a from 9 | 
dor 


= 
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poor man, he is much alter'd with his Align, ie-- 
Ras brought him low! Now fot my. other work, re- 
ducing the young Man (I have follow'd fo long in 
Love) from the Brink of his Bane to the Center % 
Safety. Here, or in ſome ſuch. like vain place, 5 


| ſhall be ſure to find him. I will wait the good times © 


8 C E N E. II. 
Cole, Sharkwol, Juſtice; Filcher, vun, Lantern.” | 


Cok. How now? whar' 8 here to do, Friend? ary . 
thou the Maſter of the Monuments ? 


Sba. Tis a Motion, an't pleaſe your Worſhips.. 

Juſ. My fantaſtical Brother-in-Law, Maſter Bars 
ztbolomew Cokes ! | 

cok. A Motion, what's that ? [He reads the 117 


The ancient modern Hiſtory of Hero and Leander, 


otherwiſe called The Touchſtone of true Love, with 
as true a Trial of F riendihip | between Damon and 
Pythias, two faithful Friends o' the Bank fide? Pretty 


| 2 faith, what? 8 the n on '? Is L an Enterlude? ; 


or what ist? 
Fil. Ves, Sir, pleaſe you come near, we'll take 
your Money within. | 
cok. Back with theſe Children they do ſo follow 


me up and down. [The Boys o' the Fair uy bin: 


Joh. By your leave, Friend. 
Fil. You muſt pay, Sir, an' you go in. 
Job. Who, I? perceive thou know'ft not me; 


call the Maſter o' the Motion. 


Sha. What, do you not know the Aut bur, Fellow 
Fileber? You muſt take no Money of him; he mel 
come in gratis: Maſter. Little: it is a Voluntary; he 
is the Aurbor, | 

Job. Peace, ſpeak not too loud, 1 would not have 


any notice taken that [ am the Author, til we ſee how 
it paſſes. 


Vow-lV. _ 1 . ok; 


2 
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cn. Maſter Little. wit, how doſt thou? 


Fob. Maſter Cotes! you are exceeding well met: | 


Whar, in your Doublet and Hoſe, without a Cloak or 
a Hat? . * 

2 Cok, I would 1 might never ſtir, as I am an honeſt 
Man, and by that Fire I have loſt all i' the Fair, and 
all my Acquaintance too; didſt thou meet any body 
that I know, Maſter Litile wit? my Man Numps, or 
my Siſter Over-doo, or Miſtreſs Grace? Pray thee, 
Maſter Little. wit, lend me ſome Money to ſee the 


Enterlude here; Ill pay thee again, as l am a Gentle. 
man. If thow'lt but carry me home, I have Money 


enough there, _ ok 1 
Job. O, Sir, you ſhall command it; what, will a 
Crown ſerve you? : Fo 5 
Cok. 1 think it will; what do we pay for coming 
in, Fellows ? 8 
Fil. Two Pence, Sir. 


C. Two Pence? There's Twelve Pence, Friend: 
Nay, I am a Gallant, as ſimple as I look now; if you 


fee me with my Man about me, and my Artillery a- 
ain. „„ . ” 

6 Job. Your Man was i' the Stocks e&'en now, Sir. 

Colt. Who, Mumps ? „% a 5 

Job. Ves faith. | 0 „ 

Cok, For what i' faith? I am glad o' that; remem- 


ber to teil me on't anon; I have enough now! What 
manner of matter is this, Mr. Littlo-wit? What kind 


of Actors ha' you? Are they good Actors? 


Fob, Pretty Youths, Sir, all Children both old and 
young; here's the Maſter of em 
(Lan. Call me not Leatherhead, but Lantern.) 
[ Leatherhead whiſpers zo Little- wit. 
5 Job. Maſter Lantern, that gives light to the buſi- 
nels. _ 


Ok. In good time; Sir, I would fain ſee em, 1 


would . be glad drink with the young Company; 


Which is the Tiring-houſe? 
| Lan. 


4 


Bartholomew Fair. 115 


Lan. Troth, Sir, our Tiring-houſe is fomewhat 
little; we are but Beginners yer, pray pardon us; 
| you cannot go upright in't. % 
Colt. No, not now my Hat is off? what would you 
have done with me, if you had had me Fearher and 
all, as I was once to day? Ha? yon none of your pret- 
ty impudent Boys now, to bring Stools, fill Tobacco, 
ferch Ale, and beg Money, as they have at other 
Houſes? let me fee ſome o your Ators, © 
Joh. Shew him em, ſhew him em. Maſter Lan- 
tern, this is a Gentleman that is a Fayourer of the 
PC „ 
* Fuſe 1, the favouring of this licentious Quality is 
the Conſumption of many a young Gentleman; 3 
pernicious Enormity. | 5 5 
cb. What, do they live in Baskets? bo 8 
| He brings them out in 4à Basket:; 
Lan. They do lie in a Basket, Sir, they are o' the 
(mall Players, 3 3 3 
cl. Theſe be Players minors indeed. Do you call 
theſe Player:? „„ 1 „„ 
Lan. They are Actors, Sir, and as good as any, none 
diſprais'd, for dumb Shows: Indeed I am the mouth 
of em all. | To Oo ne 
CK. Thy mouth will hold 'em all. I think one 
Taylor would go near to beat all this Company, with 
_« Hand Fe den imm 
We, I, and eat em all too, an' they were in Cake - 
read. ; | | 


_ Ok, I thank you for that, Mafter Little-wit, A good 


+ 


Jeſt! which is your Burbage now? 


| Lan, What mean you by that, Sir? 

Ck, Your beft Actor, your Field? „„ © 
Job. Good i' faith! you are even with me, Sir? 
Lan. This is he, that acts young Leander, Sir. He 
is extreamly belov'd of the Womenkind, they do 
ſo affect his Action, the green Gameſters, that come 
here, and this is lovely Hero; this with the beard, 
: 5 H 2 | Damon ; 
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Damon; and this pretty Pythias: this is the Ghoſt of 
King Dionyſius in the Habit of a Scrivener; as you ſhalt 
ſce anon at large. | : „„ 
Co. Well, they are a Civil Company, I like em 
ſor that; they offer not to fleer, nor jeer, nor break 
Jeſts, as the great Players do: And then, there goes 
not ſo much charge to the feaſting of em, or makin 
em drunk, as to the other, by reaſon of their Little- 
neſs. Do they uſe to play perfect? Are they never 
— or =o 6s ; 
Lan. No, Sir, I thank my Induſtry and Policy for 
it; they are as well govern'd a Company, though | 
ſay it—— And here is young Leander, is as proper 
an Adler, of his Inches, and ſhakes his Head like an 
Hoftler: | J ate. 
Cok. But do you play it according to the printed 
Book ? I have read that. > | 
nee Shs; 7 
 Cok, No? how then? ET EY 
Lan. A better way, Sir, that is too learned and po- 
etical for our Audience: What, do they know what 
e is? guilty of true Love's Blood? or what 
Abidos is? or the other Seſtos height? 
Co. TY art i“ the right, I do not know my ſelf. 
Lan. No, I have entreated Maſter Little. wit to take 
a little pains to reduce it to a more familiar train for 
J..... et i args Lint” 
Co. How, I pray thee, good Maſter Little-wit? 
Job. It pleaſes him to make a matter of it, Sir: 
Bur there is no ſuch matter, I aſſure you: I have only 
made it a little caſte, and modern for the Times, Sir, 
that's all. As forthe Helleſpont, I imagine our Thames 
here; and then Leander l make a Dyer's Son about 
Puddle-Wharf;, and Hero a Wench o' the Bank-/ide, 
who gong over one Morning to Old- Fi ſuſtreet, Le- 
ander ſpies her land at Trigs-Stairs, and falls in Love 
with h'r. Now do l introduce Cupid, having meta- 
#107phos'd himſelf into a Drawer, and he ſtrikes Hero 
8 in 
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in love with a Pint of Sherry, and other pretty Paſ- 
ſages there are o* the Friendſhip, that will delight 
you, Sir, and pleaſe you of Judgment 
Col. Vl be ſworn they ſhall: Lam in Love with 
the Actors already, and I'll be allied to them preſent- 
ly. (They reſpect Gentlemen, theſe Fellows :) Here 
ſhall be my Fairing: But which of my Fairings? (Le 
me ſee) i' faith, my Fiddle! and Leander my Fiddle- 
ötiek: Then Damon my Drum; and Pythias my Pipe, 
ay 928 Ghoſt of Diomſius my Hobby- borſe. All 
fitted. e | 


To them Win- wife „Graco, Knockhum, Whitt, Edgworth, 
Min, Miſtreſs Overdio. And to them Waſpe, _ 


Win- w. Look yonder's your Cokes gotten in among 
his Play-fellows; I thought we could not miſs him 
at ſuch a Spectacle, | 


Ora. Let him alone, he is fo buſic he will never 
py-08-* 5 

Lan. Nay, good Sir. 5 
C. I warrant thee 1 will not hurt her, Fellow ; what 

doſt think me uncivil ? I pray thee be not jealous; 1 
am toward a Wife, [Cokes 7s bandling the Puppets. 

Joh. Well, good Maſter Lantern, make ready to 
begin, that I may fetch my Wife, and look you be 
perfect, you undo me elle i' my Reputation. Tb 
Lan. | warrant you, Sir, do not you breed too 
great an Expectation of it among your Friends; that's 
the only Hurter of theſe things. — 
Job. No, no, no. Ro 


* 


Chf. I'll ſtay here and ſee; pray thee let me ſee: 
Min-w. How diligent and troubleſome he is! 
Gra. The Place becomes him, methinks. 


. Ju 
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Fut. My Ward, Miſtreſs Grace, in the Company ot 
a Stringer? I doubt I ſhall be compell'd to diſcover 
my ſelf before my Tine. VVV 

Fil. Two-pence apiece, Gentlemen, an excellent 
Motion, | - | [The Door- keepers ſpeak. 

f . Shall we haye fine Fire- works, and good Va- 
Ours a 553 | 
P Sha. Yes, Captain, and Water-works too. ö 

Whi. I pree dee take a Care o' dy ſhmall Lady 
there, Edgworth: I will look to diſh tall Lady my (elf. 
- Lan. Welcome Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen, 

Whi. Predee Maſhter o' de Monſorerſh, help a very 
fick Lady here to a Chair to ſhit in. | 

Lan, Preſently, Sir. V 7 — 

bi. Good fait now, Ur/ia's Ale and Aqua- vita iſh 
to blame for'r ; Shit down, Shweetr=heart, ſhir down 
and ſleepalittle. [They bring Miſtreſs Overdoo a Chair, 

Edg. Madam̃, you are very welcome hither. ' 

Kno. Yes, and you ſhall ſee very good Vapours. 
Jiuſt. Here is my Care come! I like to ſee him in 
ſo good Company; and yet I wonder that Perſons of 
ſuch Faſhion ſhould reſort hither! | By Edgworth. 

dg. There is a very private Houſe, Madam. 

[Ihe Cut-purſe courts Miſtreſs Little- wit. 

Lan. Will it pleaſe your Ladyſhip fir, Madam? 

Min. Yes, Goodman. They do ſo all to be Madam 
me, I think they think me a very Lady! 
Ede. What elſe, Madam? 

Win. Muſt 1 put off my Mask to him? 

Eg. O, by no means. 

Win. How ſhould my Husband know me then? 
Kno. Husband? an idle Vapour, he muſt not know 
you, nor you him; there's the true Vapour, 

Jiuſt. Yea, 1 will obſerve more of this: Is this a 
Friend 1 5 . 8 
FYhi. l, and dat is anoder Lach, Shweer-heart ; if 
dou haſht a mind to 'em, give me Twelve - pence from 
tee, and dou ſhalt have eder -oder on em. 700 
„ ” „ The 
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uſt, 1? This will proye my chiefeſt Enormity: * 
will follow this. 

Edę Is not this a finer Life, Lach, than to be doggd 
wink a Husband ? 

Win, Yes, a great deal. When will they begin, | 
_ trow? in the Name o the Motion? 

Ede. By and by, Aalen; they ſtay but for Com- 

ny. 

2. Do you hear, Pupper-Maſter, theſe are tedious 
Vapours; when begin you? 

Lan, We ſtay but for Maſter Little wit, the Au- 
thor, who is gone for his Wife; and we begin "re: 
: ſent] . 

Win. Thats 1, thats II. 38 
Edg. That was you, Lady; but now you! are no 
ſuch poor thing. 

Nuo. Hang the Author's Wife, a running Va- 


pour! here Ladies will ſtay for ne er a Delia 
o em all. 


Mhi. But beg me now, here iſh one o de Ladiſh ts | 


dne ſtay till ſhee but vake, Man. 
ml. How now, Friends? what's here to do? | 
Two-pence apiece, Sir, the beſt Arion in the 
Fair, \ [The Door-keepers agains 
Maſ. U believe you lie; if you do, | VI have my me | 
ney again, and beat you. 
= in, Numps is come! 
Waſ. Did you ſee a Maſter of mine come in here, 
a tall young Squire of Harrow o the Hill, Maſter Bare 
tholomew Cokes 
Fil. I think there be ſuch a one within, | 
Waſ. Look he be, you were beſt : But it is very lixke- 
ly: I wonder I found him not at all the reſt. I ha" 
been at the Eagle, and the Black Wolf, and the Bull 
with the Five Legs and Two Pizzles: (He was a 
Calf at Uxbridge- Fair Two Years agone:) And a 
the Dogs that dance the Morrice, and the Hair o the, - 
Taber; and miſt him at all theſe! Sure this muſt 


— * 
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needs be ſome fine Sight that holds him ſo, if it 
ou him.) 

Cok. Come, come, are you ready now? 

Lan. Preſently, Sir. 12 

Maſ. Hoyday, he's at Work in bn Doublet and 
Hoſe; Do you hear, Sir? Are you imploy d, that 

vou are bare- headed and ſo bufie ? _ 
cht. Hold your Peace, Numps; you ha' been i the 
Stocks, 1 hear. 

Waſ. Do's he know that? Nay, then the Date of 'my 
Authority is out; I muſt think no longer to reign, my 
Government is at an End. He that will correct ano- | 
ther muſt want Fault in himſelf, 1 

Min- w. Sententious Numps ! I never heard ſo much 
from him before. | 

Lan. Sure Maſter Littlo-wit will not come; pleaſe 
[you take your Place, Sir; we'll begin, 

Ck. I pray thee do, mine Ears long to be at it, and 
my Eyes tod. O Numps, i the Stocks, Numps? 
Where's your Sword, Mumps“ 

Waſ. 1 pray you intend your Game, Sir, let me 
alone. 

Gok, Well then, we are quit for. all, Come, ſit 
down, Numps; I'll interpret to thee: Did you ſee 
Miſtreſs Grace? It's no matter neither, now I think 
on't, tell me anon. | 

Win-w, A great deal of Love and Care he- ex- 
Preſſes. | | 

Gra. Alas! would you have him to expreſs more 
than he has? that were T yranny, | 

Ck. Peace, ho; now, now. 


Lan. Gentiles, that no longer Jour Expcttations maj wau- 
„ 
Behold our chief Adlor, amorous Leander. 
With a great deal of Cloth, lapp'd about him like a Scarf, 
For be yet ſer ves his Tale a Dycr at Puddle- Wharf; 


2 gh 
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Which place well make. bold it h, to call it our Abidus, 
As the Bank- ſide is our Seſtos; and let it nos be deny 4 un. 
NM as he is beating, to make the Dye take the fuller, 
IMho chances to come by, but Fair Hero in a Sculler; 
And ſeeing Leander naked Leg and goodly Calf, 
Caſt at him from the Boat a Sheep Eye _ an . | 
| Now ſhe is landed, and the Sculler come backs 
By and 75 jou ſhall ſee has Leander doth lack, 
Pup. L. Cole, Cole, old Col. 
Lan. That is the Sculler s Name, without controml. 
Pup. L. Cole, Cole, I/, Cole. | 
Lan. We do hear you. - | 
Pup. L. Ola Cole. 9 5 Wy 
Lan Old Cole? Is the Dyer turn'd. Collier, how ds 
Jou ſel © 
Pp hn Pox o Jour manners ki iſs 1 bole 6 and 
mell 
Lan. Xi your hole and Fall! ? there's manners indeed; 
Pup. L. Why, Cole, I ay, Ne. | 
Lan. Iii the Sculler you need, 
Pup. L. 4, and be hang d. | 
Lan. Be hang d; look you . TS 
Ola Cole, you muſt Lo hang with Maſter Leander. | 
Pp. C. Where is he? 
Pup. L. Here, Cole: What Faireſt of Fairs, 
Was that Fare that thou landedſt but now at Trigs-Stairs? 
Cok. What was that fellow: ? Pray thee tell My I 
ſcarce underſtand em. | 
Lan, Leander do's ask, Sir, what Faireſt of Fairs, 
Was the Fare he landed but now at TX GUS | „ 
up. C. 7 is lovely Hero, 
Po L. Nero? 
Pup. C. No, Hero. 8 „ 
Lan. 27 #210 + 
Of the Bank- ſide, he ſaith, ta tell you a kn ere 
ring, 
J come oyer into Fiſh · Street 10 eat ſame Freſh Herring. 


k 


Leander 
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Leander /ays no more, but as faſt as he can, © 
Gets on all his beſt Clothes, and will after to the Swan, 
Cok. Moft admirable good, wc wor? © 

Lan. Stay, Scnuller, 

Pup. C. What ſay you? © 

Lan. Tow muſs far for Lander; 
And carry him to 2 Wench. © 

Pup. C. You Rogue, I am no Pandar. 

Col. He ſays he is no Pandar.” Tis a fine Language 
{1 underſtand it now. 


Lan, Are jon no Pandar, Goodman Cole ? Here's ug 
Man ſays you are: 


Juni grow a hot Cole, it ſtems, pray you hay for jour Fry 


Pup. C. Mill he come away ? 

Lan. What do you ſay? 

Pup. C. 1d be him come aways 

Lan. 8 5 Jou ha Leander come away 1 why; pray 
Sir, ſtay. 

Vu are angry, Geodman Cole; ; I believe the Fair Maid 
Came over with you #' truſt : tell us, Sculler, are you Ry 
Pup. C. Tes, Goodman Hogrubber, o Pickt-hatch. 
Lan. How? Hogrubber „ Pickt-hatch. © 

Pup. C. J, Hogrubber o' Pickt-hatch. Take you 1 


Lan. O, . Head! 
Pup. C. Harm watch, harm catch. 
Cok, Harm watch, harm catch, he ſays: Very good 


A” 3 che Sculler bad like to ha knock'd you, Sits 
rah. 


Lan. Ves, but chat his Fare call'd bim away. 


Pup. L. Row apace, row Pacer row, 10W, rows row, 


row. 

Lan. Los are knaviſhly loaden, Sculler, take heed where 
you 20. 

Pup. C. Xuave i your Face, Goodman Rogue. 

Pup. L. Row, row, ren, TOW, YOW, row. 


Cok: He ſaid, Knave i' your Face, Friend. 


Tos Puppet ſtrikes him over "the Pate, 


Ten; 


_— ” 


| But that you have heard of a little God of 
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Tan. I, Sir, I heard him. But there's no talking te 
theſe Warer-men, they will ha' the laſt word, _ © 
Ck, God's my life! I am not allied to the Seuller 
yety he ſhall be Dauphin my Boy. But my Fiddle-ftick 
do's fiddle in and our too much: I pray thee ſpeak to 
him on't; tell him I would have him tarry in my 
ſight more. 1 T 
Lan. I pray you be content; you'll have enough on 
him, Sir. F . - 
. Now, Gentiles, I take it, here is none of 2 ſo ſtupid, 
ove call d Cu · 


pid; 6 8 
Who = of Kindneſi to Leander, hearing he but ſaw her, 
This preſent day and hour doth turn-himſelf to a Drawer. 
And becauſe he would have their firſt meeting to be merrys 
He ſtrikes Hero in love to him with a Pint of Sherry, 


| Which he tells her from amorous Leander is ſent her, 
Mo after him into the Room of Hero doth venture. 


. [ Pup. Leander yoes into Miſtreſs Hero's Room. 
Pup. Jo. A Pint of Sack, ſcore a Pint of Sack # the 
Conney. e ö 


cot. Sack? you ſaid but een now ĩt ſnould be Sherry. 


Pup. Jo. Why ſo it is; Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. | 


Cok. Sherry, Sherry, Sherry, By my Troth he makes 
me merry, I muſt have a Name for Cxpid too. Let 
me ſee, thou might'ſt help me now, an thou would- 
eſt, Numpt, at a dead lift; but thou art dreaming o 
the Stocks ſtill. Do not think on't, I have forgot it; 
'tis but a Nine Day's Wonder, Man; let it not trou- 


ble the. 
Maſ. I would the Stocks were about your Neck, 
Sir; condition I hung by the Heels in them till the 


Wonder were off from you, with all my heart. 
Cok, Well ſaid, reſolute Namps: Bur hark you, 
Friend, where is the friendſhip all vhis while between 
my Drum Damon, and my Pipe Pythias ? | 
Lan. You ſhall ſee by and by; Sit. 


; F , 0 
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Cob. You think my Hobby-horſe is forgotten too; 
no, I'll ſce em all cna& before 1 go; Iſhall not know 
which to love beſt elſe, _ 
Kuno, This Gallant has incerrupting Vapours, trou · 
bleſome Vapours; Whit, puff with him. 

Whit. No, I pre dee, Captain, let him alone; hei is 
a Child i' faith, la. 


Lan. Now Gentiles, to the Friends, . iu Number arg 
Twog 
| And lody'd i in that Ale-houſe in which Fair Hero do's de] 
Damon (for ſome kindneſs done him the laſt Week) © 
Ts come, Fair Hero, in Fiſh-ſtreet, this morning to ſeek; 
Pythias do's ſinell the Knavery of the Meeting, 
4 naw you ſhall ſee their true friendly greeting. 
Pup. Pi. You Whore-maſterly Slave, you. | 
col. Whore-maſterly Slave you? 2 fendly and 
familiar, that. 
Pup. Da. Ihpore- maſter id thy Face, 
Than haſt lain with her thy ſelf, Il prove't i ' his place. 
| Jong Damon ſays Pythias has lain with her himſelf, 
he'll prove't in this place. 
Lan. 10 are Whore: maſters both, Sir, that's a phi 
Cale, 
Pup. Pi. You lie like a Rogues 
Lan. Do 1 lie like.a Rogue ? 
Pup. Pi. A Pimp and a Scab. 
Lan. A Pimp and a Scab? © 
1 ſay, between you, you have both but one bb, 
_ Pup. Da. Jos lie again, f 
Lan. Do I lie again? | | 
Pup. Da. Like a. Rogue again 
Lan. Like a Rogue hl, | 
3 Pup. Pi. And you are a Pimp again. 
cob And you are a Pimp again, he wu 
Pup. Da, Aud Scab again. | 
. And a Scab again, he ſays. 


Lan. And I ſay again, you are both Whore-maſters a- 
ain. 5 


* 
—— 
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Fw ou have FOY" but one Drab again. [They fig hr, | 
: wy Da. Pi. Doſt thou, doſt chew, ay pre” 5 
Lan. What, both at once? | 
Pup. P. Down with him, Damon. 
| Pup. . Pink his Guts, Pythias. 555 
Lan. What, ſo malicious? > > 
mu je murder me, Maſters both, i ; y on ; Hef = 


Cob. Ho} well acted, my Drum, well ied, 1 hip 
Pipe, well acted ſtill. 


Waſ. Well ated, with all my heart. Noda 
Lan. Hold, hold your hands. rg, | 
Col, 1, both your hands, for my ſake! for you TH 

both done well. | 

Pup. D. Gramercy, pure Pyrhias, 

Pup. P. Gramercy, dear Damon. 

Cox. Gramercy to you hoth, my Pipe 4 577 Den 
: Pup. P. D. Come, now we'll rogether to breakfaſt to 
ero. | 

Lan. *Tis well you can now * fo break fa to Hero; 
You have given me my break faſt, with a hone and Honers, 

Ck, How is t, Friend, ha' they hurt thee ? © 
La,, | 
Between you and I, Sir, we do but make thow. 
Thus, Gentiles, you perceive, without any denial, 

'7wixt Damon and Pythias here, Friend ſhip's true tryal. 

Tho' hourly they quarrel thus, and roar each with other, 

They fight you uo more than do's Brother with Brother. 

But friendly together, at the next Man they meet, 

They let fly their Anger, as here you might ſee . 
Cok. Well, we have ſeen't, and thou haſt felt it; 

: whatſoever thou ſayeſt., What's next? what's next? 

Lan. This. while young de with fair Hero. is 

Arinling, 155 

Aid Hero grows arumk, to any man's thinking ! 
Yet was it not three Pints of Sherry could flaw her, 

Fill Cupid dfingaiſh'd like Jodie the Drawer, 

From under his Apron, here his lechery-lurks, 

55 love in her Sack, Now iN how # . 


Is 
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Pup. 35 O Leander, Leander, wy dear my dear Le- 
ander, 
Pll for ever be thy Gooſe, ſo thowle be my Gander. 
Col. Excellently well faid, Fiddle,ſhe'll ever be his 
Gooſe, ſo he'll be her Gander; was't not ſo? 
Lan. Yes, Sir, but mark his anſwer now. 
Pup. L. And ſweeteſt of Geeſe, before I go to Bed, 
Vll fwim o'er the Thames, my Gooſe, thee to tread, 
Cok. Brave! he will ſwim o'er the Thames, and 
tread his Gooſe to night, he ſays. 
Lan. I, peace, Sir, they'll be angry if they hear 
you eaves- dropping, now they are ſetting theit match. 
Pup. L. But leſt the Thames Should be dark, my Gui 
my dear Friend, 
Let thy Window be provided v F a Candle's end. 
Pup. H. Fear not, m Gander, I proteſt I ſhould handle 
My matters very ill, if J had not a whole Candle. 
Pup. L. Well then, look tot, and kiſs me to boot. 
Lan. Now here come the Friends again, Pythias and 
Damon, [Damon and Pythias enter. 
And under heir Cloaks they have of Bacon a Gammon. 
Pup. P. Drawer, fill ſome Wine here. 
Lan, How, ſome Wine there? 
There's Company already, Sir, pray forbear! 
Pup. D. 77. Hero. 
5 Tes, but ſhe will not be taken, 
After Sack and Fre ſh-herring, with your Du amow-bac 
| Pup. P. Yu lie, ii: Weſtfabian. 
Lan. Weſipbalian you ſhould ſay. 
Pup. D. If you hold not pour peace, von are 4 Coxcomb 
4 would ſay. [Leander aud Hero are kiſſivg; 
Pup. Hhat's here, what's here? kiſs, kiſs, upon kiſt? 
Lan. I, wherefore ſhould they not : mae ln Fs in this 
*tis Miſtreſi Hero. 
Pup. D. Aiſtre/i Hero's 4 why | 
Lan. 7s ſhe 4 whore ? keep joa quiet, or, Sir No 
but of door. 
Pup. D. Knave out of door? 
| Pup, 


* 


lis 


Pup. P. Laas ſo ſay E too. | Ears. 
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Pup. H. li Knave out of door. 
Pup. D. Whore out of door. [Here the pu 


Pup. H. 7 ſay, Knaus out of door; quarrel an aal 


Pup. D. 1 ſay, Where our of door. together by the 


Pup. H. Xiſi the whore o the Arſe: 
Lan. Now you ha ſomethtng to do: 


ma nut kiſs her o the Arſe, Ibs ſays. 


Pup. D. P. So we will, ſo we will. | 
Pup. H. 0 N Haunches, 0 my Haynehes, hold; bed 
Lan. Stand'ſt thou ftille _ 

Leander, here art thou? ftand'ft thou flill like a Sor; 


Aud not offer'ſt to break, both herr Heads with à pet? 


See wha' 5 at thine Elbow there! Puppet Jonas and Cupid; 


Pup. I. Upon em, Leander, be not ſo fupid. [They 15 i : 


Pup. L. Ion Goat: bearded Slave? 


= Pup. D. Du whire-maſter Knavei— -+ 


Pup. L. Thou art a whore-maſter. 
Pup. I. Whore-maſters all. 

Lan, See, Cupid with a word has rans 4a brawl. 
Luo. Theſe be fine Vapours! 


Cok, By this good day they fight brayely ? do they 


hot, Numps? 


Waſ. Yes, they lack'd but you to their ſecond all 
this while. 8 


Lan. This tragical encounter falling out thus to buſt us; 
It raiſes up the Ghoſt o of their Friend Dionyſius; 
Not like a Monarch, but the Maſter of a School, 

In a Scrivener”s furr'd (own, which F oa he is no Fool. 
For therein he hath wit enough to keep himſelf warm. 


O Damon, he cries, and Pythias, what harm 


Hath poor Dionyſius done you in his Graue, 
That after his death you [foul fall out thus and raue, 
And call amorous Leander whore-maſter Knave ? * 

P Up. D 1 w_ I will not, T promiſe you, endure it; 


SCENE 
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2. ? | 27. them, Buſy. 


5 Bu. Dora with Dagmn, down with baus, tis 1 | 
will no — endure your Profanations, . 
Lan. What mean yu, Sir? 

. Buſ.'] will remove Dagon there, 1 ay, that 14, 
that heatheniſh Idol, chat remains (as I may ſay) a 
Beam, à very Beam, not a Beam of the Sun, nor a 
Beam of the Moon, nor a Beam of a Ballance, neither 
2 Holife-Beam, nor a Weavers Beam, but a Beam in 
the Eye, in the Eye of the Brethren; a very great 
Beam, an exceeding great Beam; ſuch as are your 
Stage players, Rimerg, and Morrice-dancers, who have 
N hand in hand, in contempt of the Bretbren, 
and the Cauſe; and been born dur by Inſtruments of 
no mean Countenance. 

Lan. Sir, I 1 nothing but what i is licens'd by 
Authority.  . | 

Buſ. Thou art all Licenſe, even Liceminſuſe it 
ſelf, Sbime. i! 

1 Lan. I have the Maſter of the Revell's Hand for b 

r 
Buſ. The Maſter of Rebels hand, thou haſt Satan's! 
Hold thy peace, thy ſcurrility, ſhut up thy Mouth, 
thy Profeſſion is damnable, and in pleading for it thou 
doſt plead for Baal. I have long opened my Mouth 
wide and gaped, 1 have gaped as the Oyſter for the 
Tide, after thy deſtruction: but cannot compaſs it 
by ſuit or diſpute; ſo that I look for A e ere 
9 and then a Battel. 50 : 

Nuo. Good Banbury V. apours, 1 

cx. Friend, you'd have an 1 5 I 4; if you 
bicker with him here, though he be no Man o' the 
Fift, he has Friends that will go i Cuffs for him. 


Numpi, will not Nv take our 
Ede. 
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E. Sir, it ſhall not need, i in my Mind be offers 
him a fairer Courſe, to end it by diſputation! haſt 
thou 1 to fay for thy ſelf, in defence of thy 

alit | 

. Faith Sir, I am not well Qudied 3 in theſe Con · 
troverſies, between the Hypocrites and us. But here's 
one of my Motion, Puppet Dionyfius, ſhall undertake 
him, and Vl! venture the Cauſe nf. : 

Ok. Who? my Hobby-horſe? will he diſpure with 
him: 
Lan. Les, sir, and make a Hobby-Aſ of him, 1 
Rope. 5 

01. That's excellent! indeed he looks like the beſt . 
Scholar of 'em all. Come, Sir, you wuſt be as good 
as your Word now. | 

Buſ. I will not fear to make my Spirit and Gifts 
known! aſſiſt me Teal, fill me fill me, that i is, make 
me fu 

Min- w. What a deſperate, profane Wretch i is this] 
is there any Ignorance or Impudence like his? to call 
his Zeal to fill him againſt a Pupet:? 

na: 1 know no fitter Match than a Pippet t to com» | 
mit with an Hypocrite! | 
4 Baſ. Firſt, I lay unto thee Idol, thou haſt 1 no > Cals 
om. 
| 5 D. Tou lis; I am call'd Diaz Lis, | 

Lan. The Motion ſays, you lic, he is call'd Drony- 
ſus i the matter, and to that calling he anſwers, 
ae I mean no vocation, Laol, no preſent lawful | 
calling. | 

Big D. I. youre a 4 Javfol Calling? 5 
; Lon. The Morton asketh, if yours be a afl ul 

in 
| 30 Ves, mine is of the Spirit. 

Pup. D. Then Idol is a lawful Calling. | 
Lan. He ſays, then Idol is a lawtul Calling; for you 
call'd him Idol, and your Calling is of the Spirit, 
Col. Well Cipured, kan Bente | 1 

Vor. IV. I + 5 Buy. 


} 
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4 1 5 , * 


* 
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Buſ. Take not part with the wicked, young Gals 
lant: | He neigheth and hinnieth, all. is but hinnying 
Sophiſtry. 1 call him Idol again; yet, I ſay, his Cal. 
ling, his Profeſſion is prophane, it is prophane, Idol. 
td / oo of 
Lan. It is not prophane, he ſays. 
Buſ. It is prophane. | 
Pup. I is not prophane. 
Buſ. It is prophane. 
f. 8 
Lan. Well ſaid, confate him with not, ſtill. You 
cannot bear him down with your baſe noiſe, Sir. 
Buſ. Nor he me, with his treble creeking, though 
he creek like the Chariot Wheels of Satan; I am 
zealous for the Cauſe —— 
Lan. As a Dog for a Bone. | 
Buſ. And I ſay, it is prophane, as being the Page 
of Pride, and the Waiting-woman of Vanity. 
Pup. D. Tea? what ſay you to your Tire-women, then? 
tas Good EE: 5 
Pup. Or Feather-makers i the Fryers, that are 0 
your faction of faith? Are not they, with their Perukes, 
and their Puffs, their Fans, and their Huffs, as much 
Pages of Pride, and Waiters upon Vanity? What. ſay 
vou? what ſay you? what ſay yu? _ © 
Buſ. 1 will not anſwer for them 
Pup. Becauſe you cannot, becauſe you cannot. Is a 
- Bugle-maker 4 lawful Calling? or tbe Confe&-ma- 
kers? ſuch you have there; or your French Faſhioner? 
you'd have all the Sin within your ſelves, would you not? 
7 not? r, * 
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Huſ. No, Dagon, . 
Pup. What then, Dagonet? is a Puppet worſe than 

theſe? 5 VVV 
Buſ. Yes, and my main Argument againſt you is, 
that you are an Abomination; for the Male, among 
you, putteth on the Apparel of the Female, and the 
Female of the Male. 3j 
. 5 : Pop. 
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Pu ou Fr von lye, you le abominably; . 

GE. Good, by my Troth, he has given bim che 
Hye thrice. 

” Pap, It is your old ſtale Argument againſt the Play- 
ert, but it will not hold againſt the Puppetsy for we have 
neither Male nor Female amongſt us. And that thou 
may ſt ſee, if thou wilt, like a . purblind zeal. 
as thou art! [The Puppet takes up his Garment. 

Edg. By my faith, there he has anſwer d you, Friend, 
by plain demonſtration. _ | 

Pup. Nay, LIl prove, againſt & er a Rabbin of e 
all, that. my Standing is as lawful as bis; that I ſpeak 
by 7 piration, as well as he; that I haue as little to 
do 3 learning as be; and do ſcorn her belps as mr 
as he 

Buſ. 1 am confuted, the Cai hath failed me. 

Pup. Then be converted, be converted. 

1 Be converted, I pray you, and let the Play 

o on 
Buſ. Let it go on; for lam changed, and will be» 


come a Beholder with you! 


cor. That's brave i faith, thou haſt carried it away; 
Hobb -horſe, on with the Play! 
Stay, now do I forbid ; : am Adam Over- 
av! fit ſtill, 1 charge Joo, - 4 4 1 al 
T ice Covers imſelf. 
Ck. What, my Brother i' Law! 
Gra. My wiſe Guardian! 
Ea. Juſtice Overdoo? _ 
It is time to take Enormity by the Forchead, 


and rand it; for 1 have diſoover d e. 


e 
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SCENE Vi. 


To them Quarlous, (like the Madman ;) Purecraft , ( 
while after) Jobn: To them, Trouble. all, Urſls, 
Nightingale. 1 © ; 


Quar. Nay come, Miſtreſs Bride; you muſt do ag 
I do, now. You muſt be mad with me, in Truth; 
I have here Juſtice Overdoo for it. 
Juſt Peace, good Trouble- all; come hither, and 
you ſhall trouble none, I will take the charge of 
you, and your Friend too; you alſo, young Man, 
thall-be my-carez fapd there; 2 oh 
I the Cut-purſe, and Miſtreſs Little- wit. 
Eds. Now, Mercy upon me. „ 
Ano. Would we were away, Whit, theſe are dau- 
gerous Vapours, beſt fall off with our Birds for fear 
o' the Cage. 3 [The reſt are ſtealing away. 
Juſt. Stay, is not my Name your Terror? 
Whi. Yeſh faith Man, and it iſh for tat we would 
be gone, Ma. . „„ 
Job. O Gentlemen! did you not ſee a Wife of 
mine? 1 ha' loſt my little Wife, as I ſhall be truſted: 
my little pretty Win. 1 left her at the great Woman's 
Houſe in truſt onder, the Pig-woman's, with Cap- 
tain Fordan, and Captain Whit, very good Men, and 
I cannot hear of her. Poor Fool, I fear ſhe's ſtepp'd 
aſide, Mother, did you not ſee Nin? - 


ft, If this Grave Matron be your Mother, Sir, : 


ſtand by her, Er digito, compeſce labellum, I may per- 
haps ſpring a Wife for you, anon, Brother Bartho- 
lomew, I am ſadly ſorry to ſee you ſo lightly given, 
and ſuch a Di/ciple of Enormity, with your grave Go- 
vernor Humphrey: But ſtand you both there, in the 
«middle Place; I will reprehend you in your Courſe. 
Miſtreſs Grace, let me reſcue you out of the Hands 
of the Stranger. 5 
. Win. w. 
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Minu- w. Pardon me, Sir, I am a Kinſman of hers: 
Juſt. Are you ſo? of what name, Sir? | 
min. w. Win-wife, Sir. „ 
Juſt, Maſter Win- wife? I hope you have won no 
Wife of her, Sir: If you have, 1 will examine the 
poſſibility of it, at fit leiſure. Now, to my Enormi- 
ties: Look upon me, O London] and ſee me, O Smith - 
feld! The Example of Juſtice, and Mirrour of Magi- 
rates; the true top of Formality, and ſcourge f E- 
normity. Hearken unto my Labours, and bur obſerve 
my Diſcoveries; and compare Hercules with me, if 
thou dar'ſt, of old; or Columbus, Magellan, or our 
Country- man Drake' of later times: Stand forth you 
Weeds of Enormity, and ſpread. [To Buſy. ] Firſt, 
Rabbi Buſy, thou ſuperlunatical Hypocrite: [Jo Lan- 
tern.] Next, thou other Extremity, thou prophane 
Profeſſor of Pupperry, little better than Poerry : ¶ Torbe 
Hor ſe- cour ſor, and Cut purſe.) Then thou ſtrong De- 
baucher and Seducer of Vouth; witneſs this eaſie and 
honeſt young Man: [To Captain Whit, and Miſtreſs 
Little-wit.] Now thou Eſquire of Dames, Madams, 
and Twelve-penny Ladies: Now my green Madam 
her ſelf, of the price; let me unmask your Ladiſbip. 
Joh, O my Wife, my Wife, my Wife! 
Fuſt. Is ſhe your Wife? Redde te Harpocartem ! 
. Buren; Froubdle- al. 04 re 
 Twou, By your leave, ſtand by my Maſters, be un- 


Urſ. O ſtay him, ſtay him, help to cry, Nightingale; 

my Pan, my Pan. IS _ 

_- Tut. What'sthe:matter? 
Nig. He has ſtoln Gammar Lias Pan. or 
Trou. Yes, and | fear no Man but Juftice Overdoo. 
Juſt. es where is ſhe? O the Sow of Enor- 

mity, this! welcome, ſtand you there; you, Song- 

ſter, there. I Urſla and Nightingale. 
Urſ. An pleaſe your Worthip, I am in no fault: 

A Gentleman ftiipp'd him 9 Booth, and borrow'd 

| ; | his 
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his Gown, and his Hat; and he ran wy. with my 
ws Goods here for ir. 


_ © rity? Are you op 
_ Taue Sir, i“ your Ear; your Innacent Tung Man, you 


Juſt. Then this is the true Mad -man, and you are 


. the Enormity! [To Quarlous. 


Qua. You are i the right; 5 1 am mad, ory from the 


Son outward. 


Juſt. Stand you there. 
Qua. Where you pleaſe, Sir. 
Over. O 1 me a Baſon, I am NN 1: am Gab; 


| where s Mr. Overdoo? Bridget, call hither my Alen 


L. Overdoo is fick, and ber Husband is Alene d. 


Juſt. How? 
Mbi. 3 ry own Wife, i »fait, worthipful Adi, 


Over. Will not my Adam come at me? Shall I ſee 


. him no more then? 


Qua. Sir, why do ip not go on with the Enor- 
d with it? VII help you: Hark 


ave ta'en ſuch Care of all this Day, is a Cut-purſe, * 


' that hath got all your Brother Cokes's Things, and 


help'd you to your Beating, and the Stocks ; if you 


have a mind to hang him now, and ſhew him your 


Magiſtrates Wit, you may: But I ſhould think it were 
better recovering the Goods, and to ſave your Eſti- 


mation in him. I thank you, Sir, for the Gift of your 


Ward, Mrs. Grace: Look you, here is your Hand and 
Seal, by the way, Mr. Win wife give you Joy, you 
are Palemon, you are poſſeſt o' the zentlewoman, but 
ſhe muſt Pay me Value, here's Warrant for it. And, 
honeſt Mad-man, there's thy Gown and Cap again; 
I thank thee for my Wife. | To the ors ay, I 
can be mad, Sweet · heart, A. I pleaſe ſtill; never 
Fear me: And carefal Numps, where she? I thank him 


for my Licence. 


Waſ. How! 1 OY Waſ e owe rhe e 
Qua. Tis true, Numps. - F 


Maſ. I'll be __ then, 11 . 


E * 
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Qua. Look i' your Box, Numps ; nay, Sir, ſtand 


not you fix'd here, like a Stake in Finsbury, to be 


ſhot at, or the Whipping-Poſt i' the Fair, but get your 
Wife out o' the Air, it will make her worſe elſe; and 
remember you are but Adam, Fleſh and Bloed! you 
have your frailty, forget your other Name of Over- 
doo, and invite us all to Supper. There you and 1 will 
compare our Diſcoveries z and drown the Memory - 


of all Enormity in your biggeſt Bowl at home. 


Ck, How now, Numps, ha' you loſt it? I warrant 
72 when thou wert i the Stocks: Why doſt not 
ſp ek!!! i Fore RE Che | 
777% I will never ſpeak while 1 live again, for 

Juſt. Nay, Humphrey, i patient, you muſt 
be fo too * peaſant · conceited Gentleman hath 


wrought upon wy Judgment, and prevail'd: I pray 


you take care of your fick Friend, Miſtreſs Alice, and 


my good Friends all 


Qua. And no Enormities. | . 
Juſt. I invite you home with me to my Houſe to 

Supper: I will have none fear to go along, for my 

Intents are Ad correftionem, non ad deſtruftionem ad 


L,  edificandum, non ad diruendum So lead on. 


Col. Yes, and bring the Actors along, we'll ha' thg 
tcl 0” the Play at hhm-e. 


THE 


EPILOGUE 


7 Our Majeſty bath Kur the Play, an 
Can bf ” of it from your Ear 1 Niem 
Tou know the Scope of Writers, and what fore 
Of Leave is given them, if they take not 110 
And turn it into Licence: Tou can tel! 
If we have us'd that Leave Jou gave us, well: 
.Or whether we to Rage or Licence break, 
Or be  prophane, or make prophane Men ſpeaks 
This i, your Power to jndge (Great Sir) and not 
The Envy of a few. Which if we have got, 
i value leſs what their Diſlike can bring, - 
N Y it ſo har be r have . the Kings 
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| THE „ 
The PROLOGUE enters; 


After him, Goſſip Mirth, Goſlip Tattle, Goſ- 
ſip Expectation, and Goſſip Cenſure, four 
Centde wolte Lady-like attired. 1 


alan R your own ſake, not ours | 
II Mirth. Come, Goſſip, be not aſham'd. The 
Play is the Staple of News, and jou are the Miſtreſs and 
Lady of Tattle z let's ha 22 Opinion of it. Do you hear, 
Gentleman? what are jon? Gentleman-U ſher to the Play? 
Pray you help us to ſome Stools here. 
Prologue. Where ? o' the Stage, Ladies 
Mirth. Tes, o' the Stage; we are Perſons of Quality, I 
aſſure you, and Women of Faſhion, and come to ſee and 
ro be ſeen. My Goſſip Tattle here, and Goſſip Expecta- 
tion, and my Goſſip Cenſure, and I am Mirth, the Daugh- 
ter of Chrittmas, and Spirit of Shrovetide. They ſay, 
It's merry when Goſlips meet; I hope your Play will 
be a merry one. 5 
Prologue. Or you will make it ſuch, Ladies. Bring 
a Form here. But what will the Noblemen think, or 
the grave Wits here, to ſee you ſeated on the Bench thus ? 
Mirth. Why, what ſhould they think, but that they had 
Mothers as we had; and thoſe Mothers had Goſſips (if 
their Children were chriſtned) as we are; and ſuch as had 
a Longing to ſee Plays, and ſit upon them, as we do, and. 
arraign bath them and their Poets? 


— 


Prologue: 


140 The Indudt ion. 
Prologue. O / Is that your purpoſe? Why, Mrs, Mirth 
and Madam Tattle, enjoy your Delights freely. 1 
Taattle. Look your News be new and freſh, Mr. Pro- 
logue, and untainted; I ſhall find them elſe, if they be 
ſtale or fiy-blown, quickly, 5 
Prolggue. We ak no Favour from jou; only wewoyld 
entreat of Madam Expectation — . 
Expectation. What, Mr. Prologue? . 
Prologue. That jour Ladyſhip would expeit no more 
than you underſtand. | 5 
Expectation. Sir, I can expelt enough! 
Prologue. I fear, too much, Lady, and teach others to 
do the like, | . 
Expectation. I can do that too, if I have cauſe. 
Prologue. Cry you mercy, you never did wrong but 
with juſt cauſe. What's this, Lady? | 
Mirth, Curioſity, »»y Lady Cenſure, N 
Prologue. O, Curioſity! Dau come to ſee who wears 
the new Sute to day; whoſe Clothes are beſt penn d, whate« 
ver the part be; which Actor has the beſt Leg and Foot; 
what King plays without Cuffs, and his Queen without 
loves; who rides Poſt in Stockings, and dances in Boots. 
Cenſure. Ns, and which amorous Prince makes love in 
drin, or does over-att prodigiouſly in beaten Sattin, ana, 
having got the trich on't, will be monſtrous fill, in de- 
ſpite of Counſel. „% | 
Book-holder. Aend your Lights, Gentlemen. Ma- 
mr Eons 7 ES 
Rf [The Tire-men enter to mend the Lights. 
Tattle. h mt „ 
Ep ien oo 
Prologue. Nay, ſtart not, Ladies; theſe carry no Fire- 
works to fright you, but a Torch i their Hands, to give 
\, Light to the Buſmeſi. The truth is, thers are a Set of 
Gameſters within, in travel of a thing call'd a Play, ard 
would fain be deliver'd of it: and they have entreated me 
7e be their Man- Midwife, the Prologue; for they are like 
to have a bard Labour ont. 
| Tattle. 


„ The Indultion. 141 
Tattle. Then the Poet has abus'd himſelf, liks an Afe 
48 he is.. —_ | Lads Dons 


Mirth. No, his Actors will abuſe him enough, or I am 


deceiv d. Tonder he is within (1 was the Tiring-houſe a 
while to ſee the Actors dreſt) rolling himſelf up and down 
like a Tun i the midſt of em, and purges, never did Veſ» 
ſel of Wort or Wine work ſo! His Sweating put me in 
mind of a good Shroving Diſh (and I believe would be 
taken 85 for a Service of State ſomewhere,an't were known) 
a ſte 

one of his Heads beaten out; for that you muſt note, a Poet 
hath two Heads, as 4 Drum has; one for making, the o- 
ther repeating, and his repeating Head is all to pieces; they 
may gather it up i the Tiring-houſe; for be hath torn the 
Book in a Poetical Fury, and put himſelf to ſilence in dead 


Sack, which, were there no other Vexation, were ſuſſici ent. 


to make him the moſt miſerable Emblem of Patience. 
Cenſure, The Prologue, peace. 
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d Poet! He doth fit like an unbrac d Drum, with 
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1 for the STAGE 


TOR your own ſakes, not hi-, he bad me. Gy, 
1 Would you were come to hear, not ſee a Play, 
Though we, his Actors, muſt provide for thoſe 
Who.are our Gueſts here, in. the way of Shows, 
The Maker hath not ſo; he'd have you wiſe, 
Much rather by your Ears; than by. your Eyes; 
And prays, you'll not prejudge his Play for ill, 
Becauſe you mark it not, and ſit not ſtill; 
But have a Longing to ſalute, or talk 
With ſuch a Female, and from her to walk 
With your Diſcourſe, to what is done, and where; 
How, and by whom, in all the Town, but here. 
Alas! what is it to his Scene, to know 5 
How many Coaches in Hide-Park did ſhow 
Laſt Spring, what Fare to day at edles was, 
If Dunſian or the Phenix beſt Wine has? 
They are * — But yet the Stage might ſtand 
| . As we 9 ; | 5 | , 
If it did neither hear theſe things, nor tell. 
Great noble Wits, be good unto your ſelves, 
And make a difference twixt Poetick Elves, 
And Poets: All that dabble in the Ink, 
And defile Quills, are not thoſe few, can think, 
Conceive, expreſs, and ſteer the Souls of Men, 
As with a Rudder, round thus, with their Pen. 
He muſt he one that can inſtruct your Youth, 
And keep your Acme in the ſtate of Truth, 5 
Muſt enterpriſe this Work; mark but his Ways, 
oY Flight he makes, how new: And then he 
| ays, „ 5 | 5 
If that not like you, that he ſends to night, 
Tis jou have left ro judge, not he to write. | 


; 142) 

oF | 

* 4 : ( | 4 | 
* 


BEE 
THE : 


PROLOGU 


FOR THE 


2 OUR T. 


Morl not ſmelling of the Lamp, to 
bt, 
But fitted 4 f Tour Majeſty s Diſport, 
And writ to the Meridian of Tour Court, 
Ve bring; and hope it may produce Delight: 
The rather, being offered as a Rite, 
Jo Scholars, that can judge, and fair report 
The Senſe they hear, above the vulgar ſort 
Of Nut-crackers, that only come for ſight. 
Wherein, although our Title, Sir, be News, 
We yet adventure here to tell Vu none, 
But ſhew Jou common Follies, and ſo known, 
That though they are not I. ruths, th innocent 
" Da 
Hath made ſo like, as Phant f Ge could them 
ſtate, 
Or Poetry, without Scandal, imitate. 


Dra- 
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Dramatis' ; Perſons, 


Enny- BE the Son, the Et en Su. 
Penn . the Father, the Canter. ; 
Penny-Boy, the Uncle, the Uſurer. 5 
Sy mbal, Maſter of the Staple, and prime Jeerer. 
Fitton, "Emiſſary Court, and Feerer. 
Almanack, Doctor in Phyſick, and Feerer, 
Shun-Field, Sea, Captain, a Jeerer. . 
Madrigal, Poetaſter, and Fogers & © 
Picklock, Man o Law, and Emiſſary Weſtminſter, 
Pyed-mantle, Purſuivant at Arms, and Heraldet. 
| Regiſter, of ebe Sraple, or Office, 
Nathaniel, Firſi Clerk of the 
Tho. Barber, Second Clerk of t 
= Pecunia, Infants of the Mines, / | 
Mortgage, her Nurſe. V 
Statute, Firſt Woman. 
Band, Second Woman. 
Wax, Chamber-maid, 

Broker, Secretary, and . 70 ber Grace, 
Lick-finger, 2 Maſter-Cook, and Parcel. Poet. 
Faſhioner, the Taylor of the . 

Linener. 5 
Haberdaſher. EE ED Ja) 

Shooe-maker. od ok os 
Spurrier, we © 
Cuſtomers, Male uy Hunde, a ot 
Porter, „„ 


Two Dogs. 
The SCENE, 20 
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THE 


THE 


ACT I. SCENE I 
Penny Boy jon. Lether-leg 


His Shoemaker has pull d on a new Pair of Fa and 


he walks in bis Gown, Waſtcoar, and Trouſers, ex- * 


Fin his Taylor, . 


PENN V. Bo v. - 


LIFE Ramerey Lether-leg : Get me the Spurs. 
wy rien, 
And thou haſt fitted me. 
Let. I'll do'r preſently. _ 
P. jun. Look to me, Wit, and look 
| to my Wn, Land, | 
That is, Jook on me, and with all thine Eyes, | 
Male, Female, yea, Hermaphroditick Eyes, 
And thoſe bring all. your Helps and Pelſpicik, 
To ſee me at beſt advantage, and auoment 
My Form as I come forth; for I do ſeel 
I will be one worth JOUR after ſhortly 5 
Vo L. IV. | K | N OW, 
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Now, by and by, that's ſhortly. T ſtrikes! One, 


T0, —- 
[He CF forth his Watch, and ſets it on the Table, 
bree, Four, Five, Six. Enough, enough, dear Watch, 
hy Pulſe bath beat enough. Now ſleep and reſt; 
Would thou could'ſt make the Time to do ſo toe: 
I'll wind thee up no more. The Hour is come 
So long expected! There, there, drop my Wardſhip. 
| am 0 THe Throws off bis Gown, 
My Pupillage and Vaſſalage rogether; 
And Liberty, come throw thy ſelf about me, 
In a rich Suit, Cloak, Hat, and Band, for now 
I'll fue out no Man's Livery, but mine own, 

1 ſtand on my own Feet, ſo much a V ear. 
Right round and ſound, the Lord of mine own 
 » Ground. „ | 
And (toRhime to it) Threeſcore Thouſand Pound! 
Not come? Not yet? Taylor, chou art a Vermin, 

5 He goss to the Door and looks, 
Worſe than the ſame thou proſecur'ſt, and prick'ſt 
In ſubtil Seam (Go too, I ſay no more) 
Thus to retard my Longings : On the Day 
I do write Man, to beat thee. One and twenty 
Since the Clock ſtruck, compleat! and thou wilt 
feel it. | _ 1 
Thou fooliſh Animal! I could pity him, 
(Op | were not heartily angry with him now) 
or this one Piece of Folly he bears about him, 
To dare to tempt the Fury of an Heir _ 
T' above Two'Thouſand a Vear; yet hope hisCuſtom! 
Well, Maſter Faſbioner, there's ſome muſt break—— 
A Head, for this your breaking. Are you come, Sir? 


i 


* 


SCENE 
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Fabi, Pewy-boy, Thomar, Barber, aul. 


Faſ. God give your Worſhip Joy. . i HER 

P. jun. What? of your ſtaying? 5 
And leaving me to. ſtalk here in my Trowſerj 
Like a tame Her*n-ſew for You, r 

Faſ. I but waited 
Below, till the Clock firuck. : 

P. jun. Why, it you had come _ | 
Before a Quarter, would it ſo have hurt you _ 

In Reputation, to have waited here? 
5 No, but your Worſhip might haye pleaded 
onage, 
It you A got em on, e'erT could make 
Juſt Afidavit of the Time. 

P. jun. That Jeſt 
Has gain'd thy Pardon, thou bad'ſt livs candomin a - 
To thine own Hell elſe, never to have wought 
Stitch more for me, or any Penny - boy, oY 
I could have hinder'd thee: But now thou art; mine 

For One and Twenty Years, or for Three Lives. 
Chuſe which thou wilt, I'll make thee a C- holder, 
And thy firſt Bill uoquaſtians, Help me on. 
[ He ſays his Suit. 
Faſ. Preſently, Sir: 17 bound unto your Worſhip. 
Pi. jun. Thcu ſhalt be, when I have ſeal d thee a 

Leaſe of my Cuſtom. | 
Faſ. Your. Worthip's Barber is without. 5 

Tf Jun. Who? Thom? 

Come in, Thom, ſer thy Things upon the Board, 
And ſpread thy Cloaths, lay all forth 1 in procinit, 
And tell's what News? 

T bo. O Sir, a Staple of News! 

Or the New Staple, which you pleaſe. 

P. jun. What's that? 5 

K 2 Faſ. 


7 


(He's a Barber) by his place relate it. 


11 15 | The Staple of News 


An Office Sir, a brave youn wy fet1 u 
I bad forgot to tell your Worſſiß. 0 4 


P. jun. For what? 

' Tho. To enter all the News, Vir, 0 i Time. 

Fuſ. And vent it as Occaſion ſerves! A Place 

Of huge Commerce it will be! | 
P. jun. Pray thee Peace 1 

I cannot abide a talking Taylor: 125 Thom 


What is't, an Office, Tbm ? 
Tho. Newly erecte + 5 £ 
| Here in the Houſe, almoſt on the fans bei, 4 
Where all the News of all ſorts ſhall be brought, 
And there be Examin'd, and then Regiſtred. 
And ſo to be iflu'd under the Seal of Th Office, - 
As Staple News; no other News be currant. . 
Es _=_ 'Fore me, thou ſpeak'ſt of a brave buſineſ 
om. 
Faſ. N if: you ken the Brain that hatch'd it Sir 
P. Jun. | know. thee well cnough: Giye him a Loaf, 


— 


Quiet his Mouth, that Oven will be venting elſe. 
Proceed 
Tho, He tells you true, Sir; Maſter Ombal | 15 
Is Maſter of the Office, he projected it, | 
He lies here i“ the Houſe; and the great Rooms 
He has taken for the Office, and ſet up © 
His Desks and Clafſes, Tables and his Shelves, 

Faſ. He's my Cuſtomer, and a Wit, Sir, too. 
But h' has brave Wits under him 5 

Tho, Yes, four Emiſſaries. | 

P. jun, Emiſaries? ſtay, there's a fine new word Thom! 
Fg og: it ſignifie any thing; what are Emiſſaries? 


Men imploy'd outward, that are ſent abroad 
To fetch in the Commodity. 


Faſ. From all Regions 
Where the beſt News are made, 
Tho. Or vented forth. 


Fe,. 


The Staple ys News, „ 45. 


Faſ. By way of Exchange, or Trade. 
P. Joe Nay, thou wilr ſpeak bes 
[He gives the Taylor leave 70 talk. 

Faſ. My ſhare, Sir, there's enough for both. 

P. fn Go on then, 
Speak all rhou canſt : Methinks the Ordinaties 
Should help them much. | . 
Fraſ. Sir, they have Ordinaries, x 
And Extraordinaries, as many Changes | 
And Variations, as there are Points i' the Compaſs,” 

Tho, But the four Cardinal Quarters. 

P. jun. Ay thoſe, Thom 8 
Tho, The Court, Sir, Pauls, Exchange, and 2 | 
derbe. 

TR Who is the Chief? which hath Precedency? 
The Governor o' the Staple, Maſter mball, 
He is the Chief z and after him the Emiſaries: 
Firſt Emiſſary Court, one Maſter N 
He's a Jeerer too. 

P. jun. W hat's that? 

Faſ. A Wit. | 

Tho. Or half a Wit, ſome of them arc Ralf wie 
Two to a Mit, there are a ſet of em. 

Then Maſter Ambler, Emiſſary Pauls, | 
A fine pac'd Gentleman, as you ſhall ſee, walk 
The middle Ile: And then my Froy Hans Bux, 

A Dutch-man; he's Emiſſary Exchange. | 

7 I had thought Mr. Burſt the Merchant had had i. — 


He has a 8 he has ſprung a Leak. 
Emiſſam Weſtminſter's undiſpos'd of yet; 
Then the Examiner, Regiſter, and two Clerks, 
They manage all at home, and ſort, and file, $f 
And ſeal the News, and iſſue them. 

P. jun. Thom, dear Thom, | 
What may my Means do for thee? ask and ate it, 
I'd fain be doing ſome Good, It is my Birtb. day,. 
Apd ld do it betimes, | feel £ grudging 5 


_ 


156 The Staple of News. | 
Of Bounty, and I would not long lye fallow, 
1 pray thee think and ſpeak, or wiſh for ſomething} 
Ibo. I would I had but one o the Clerk's Sana | 
| 1 this News-Office. 
P. jun. Thou ſhalt have it © Thom! 3 
If Silver or Gold will fetch it; whar' s the Rate? | 
At what is't ſet the Market? 
Tho. Fifty Pound, Sir. | 
P. jun. An twere a hundred, Thom, thou malt not 
want it. [I be Taylor leaps and ER Lim, 
Faſ. O Noble Maſter! | 
Pi. jun. How now, Aſop's Als! ” 
Becauſe I play with Thom, muſt I needs run 
Into your rude Embraces? ſtand you till, Sir; 
Clowns Fawnings are a Horſe's Salurations: 25Þ 
How doſt thou like my Suit, Thom? 
' Tho, Mr. Faſhioner 5 
Has hit your Meaſures, Sir, h' has moulded you, 
And made you, as they ſay. 
Fraſ. No, no, not I, 
1 25 an Aſs, old Ap, Aſs. 

P. jun. Nay, Faſhioner, | 
can do thee a good turn too, be not muſty, 
Though thou haſt moulded me, as little Thom ſays, 
(I thiok thou haſt put me in mouldy Pockets.) 
Faſ. As good, [ He draws out bis Pockets, 
Right Spaniſh Perfume, the Lady Eftifania' „ 

They coſt Twelve Pound a Pair. 8 
P. jun. Thy Bill will ſay ſo. 1 
J pray thce tell me, Faſbionor, what Autfiors | 
Thou read'ſt to help thy Invention: Italian Prints? 
Or Arras Hangings ? They are Taylors Libraries, 
Faſi 1 ſcorn ſuch helps. 
P. jun. O! though thou art a Silk- worm, 
And deal'ſt in Sattins and Velvets, and rich Pluſhes, 
Thou canſt not ſpin all Forms out of thy ſelf; 
They ate quite other things: I think this Suit 
Has made me wittier than I was, 


Faſ. 
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Faſ. Believe it, Sir, 
That Clothes do much upon the Wit, as . 9 
Does on the Brain; and thence comes your Proyerb, 
The Taylor makes the Man: I ſpeak by experience 
Ot my own Cuſtomers, I have had Gallants, _ 
Both Court and Country, would ha fooPd you up 
In a new Suit, with the beſt Wits in being, 
And kept their ſpeed as long as their Clothes laſted 
Handſom and neat; but then as they grew our 
Ar the Elbows again, - or had a ſtain or ſpot, 
They have ſunk moſt wretchedly. 
P. jun. What thou report |, 
Is but the common Calamity, and ſeen daily; j 
And therefore you've another anſwering Proverb, 
A broken Sleeve keeps the Arm back, 
Faſ. *Tis true, Sir. | 
And thence we ſay, that ſuch a one plays at peep- rm 
P. jun. Do you ſo? it is "wiktily: ſaid. 1 wonder, 
Gentlemen, 

And Men of Krans: will not maintain tat 
Freſher in Wit, I mean in Clothes, to the higheſt. 
Por he that's out o' Clothes is out o' Faſhion, 

And out of Faſhion, is out of Coontenance, 4 
And out o' Countenance is out o' Wit. 
ls not Rogue Haberdaſher come? | 
Hab. Ves, here Sir. | They are all buf abt bin 
I h# been without this half hour. 
P. jun. Give me my Hat. 
Put on my Girdle, Raſcal; frs my Ruff Ms 
Lin. In print. 
P. jun. Slave. 
Lin. See your ſelf. 
P. jun. Is this ſame Hat 
O' the Block Paſſant? Do not anſwer. me, 
cannot ſtay for an Anſwer. I do feel 
The Powers of One and twenty, like a Tide 
Flow in upon me, and perceive an Heir 
Can conjure up all Spirits in all Circles, 
Rogue, Raſcal, Slave, give Tradeſmen their true names, 
K 4 And 
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And they appear to em Preſent pr — >) oF wolf 3 
oo For Profit. $6017; bnA fv 
P. jun. Come, caſt my Cloak 1 05 me, „ ibg e 
This Office, Thom, and be trimm'd after ward! 
Il put thee in poſſeſſion, my prime work! © © 
Gods ſo; wy oh rm pav em on Boy, quickly, 
His Spurrier comes in. 


I'd like to h loſt my Spurs with too Ts 2 


SCENE . 
To Hi! Penicboy Canter, fi none." | 


2 


5 "i E. 
P. Ca. Good morning ro my Joy, "lh Penn ! 
The Lord, aud the 2242 7 17 Fn 4 902 
I come to ſee what Riches, Thou beareſt tn thy Broeebe, 
The firſt of thy One and Twenty : 
What, do thy Pockets gingle ? Or ſhall we need to ethics 
Our ſtrength both of Foot and Horſes! 
Theſe Fellows look ſo eager, As if they would beleaguer 
- An Heir in the midſt of his Forces 
T hope they be no Serjeants! That hang upon thy Margents. 
* This Rogue has the Foul of a Jaylor! 
| The young Penny-boy anſwers in tune. 
P. jun. O Founder, no ſuch matter, My Spurrier, 
land my Hatter, 
My en aud my Taylor. 
Theu mould ſt have been brought in too, Shromaker, 
If the time had been longer, and hom Barber. 
How doſt thou like my Company, old Canter? 
Do I not muſter a brave Troop ? all Bill. men? 
Preſent your Arms before my Founder here, 
This is my Founder, this ſame learned Canter ! 
He brought me the firſt news of my Father's Death, 
thank him; and ever fince I call him Founder. 
We takes the Bills, and puts them up in his Pockets. 
him, Boys; I'll read only the N 
And l em . t. if = 


* 
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Sho. Now Ale 2 15455 "re ® 6 & | ny briA | 


Reft. And ſtrong Ale ble& him. 1 1 
. jun. Gods ſo, ſome Ale and Sugar for my Founder ! 


Good Bills; ſufficient Bills, cheſe Bil Bills may paſs;) - 'T 


P. Ca. I do not like thoſe Paper · ſquibs, good Maſter. 
They may undo your ſtore, I mean, of Credit, 
And fire your Arſenal, if caſe you do not 


In time make good thoſe /Owter-works, your Pockets, 


And take a Garriſon in of ſome two hundred, 

To beat theſe Proneers off, that carry a Mine 

Would blow you up. at laſt. Secure your Caſamates, 

Here Maſter Picklock, Sir, your Man o Law, 

And learn'd Attorney, has ſent es, of Munition, 
F, jun. What ist? * 
15 Ca. Three hundred. Pieces, | 

P. jun. Il diſpatch em. 

P. Ca. Do, I would have your ea lin , and per- 
With Gold as well as Amber. 1 [funi'd 
P. jun. God a mercy, 
. Come, Ad f ſolvendine, Boys! there theregand TOY &c. 


I look onnothiog but Toralis. 
P. Ca. Sec! | 
The difference *twixt the Covetous and the Prodigal! 

“ The Covetous Man never has Money! and 
6 The Prodigal will have none ſhortly! 
P. jun. Ha, 
What ſays my Rn e I Wel you, I thank you, Sirs. 
All. God bleſs your Worſhip, and your Worſhip” 8 
Cbanter. 
P. Ca. I ſay tis nobly done, to cheriſh Shopkcepers, 
And pay their Bille, without examining thus. 
P. jun. Alas! they have had a pitiful hard time on't, 
A long Vacation, from their Cozening. _ 
Poor Raſcals, I do do it out of Charity. 
I would advance their Trade again, and have them 
Haſte to be rich, ſwear and forſwear wealthily. 
What do you ftay for, Sirrah? +? 


Spur. 


* pays all. 
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Spur. To my Box, Sir. ET | 
jun. Your Box? why, there's an Angel; if my 
Spurs | He gives zthe Spurrier, 20 his Box. 
Be not right Rippor — e 
| ur. Give me never a Penny 
If I ſtrike not thorow your Bounty with the Rowels, 
P. jun. Do'ſt thou want any Money, Founder? 
. Ca. Who, Sir, I? 1 _ 
Did I not tell you I was bred i' the Mines, 
Under Sir-Bevis Bullion ? : 
P. jun That is true, „ 
I quite forgot, you Mino. men want no Money, 
Your Streets are pav'd with't: there, the Molten Silver 
Runs out like Cream on Cakes of Gold. ED 
Pe. Ca. And Rubies os 


Do grow like Strawberries. 


P. jun. Twere brave being there! 


5 Come Thom, we'll go to the Office now. 


P. Ca. What Office? | 1 ; 

P. jun. News Office, the New Staple; thou ſhalt go too; 

Tis here i' the Houſe, on the ſame Floor, Thom. ſays, 
Come Founder, let us trade in Ale and Nutmegs, 


SCENE IV. 
Kain, Ct, omen. [Table 


Reg. What, are thoſe Desks fir now ? ſet forth the 
The Carpet and the Chair: where are the News 
That were examin'd laſt ? ha' you fil'd them up? 
Qs. Not yet, I had no Time. 

Reg. Are thoſe News regiſtred 
That Emiſſary Bux ſent in laft Night, 
Of Spinola and bis Eggs? 
dle. Yes Sir, and fil'd. 

Reg. What are you now upon? 

Cle. That our new Emiſary 
Weſtminſter gave us, of the Golden Hair, „ 

| Re?! 
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Reg.Diſpatcb,that's News indeed, and of Importance. 
What would you have, good Woman? | | 
[4 untry N waits there. 
wo. I would' have, Sir, 
A Greatſworth of any News, I care not. What, hy 
| To carry down this Saturday, to our Vicar. 


Reg. O! you are a Butterwoman; ask Nathaniel 
The Clerk there. 


Cle. Sir, I tell her ſhe muſt ©. 
Till Emiſſary Excbange, or Pauls, "fend ing 
And then I Il fit her. 1 

Reg. Do good Woman, have patience; = 
It is not now, as when the Captain liv'd; 

Cle. You'll 0 Reputation of the Office 
Now i' the Bud, if you diſpatch theſe Groars 
So ſoon: let them attend in name of Policy. 


55 SCE N E V. 
Penny-boy, Cymbal, Fitton, Tho. Barber, Canter, 


Pu Jena = troth they are dainty Rooms; what place, 
is this 

Cym. This is the outer Room, where my Clerks fir, 
And keep their ſides, the Regiſter i' the midſt - 
The Examiner, he fits private there, within; 
And here I have my ſeveral Rolls and Fyles 
Of News by the Alphabet, and all put up: 
Under their Heads. 

P. jun. But thoſe too fubdivided? ? 

Om. Into Authentical, and Apocryphal. 5 

Fit. Or News of doubtful Credit, as Barbers News. 

m. And Taylors News, Porters, and Watermens News. 

Fit. Whereto, beſide the Coranti, and Gazerri, 

Cym. I have the News of the Seaſon. 

Fit. As Vacation-news, _ 
Term. news, and Chriſtmas-news, 

m. And News o' the Faction. 
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Fit. As the Refarmed- new; Prote ant. news; 3 
Om. And Pontificial-news ; of all which ſeveral, 
The Day-books, Charactors, Precedents are kept, 


Together with the Names of ſpecial Friends 1 
Fit. And Men of Correſpondence i the Country — A 
m. Yes, of all Ranks, and all — 


Fir. Factors and Agen. 5 
m. Liegers, that lye out 
Through all the Shires o' the Kingdom, 
P. jun, This is fine, 
5 And bears a brave relation! But what ſays 
Mercurius Britannicus to this? 
Om, O Sir, he gains by't 9 in half. 
Fit. Nay more 
I'll ſtand to'r. For, where he _ wont to get 
In hungry 15 obſcure Wangen, 


Gm. Fellows 
To drink with him in a dark Room i in a Tavern, 
And eat a Sawſage | 3 


Fit. We ha' Ler't. . | | 
Om, As fain, to keep ſo many politick Pens 
Going to feed the Preſs. 
Fit, And diſh out News, 
Were t true, or falſe. 
m. Now all that Charge is 4d 
The publick Chronicler, © 
Fir. How do you call him there? 
2 And gentle Reader. 
it. He that has the Maidenhead | 
Of all the Books 
75 . Yes, dedicated to him. 
it. Or rather praſtituted. 
P. jun. You are right, Sir. 
Cym. No more ſhall be abus „ nor Country Parſons 
O' the Inquiſition, nor buſie Fuſtices 
Trouble the Peace, and both torment themſel ves, 
And their poor ign'rant Neighbours, with Inquiries 
After 105 many and moſt innocent Monſters, | . 
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That never came i th Counties they were charg d with. 
P. jun. eee Sir, if the honeſt common 
„„ i 8 RE 

Will be abus'd,,why ſhould not they ha' their pleaſure, 

In the believing Lyes, are made for themz 

As you i' th Cffice, making them your ſelves? 

Fir. O Sir! it is the printing we oppoſe, _ 
Gym. We not forbid that any News be made, 

But that t be printed; for when News is printed, 

It leaves, Sir, to be News while tis but written 
Fit. Tho' it be ne'er fo falſe, it runs News ſtill. 
P. jun. See divers Mens Opinions! unto ſome, 

The very printing of em makes them News ; 

That ha' not the Heart to believe any thing, 

But what they ſee in print. 

Fir. I, that's an Error „ 

Has abus'd many; but we ſhall reform it, 

As many things beſide (we have a hope) 

Are crept among the popular Abuſeeo sn. 
Cym. Nor ſhall the Stationer cheat upon the Time, 

By buttering over again e 
Fit. Once in ſeven Years, 

As the Age doat ? . 

m. And grows forgetful o' them, 
His antiquated Pampblets, with new Dates. 
But all ſhall come from the Mint. 
Fit. Freſh and new ſtampd. 
Cym. With the Ofice- Seal, Staple- Commodity. 
Fit. And if a Man will aſſure his News, he may; 


Two - pence a Sheet he ſhall be warranted, 
And have a Policy for't. . 


P. jun. Sir, l admire | RY 
The Method o' your Place; all things within't 
Are ſo digeſted, fitted, and compoxs'd, 

As it ſhews Wit had married Ord, 5 

Fit. Sir. ; 


Om. The boſt we could to invite the Times, 


Ft, 
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Fit. It has 
Coſt Sweat and Freezing. 
Gm. And ſome broken Sleeps, 


Before it came to this. 
P. jun. I eaſily think it. 
Fit. But now it has the Shape 
Cym. And is come forth. 5 
P. jun. A moſt polite neat thing, with all the Limbs, 
As Senſe can taſte! „„ 5 
Cym. It is, Sir, though I ſay it, 
As well-begotten a Buſineſs, and as fairly 
Helpt to the World. TOO 
P. jun. You muſt be a Mid-wife, Sir, 
Or elſe the Son of a Midwife, (pray you pardon me) 
Have helpt it forth ſo happily! What News ha' you? 
News o' this Morning? I would fain hear ſome 
Freſh from the Forge, (as new as Day, as they ſay.) 
m. And ſuch we have, Sir. bY 
Reg Shew him the laſt Roll, 
f Emiſary Weſtminſter's, the Heir. 
P. jun. Come nearer, Thom. 
Cle, There 1s a brave young Herr 
Is come of Age this Morning, Mr. Penny-boy, 
P. jun. That's I! [ Penny rejoyceth that he is in. 
Cle. His Father died on this Day Seven- night. 
P. jun. True! | - 


O 


Cle. At Sixo' the Clock i the Morning, juſt a Week 


E're he was One and Twenty. | 
P. jun. I am here, Thom [Tells Thom of it. 
Proceed, I pray thee. 
Cle. An old Canting Beggar | 
Brought him firſt News, whom he has entertain'd 
To follow him ſince. | 
P. jun. Why, you ſhall ſee him! Founder. 
2 en. 
Come in; no Follower, but Companion: 1 
I pray thee put him in, Friend; there's an Angel! 
þ N [ Be gives the Clerk. 


Thou 
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Thou doſt not know, he's a wiſe old Fellow, 
Tho” he ſeem patch'd thus, and made up o Pieces. 
Founder, we are in here, in, i' the News-Office ! 
In this Day's Roll already! I do muſe „ 
How you came by us, Sirs! | 
0m. One Maſter Pick-lock, _ 
A Lawyer that hath purchas'd here a Place 
This Morning of an Emiſſary under me. oy, 
Fit. Emiſſary Weſtminſter. | 
m. Gave it into th* Office 
Fit. For his Eſſay, his Piece. 
P. jun. My Man o' Law 
He's my Attorney, and Sollicitor too! 
A fine Pragmatick | what's his Place worth? 
Cym, A Nemo-ſcit, Sir. 2 
Fit. *Tis as News come in. | 2] 
m. And as they are iſſued. I have the juſt Moiety 
For my part: Then the other Moiety 
Is parted into Seven : The Four Emiſſaries, 
W hereof my Couſin Fitton here's for Court, 
Ambler for Paul's, and Bux for the Exchange, 
Pick-lock for Weſtminſter, with the Examiner, 
And Regiſter, they have full Parts: And then one Part 
Is under-parted to a Couple of Clerks 
And there's the juſt Diviſion of the Profits, 
P. jun. Ha' you thoſe Clerks, Sir? 
m. There is one Desk empty, 
But it has many Suitors. 85 
P. jun. Sir, may I | | 
Preſent one more, and carry it, if his Parts 
Or Gifts, (which you will call *em) 
cm. Be ſufficient, Sir. | 
P. jun. What are your preſent Clerk's Habilities ? 
How is he qualified? 
9m. A decay'd Stationer 
He was, but knows News well, can fort and rank em. 
Fit. And for a Need can make em. 
cm. True Paul's bred, 5 
'the 
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V the Church 283 
P. jun. Aud this at the Weſt Door 
O' th' other Side; he's my Barber, Thom, 


A pretty Scholar, and a Maſter of Arts, 


Was made, or went out Maſter of Arts in a Throng 


At the Univerſity; as before, one Chriſtmas, 
He got into a Maſque at Court, by his Wit, 


And the good means of his Cyzbern, holding up thus 
For one o the Mick: He's a nimble Fellow, 
And alike skill'd in every Liberal Science, 
As ar, certain Snaps of all; a neat 5: 

ein in forging Mews toe: I do love him; 


m. Fifty Pounds, Sir. 
P. jun. Get in, Thom, take Poſſ:ſon, I inſtal thee, 


Here, tell your Money: Give thee Joy, good Thom; 


[ He buys Thom à Clerk's Place, 


And let me hear from thee every Minute of News, 


While the New Staple ſtands, or the Office laſts, 


Which I do wiſh may ne'er be leſs, for thy ſake, 


Cle. The Emiſaries, Sir, would ſpeak with you, 
And Maſter Fitton; they have brought in OS 
Three Bale together. | | 

m. Sir, you are welcome here. 

llbey rale leave of ce e and Canter 
Fit. So is your Creature. 
Cym, Buſineſs calls us off, Sir, 


| That may concern the Office. 


P. Jun. Keep me fair, Sir, 
Still your Sraple ; I am here your Friend, - 


On the ſame Floor. 


Fit. We ſhall be your Servants. 

P. jun. How doſt thou like it, Founder? 

P. Ca. All is well, 
But that your Man o Law, methinks, avpears:r not 
In his due time. O! here comes Maſter s Worſhip. 


SCENE 


. 0 


Picklocks — jun. 7. cue. 3 youre” > 4 


Pl. How does the Heir, bright Maſter Per n 
Is he awake yet in his Oue and Twenty? - 
Why, this is better far, than to wear Cypreſs, 
Dull ſmutting Gloves, or melancholy: Blacks, 
And have a Pair of een er nee | 


Ly out like Labels. 
Pi. jun, I ſhould ha? made ſhift 
To have laught as heartily in my Ader 5 e, 
As in this Suit, if it had pleas'd my Father 
To have been buried with the Trumpeters. 5 
Pic. The Herald of Arms, e nn an | 95 5 
P; jun. I mean, F 
All noiſe that is ſuperfluous? 2s 
2 All that: idle Pomp. „„ Ay bes 
And Vanity of a Tomb- ſtone, your wiſe Father. 
Did by his Will prevent. Your Worſhip had — 
P. jun. Aloving and obedient Father of him, 
I know it; a right kind-natur' 4 3 Ke OY 
To die ſo opportune7. 1 1 en 363 
Pic. And to ſettle | 
All things ſo. well; gdmponnded for your wee) 
The Week afote, and leſt yaur State entire, 0 
Without any charge upon rt. 
P. jun. I muſt needs ſa r, AG bs 
11oſtan Officer of him, a fed, Bail, 1 TOE 
And I ſhall want him: but all peace be with la, 
I will not wiſh hint alive again, not I, 
For all my Fortune, Give your Worthip'j joy.” 
O' your new Place, your ann, [4 
I the News Office. 
Pic. Know you why 1 bought it Sir?. 
P, jun. Not I. 
Pic. To work for you, and cury A Mine” 
Vol. IV. N L. Anda 
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Againſt the Maſter of ir, Maſter Cymbal, 
Who hath a Rot upon a Gentlewoman 


Was once defiFn'd for you, Sir. 
WM nt 


Pic. Your Father, 


Old Maſter Penny - boy, of happy Memory, 


And Wiſdom too, as any i' the County, 
Careful to find out a fit Match for you, 
In his own Life-time, (but he was prevented) 
Left it in Writing in a Scheduls here, 
To be annexed to his Will, That you, 
His only Son, upon his Charge and Bleſſing, 
Should take due Notice of a Gentlewoman 
Sojourning with your Uncle, Richer Penny- boy. 
P, jun. A Corniſo Gentlewoman, I do know her, 
Miſtreſs Pecunia Do-all, e 4 
Pic. A great Lady, OT Tong 
Indeed ſhe is, and not of mortal Race, 1 
Infants of the Mines; her Grace's Grandfather 
Was Duke, and Couſin to the King of Ophyr, 
The Subterranean. Let that paſs. Her Name is 
Or rather, her three Names are (for ſuch ſhe is) 
Aurelia Clara Pecunia, a great Princeſs, 
Of mighty Power, though ſne live in private, 


With a contracted Family ! Her Secretary —— 


P. Ca. W ho is her Gentleman-Uſper too. 
Pic. One 1]. . di 

And then two Gentlewamen, Miſtreſs Statute 

And Miſtreſs Band, with Wax the Chamber maid, 

And Mother Mortgage the old Nurſe, two Groom, 

Pawn and his Fellow: You have not many to bribe, Sir. 

The Work is feaſible, and th' Approaches eafie, 

By your own Kindred, Now, Sir, Cymbal thinks, 


The Maſter here, and Governor o' the Staple, + 


By his fine Arts, and Pomp of his great Place, 

To draw her! He conc'u.es, the is a Woman! 
And that fo ſoon as ſh' hears of the New Office, 
She'll come to viſit it, as they all have Longings 


P. rſon, 
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Perſon, and Bravery, muſt atchieve her. 1235 
P. Ca. She is 5 e | 
The Talk o' the Time! th' Adventure o the Age. 

Pic. You cannot put your ſelf upen an Action 

Of more Importance. . 
P. Ca. All the World are Suitors to her. 

Pic. All Sorts of Men, and all Profeflions ! 5 
P. Ca. You ſhall have Stall- fed Doctors, cramm'd Di- 
Make Love to her, and with thoſe ſtudied | vines, 
And perfum'd Flatterics, as no Room can ſtink 
More elegant, than where they arme. 

Pic. Well chanted; | 
Old Canter, thou fing'ſt true. 

P. Ca. And (by your Leave) 

Good Maſters Worſhip, ſome of your Velvet Coat 
Make corpulent Curt'ſies to her, till they crack fort 
Pic. There's Doctor Almanac woos her, one of the 
A fine Phyſician. [ Jeerers, 

P. Ca. Your Sea - Captain, Shunfiell, 
Gives out, he'll go upon the Cannon for her. 

Pic Tho' his loud Mouthing get him little Credit. 

p. ca. Young Maſter Pied-mantls, the fine Herald, 

Profeſſes to derive her through all Ages, 
From all the Kings and Queens that ever were: 

Pic. And Maſter Madrigal, the crowned Poet 
Of theſe our Times, doth offer at her Praiſes 
As fair as any, when it ſhall pleaſe Apollon 
That Wir and Rhime may meet both in one Subjecł. 

P. Ca. And you to bear her from all theſe, it will be- 

Pic. A Work of Fame. £7 

P. Ca. Of Honour. 

Pic. Celebration. ; 

P. Ca. Worthy your Name. | 
Pic. The Penny boys to live in't. 55 

P. Ca. It is an Action you were built fot; Sits 

Pir. And none but you tan do it. 
P. jun. P\l undertake it. | N 
P. G4, And carry it; 55 BE 
V Li P. an. 
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P. jun. Fear me not; for ſince I came 
Of mature age, I have had a certain ich 
In my right eye, this corner here, do you cee 
To do ſome work, and worthy of a Cbronicis. 


The F irſt Intermean after the F irſt 4. 


Mirth. Hen, VW now, G how does the Play pleaſe 
nou? _ 

Cenſure. Very ſenrvidy, matbinkty and. lat 
naug ht. 

Expectation. As 4 Body would wi 02 Here's nothing 
but « Joung Prodigal come of age, who makes much of the 
Barber, buys him a Place in a New Office, # the dir, 
1 know not where, and bis Man o Law to follow him, 
with the Be 7015 1 boot, and they rwo help him to aWife, 

irth. J, ſbe is a proper Piece! that Fſuch Creatures can 
brokg for. 

Tattle. I cannot abide that naſty. Fellow the Beggar; if 
he had been 4 Court-Beggar in good Cloaths, 4 Beggar in 
Velver, as they ſay, I could have endur'd him, 

- Mirth. Or a. begging Scholar in black, or one of theſe 
beggarly Poets, Gyſ/ip, that world hang upon 4 young Heir 
7 a Horſeleech. 

Expcctation. Or 4 threadbar Doctor of Phylick, « 
poor Quackſalver. 

Cenſure. Or a Sea - Captain half fred. c 

Mirth. J, theſe were tolerable Beggars, Beggars ” 
faſhion ! You ſhall ſee ſome ſuch anon. 

Tattle. 7 world fain ſee the Fool, Gf i; the F ool is 
the fineſt Man i the Company, they far, and has all- the 
Wit: He is the very Juſtice o' Peace o“ the Play, and can 
commit whom he will, and what he will, Errour, Abſur- 
dry, as the toy takes him, and yo Man fans Black is his 
Eye, but laugh at him. | 

5 reh. But they ha' no F ool /? ehis Ply, 1 am afraid, 
"Grip. | 
2 IA wiſe Pla) then. F 
| | Fo 0 OY 


* 
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Expectalion. They are all Fools, the rather, in that. 
Ceuſure. Like enough. UNE Bo ann we þ be 


Tattle. My Huiband (Timothy Tattle, God reſt his 


poor Soul) was wont to ſay, There was no Play without 


a Fool and a Devil iat; he was for the Devil ſtill, 


God bleſs him. The Devil for his Mony, would he ſay, 


I would fain ſee the Devil. And u would you ſo fain 


ſee the Devil? would 1 ſay. Becauſe he has Horns, Wife, 


and may be a Cutkold as well as a Devil, he would ans 
ſwer. Ton are &en ſuch another, Huiband, quoth I, Was 


the Devil ever married? Where do you read, the Devil 


was ever ſo honourable to commit Matrimony ? The Play 
vill tell us that, ſays he, we'll go ſee't to morrow, The De- 
vil is an Aſs. He is an errant learn'd Man that made it, 
and can write, they ſay, and I am fouly aeceiv'd but he 
ran Yon . PV a WO Ly 

Mirth. I remember it, Goſſip; I went with you, by 


the ſame token Mrs. Trouble Truth diſſuaded us, and 


told us he was à profane Poet, and all his Plays had De- 


vils in them: That he kept School apo the Stage, could con- 


jure there, above the School of Weſtminſter, and Do lor 
Lamb too: Nor a Play he made, batchad à Devil in it: 
And that he would learn us all to make aur Husbands Cuc- 


holds at Plays: By anather token, that a young married 


Wife i' the Company ſaid, ſhe could find in her heart to ſteal 
thither, and ſee a little o“ the Vanity through her Matt, 
and come prattiſe at home. | | 
Tattle. O, it was Miſtreſs 


F 


5 


„ . 8 
E xpectation. But was the Devil a proper Man, Goſſip 
Mirth. As fine 4 Gentleman of his Inches as ever I [aw 


truſted to the Stage, or any where elſe; and lov'd the Com 


momucalth as well as &er a Patriot of em all: He ould 
carry away the Vice on his bach, quick to Hell, in every 
Play where he came, and reform Abuſes. | | 
xpectation. There was the Devil of Edmonton, 10 
ſuch Man; I warrant you. N | 


Lt Cenſure. 


— 


Mirth. Nay, Goſſip, { name no body. It May be'twas 
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 Cenſure. The Conjurer coſen'd him with a, Candle“ 
end; he was an Aſi. ES = 
Mirth. But there was one Smug, 4 Smith, mould have 
made a Horſe laugh, and broke his Halter, as they ſay. 

Tattle. O, but the poor Man had got a ſbremd miſ- 
chance one dag. 8 
Expectation. How, Gaſs? : TE on 

Tattle. He had dreſt a Rogny Jade i the ene f; that 
had the Staggers, and had got ſuch a ſpice of em himſelf 
by noon, as they wonld not away all the Play-time, do what 

e could for his heart, 2 

Mirth, Tas his Part, Goſſip; he was 10 be drunk by 

his Part. , a. 

Tattle. Cay you ſo? I underſtood not ſo much. 


Expectation. Would we had ſuch another Part, and 
ſuch a Man in this Play. I fear *twill be an excellent dull 


* 
Cenſure. Expect, intend it. 


ACT.IL SCENE I. 


7 ennye boy Sen. P ecunia, Mor 4 gages Statute, Band, 


Broker, 


- 


P. ſen, e Grace is fad, methinks, and melan- 
. T Sy. - 
You do nat look upon me with that Face 

As you were wont, my Goddeſs, bright Pecunia: 


Altho' your Grace be faln, of Two i” the Hundred, 
In vulgar Eſtimation; yet am 1 | 


Your Grace's Servant till; and teach this Body 


To bend, and theſe my ages Knees to buckle, _ 
In. Adoration, and juſt Worſhip of you. 


Indeed, I do confeſs, 1 have no ſhape 
To make a Minion o“, but Pm your Martyr, 
Your Grace's Martyr, I can hear the Rogues, 


. As 


— 
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As I do walk the Streets, whiſper and point, 
There goes old Penny-boy, the Slave of Money, 
Rich Penm- boy, Lady Pecunia's Drudge, „ 
A ſordid Raſcal, one that never made . 
. in his Sleep, but ſells che Acates are ſent 
Fiſh, Fowl, and Veniſon, and preſerves himſelf, . 
Like an old hoary Rat, with mouldy Pye-Cruft. 
This I do hear, rejoycing I can ſuffer : _ 

This, and much more for your good Grace's fake. _ 
Peiec. Why do you ſo, my Guardian? I not bid you; 
Cannot my Grace be gotten, and held too, 
Without your Self- tormentings and your Watches, 
Yaur macerating of your body thus ES 
With Cares and Scantings of your Diet and Reſt? _ 
P. ſen. O no, your Services, my Princely Lady, 
Cannot with too much zeal of Kites be done, 

They are ſo ſacred. | „ 
Pec. But my Reputation 55 
May ſuffer, and the Worſhip of my Famil, 
When by fo ſervile means they both are ſought. 

P. ſen, You are a noble, young, free, gracious Lady, 
And would be every bodies, in your Bounty, 
But you muſt not be ſo. They are a fe 
That know your Merit, Lady, and can value*r. 

Your ſelf ſcarce underſtands your proper Powers, 
They are All. mighiy, and that we your Servants, . 
That have the Honour here to ſtand ſo near you, 
Know, and can uſe too. All this Nethereworld 

Is yours, you command it, and do ſway it, 

The Honour of it, and the Honeſty, 

The Reputation, I, and the Religion, 

(I was.about to ſay, and had not err'd) 

Is Queen Pecunia's. For that Stile is yours, 

If Mortals knew your. Grace, os their own good, 

Mor. Pleaſe your Grace to, etire, 

' Run, | fear your Gra, © 

Hath ta en too much of the ſharp. Alps, E 
5 ; * L 4. : P ec, b 


| 


1 
[ 
| 
i 
; 
j 
{ 
' 
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Pec. o, . 
I could endure to take a great "es more 
17250 with my Conſtitution) were it leſt Zo art + 
nto my choice; what think you of it, Statute} 
Sta. A little now and then does well, and keeps 
Your Grace in your Compl: xion. 
Ban. And true Temper. + 
Mor. But too much, ee may encreaſe cold 
Rheumes, © 
Nouriſh Catarrhs, Green Sickneſſes, and bene, 
And put you in Conſumption. 
., [on. Beſt cd take 
Advicg of your grave Women, Noble Madam," 5 
* They Know the State o your Body, and ha Radio * 
Your Grace's Health, 
Ban. And Honour. Here'll be Viſirants, 
Or Suirors by and by; and 'tis not A 2 5 
They find you here. | 
Sta. Twill make your Grace too cheap” 
To give them Audience preſently. 
Mor. Leave your Secretary | 
To anſwer them. 1 


Pec. Wait you ere, Broker, 
Bro, | ſhall, Madam, 


And do Fore Grace 3 Truſts with diligence, ' 


— K m ee 
* 


=; 
CS 
$- 


— — . ̃—⏑—7§«——ß18irr? . ——— — 
- 1 


— m ˙ EIA 6s 


S CEN E II. 
Pied: Mantle, TRIES 2 ſn, 


pie. What luck s this? I am come an Inch too late, 


Do you hear, Sir? Is your Wonthip'* 0' the W 
Vnto the Lady Pecunia? 


Bro. | ſerve her Grace, Sir, 
Aurelia Clara Pecunia, the Infant. 
Pie. Has ſhe all thoſe Titles, and her Grace beſides? 
1 mult correct that 1 gnorance and Overſight, 
x Before 


* 
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Before I do preſenk. Sir, I have drawn 3 
A Pedigree for her Grace, tho 95 A Notte „ 
In that ſo noble Stud). e „ 
Bro. A Herald at 'Arms? * : 
- Pie, No, Sir, a purpbals, ny Nun is 2 1 
Bro, Good Maſter Pyed- mantle. 
Pie, I have deducd her: SD 
Bro. From all the Spaniſh" Mines in the N 22 * 
1 hope; for ſhe comes that way by her Mother, 
But by her Grandmother {he's Datthe/3 of Mine, 
Die. From Man's Crearivn 1 have brought her. 
Bro, No fartherr _— 
Before, Sir, long before, you have done nothiri yells, 
Your Mines were before Adam, ſearch your Ofc ce, 
Roll Five and Twenty, you will find it fo. 
1 ſee you are but a N ovice, Maſter I Ys: 

f you had not told me fo: 
Pie. Sir, an Apprentice © , 
In Armoiry. I have read the Natel DT 1 95 
And Accidence, and all the leading Books; 1 8 8 

And I have now upon me a great ambition f 
How to be brought to her Grace, tod xkiſs her ks 


Bro. Why, if you have acquaintance with Miftteſs 
Statute, © 


Or Miſtreſs Band, my Lady 8 e 
They can induce you. One is a Fudge's Daughter, 
But ſome what ſtately; th other, Milk ef Band, 
Her Father's but a S:rivezer, bur ſhe can 
Almoſt as much with my Lad) as the other, 
Eſpecially if Roſe Wax the Chambermaid 
Be willing, Do you not know her, Sir, neither? 5 
Pie. No, in troth, Sir. 5 
+ Bro, She's a good pliant Wench, i 
And eaſie to be wrought, Sir; but the Nurſe 
Old Mother Mortgage, if you have a Tenement, 
Or ſuch a Morſel, tho' ſhe have no Teeth, 
Ohe loves a Sweet- Meat, any thing that melts 
In her warm Gun 855 could command it for you 


On 
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On ſuch a trifle, a toy. Sir, you may ſee 
How for your Love, and this ſo pure Complexion, 
(A perfect Sanguine) I ha 9 thus, 1 
The ſtraining of a Ward, opening a Door 
Into the Secrets of our Family. 
Pic. | pray you let me know, Sir, unto whom 
I am ſo much beholden; but your name. 
Bro. My name is Broker ; I am Secretary 
And Uſher to her Grac, 
Pie. Good Maſter Broker ! 
Bro. Good Maſter Pied. mantle. 
Pie. Why, you could do mes 8 
If you would, now, this Favour of your ſeſf. 
Bro. Truly I think I could; but if I would, 
I hardly ſhould, without, or Miſtreſs Band, 
Or Miſtreſs Statute, pleaſe to appear in ir. 
Or the good Nwr/e I told you of, Miſtreſs Aortgage. 
We know our places here, we mingle noc 
One in another's Sphere, but all move orderly 
In our own Orbs; yet we are all Concentricks. 
Pie. Well, Sir, F11 wait a better Seaſon. 
Bro. Do, | 1 5 
And ſtudy the right means; get Miſtreſs Ban 
To urge on your behalf, or little Fax. 
| [Broker makes 4 mouth at him. 
Pie, I have a hope, Sir, that I may, by chance, 
Light on her Grace, as ſhe's taking the Air. 
Bro. That Air of Hope has blaſted many an airy 
Of Caſtrils like your ſelf, good Maſter Pied-mantle. 
| 5 He jeers him again. 
P. ſen, Well ſaid, Mr. Secretary, I ſtood behind 
TL [01d Penny- boy leaps. 
And heard thee all. 1 honour thy Diſpatches. 4 
If they be rude, untrained in our Method, 
And have not ſtudied the Rule, diſmiſs em quickly. 
Where's Lick. finger my Cook, that unctuous Raſcal? 
He'll never keep his Hour, that Veſſel of Kitchen- 


ſtuff! 
h SCENE 
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„ En 
| Broker, Penny-hoy ſen. Lick- er. | 


Bro. Here he is come, Sir. 
P. ſen. Pox upon him, Kidney, 
Always too late! - | 

Lic. To with em you, I confeſs, 
That ha' them already. | 

P: M What? 

Lic. The Pox! | 
P. ſen. The Piles | 
The Plague, and all Diſcaſes light on him, 
Knows not to keep his word. I'd keep my word, ſure! 
I hate that Man that will not keep his word. 

When did I break my word? | 
Lic. Or I, till now. 
And tis but half an Hour. 
P. ſen. Half a Year, 
lo me, that ſtands upon a Minute of Time. 
I am a juſt Man, I love ftill to be juſt. 

Lic. Why, you think I can run like light- foot Ralph, 
Or keep a Wheel-barrow with a Sail in Town here, 
To whirl me to you. I have loſt two Stone 
Of Suet i' the Service, poſting hither: 
You might have followed me like a Watering-pot, 
And ſeen the Knots 1 made along the Street; 

My Face dropt like the Skimmer in a Fritter-pan, 
And my whole Body is yet (to ſay the Truth) _ 
A roaſted Pound of Butter, with grated Bread in't! 

He ſweeps his Face, 

P. ſen. Believe you he that liſt; you ſtaid of purpoſe 
To have my Veniſon ſtink, and my Fowl mortified, 
That you might ha' 'em — _ i 
Lie. A Shilling or two cheaper, 
That's your Jealouſie. . 

P. ſen, Perhaps it is. 


Will 
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Will you go ing and view, and value all? 
Yonder is Veniſon ſent me, Fowl, and Fiſh, 
In ſuch abundance, I am ſick to ce nl.” 
I wonder what they mean! 1 ha' told *em of it] 
To burden a weak Stomach, and provoke _ 
A dying Appetite! thruſt a Sin upon me 
Ine'er was guilty of! nothing but Gluttony! 
Groſs Glutrony ! that will undo this Land! 
Lic. And bating Two i'the Hundred. 
P. ſen, I, that fame s 
A crying Sin, a fearful damn'd Device, 
Eats up the Poor, devours * e 
Lie, Sir, take heed | 
What you give out. 
P. ſen, Againſt your grave great Golm! 7 
Numæ Pompilii, they that made that Lam? 
To take away the Poor's Inheritance: 
It was their Portion; I will ſtand tot: 
And they have robb'd em of it, plainly robb'd emz 
I fill am a juſt Man, I tell the Truth. 
When Moneys went at Ten i the Hundred, I, 
And ſuch as I, the Servants of Pecunia, 
Could ſpare the Poor Two out of Ten, and did it; 
How fay you, Broker? 
(Lic. Ask your Eccho.) 
Bro. You did it. 
P. ſen, 1 am for Juſtice; When did I leave Juſtice 
No knew 'twas theirs, they had 9 55 FUP tot. 
o. 
Lie. Vou can ſpare em nothing. 
P. ſen, Very little. | 
Lic. As good as nothing. 
P. ſen. They have bound our Hands 
With their wiſe ſolemn Act, ſhortned our Arms. 
Lic. Beware thoſe worſhipful Ears, Sir, be not ſhortned, 
And you play Crop i' the Fleez, if you uſe this Licence. 
P. ſen. What Licence, Knave, Informer? ” 
Lic. I am Lick: Anger, your Cook. 


P ſen. 
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P. ſon. A ſamey Fack you are, aber 7 ne 6 

What ſaid 1, Broker ? | | 

Bro. Nothing that I heard, Sir. 
Lic. 1 know his Gift, he el when OY 
p. ſen. Ha' you provided me my Buſhel of Eggs | - 

I did beſpeak? I do not care. how ſtale 

Or ſtinking that they be; ler em be rotten: 

For Ammunition. here, to. pelt the e er nt 
That break my Windows. ee 
Lic. Ves, Sir, I ha' ſpar d 2m 

Out of the Cultard-politick For _ the Mayar' 

P. ſen. Tis well; go in, take hence all that oy. 

Make what you can of it, your beſt; and when. 


I have Friends that I invite at home, provide Me. 
Such, ſuch, and ſuch a Diſh, as L be peak; 


0 
: 
-_ 
N 
2 j 
* 
1 
OY 


4 
E 
2 
| 


One at « time, no Superfluity. . = 
Or if you have it not, return me un 3 58 
| You know my ways. | 
Lic. They are a little crogked,” | FF “„ 
P. ſen. How, Knave? | 1 | 
Lic. Becauſe you do indent. . Wi wth et. 
E. (an. Dinar, e, i 
Ido indent you ſhall return me Money. | 
Lic. Rather than Meat, | know it: you ſtill. 
P. ſen. I love it ſtill. And therefore 11 55 pend 
The Red Deer Pies i your Houſe, or ſellꝰe by Sir, 
Caſt ſo, that I may have their Coffins all 
Return'd here, and pil'd up: I ee be thought | 
To keep ſome kind of Houle. . 
Lic. By the mouldy Signs? 
P. ſen. And then remember Meat for u my _ Dogs: 
Fat es of Mutton, Kidneys, Rumps of Veal, 
Good plenteous Scraps; my Maid ſhall eat the Relicks. 


14 2 11 ds 


Lic. When you and your Dogs have din'd. Aſweer 4 
Reverſion. | 5 f 

P. ſen. Who's here ? my Curtier, and my little Doftor? 
My Au uſter. Maſter? And what g's $ that 
They have NONE to Pt 


- Bro. 
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| Bro, I know not, ſome green Plover; 
In find him out. 


P. ſon. Do, for 1 know the reſt: 
| They arc e the Jeerers, mocking, flouting LY 


SCENE IV. 


Fitton, Peng: «boy ſen. Almanack, Shunfield, 
Lick: nger, Broker. 


Fit. How now, old * ? w are Comes 
P. jun. To jeer me, 
As you were wont, I know you: 
Alm. No, to give thee 
Some good Security, and ſee Treinia. 
P. fs en, What is't? | 
Fi. Our ſelves, 
Alm. We'll be one — for anothet. 
Fit. This noble Doctor here. 
Alm. This worthy Courtier, © 
Fit, This Man o War, he was our Muſter- -maſter, 
Alm. But a Sea-captain now, brave Captain Shunfield. 
[He bolds up his Noſe. 
Shun. You ſnuff the Air now, has the Scent diſpleas'd 
you? ſound. 
Fit. Thou need'ſt not fear bim Man, his Credit is 
Alm. And ſeaſon'd too, ſince he took Salt at Seca. 
P. ſen, I do not love pickled Security; 
Would 1 had one 0 ood Freſh-man in for all: 
For truth is, you three ſtink, E 
 S$8hun. You are a Rogue. 
P. ſen. I think I amy but 1 will lend no ie 
On that Security, Captain. 
Alm. Here's a Gentleman, 
A Freſh-man i' the World, one Maſter Madrigal. | 
Fit. Of anuntainted Credit; what ſay you to him? 
[Madrigal fps aſide with Broker. 
Shun. He' $ gone, methinks3 wheres he h ? 
n. 


auer. 
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p. en, H has an odd finging Name: is he an Heir? 
Fit. An Heir to a fair Fortune 
Alm. And full Hopes: 
A dainty Scholar, and a pretty Par! 4 
Pi. ſen. V've ſaid enough. I ha'no Many, Gentlemen, 
An he 80 to t in Rhyme, once, not a Penny. 
[Ee ſnuff again. 
Sn. Why, he's of Years, though he have little 
Bear 
P. ſen. His Beard has time to grow. I have no Money. 
Let him ſtill dabble in Poetry. No Pecunia 
k to be ſeen. Alm. Come, thou lov'ſt to be coltive 
Still i' thy Curt'fiez but I have a Pill, 
A golden Pill, to purge away this Melancholy. 


* Tis nothing but his N o' the a 
e, 


With his two drowſie Dogs, 
Fit. A Drench of Sack 
At a good Tavern, and 4 fine freſh Pullet, 
Would cure him. 
Lic. Nothing but a young Heir in White-broth; 
| I know his Diet better than the Doctor. 
Shun. W bat, Lick finger? mine old Hoſt WP Rug 
Vou ha' ſome Market here. | 
Alm. Some Doſler of Fiſh 
Or Fowl to fetch off. 
Fit. An odd Bargain « of Veniſon | 
To drive. | 
P. ſen. Will you go in, Knave? 
Lic, I muſt needs, 
You ſee who drives me, Gentlemen: | 
Alm. Nor the Devil. | 
Fit. He may in time, he is his Agent Gam... 
| [Penny-boy thruſts him in. 
P. ſen. Yeu are all cogging Fachs, a Covey o Wits, 
The Jeerers, that ſtill call together at Meals: | 
Or rather an Airy; for you are Birds of Prey, 
And fly at all; ra too * or N for you. uw 
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And are ſo truly fear d, but not belov 4 2 
One of another, as no one dares break 
Company from the reſt, leſt. a ould fall 
Upon him abſent. 
Alm. Ol the only Oratle | 

That ever  peep'd or ſpake out wg a br. ws. 
Sun. FOO the Rogue ſtinks, worſe rien a Fiſhs | 

monger s Slesves! 17 At 

Ef. 0e Gim ten N CO Fo ft 8 
Sbun. And ſuch a par · boil d Viſage! 8 
Fit. His Face looks, Mg: a Dier's — Dey; 5 

F Al, A ſoglden Head, ang. his whole Brain a Poſe, 

et. oY e ao 
7 I; wk ycu jeer cer, on; 1 have no Money, 
I wond er wht, een W 
Hit. No certain Species ſure! A kind of Mule! 
That's half an Erhnick, half a Chriſtian!  - 
P. ſen. 1 have no Money, Geatlemes:. | 
Shun. This Stock | 

He has no ſenſe of any virtue, e 

Gentry, or Merit. enyoy d ö mi 11 
P. ſen. Vou ſay very rights, 14. 

My meritorious Captain, (as 1 take it ly. 

Merit will keep no Houle, nor pe eHub, 

Will Miſtreſs Merit go to Marker, think you, 

Set on the Por, or feed the Family 

Will Gentiy clear with the Butcher, c or the Baker? 

Fetch in a Pheaſant, or a Brace of Partridges, 

From Goodwife Poulter, for my Lady's rer, | 
Fit. See! this pure Rogue! 1 ; 
P. ſen. This Rogue has Money though; 

My worſhipful brave Courtier has no Moneys 

No, nor my valiant Captain. 
Gn Hang you, Raſcal. 

en. Nor you, my learned Doctor. I -lov'd;you 
wi bile you did hold your Practice, and kill Tripe- wives, 

And bo you to your Urinal; but ſince your Thumbs 

Have greas'd the anette a Figures, + PX 

n 


1 7 


e 1 eie 55 


The Staple of News, 177 
And turning over for your Candle-rents; 
And your Twelve Houſes in the Zadiack, 
With your Almutens, Alma Cantaras. 
Troth you ſhall cant alone for Penny-boy. - 
Shun. I told you what we ſhould find Macs a meer 
Fit. A Rogue, a Cheater.  [Bayd, 
p. ſen. What you pleaſe, Gentlemen: 5 
1 am of that humble Nature and Condition, | 
Never to mind your Worſhips, or take notice 
Of what you throw away thus. I keep Houſe here 
ike a lame Cobler, never our of doors, © 
With my two Dogs, my Friends; and (as you ſay) 
Drive a quick pretty Trade ſtill, 1 get Money: 
And as for Titles, be they Rogue, or Raſcal, „ 
Or what your Worſhips fancy, let em paſs, x 
As tranſitory things; they're mine to day, 
And yours to morrow. 
Alm. Hang thee, Dog; | 
Shun, Thou Cur, | 
P. ſen. You ſee how 1 do bluſh, 4 am und 
Of theſe large Attributes? Vet you've no Money, 
Alm. Well Wolf, Hyena, you old pocky —_— 
You will ha' the Hernia fall down again 
Into your Scrozum, and I ſhall be ſent for. 
I will remember then, that, and your Fiſtula 
In and, I cur'd you of. 
P. ſen. Thank your Dog · leech craft: 
They were holeſome Piles, afore you meddl'd with em; 
Alm, What an ungrateful Wretch is Ae 
Sun. He minds 
A Courteſie no more, than Londnebridge. 
What Arch was mended laſt, 
Fit. He never thinks, 
More than a Log, of any Grace at Court 
A Man may do him; or that ſuch a . 
Reach'd him his Hand. 
P. ſen. O yes! if Grace would ſtrike 
The Brewer's Tally, or my 6551 * Hand 
. Would 


Would quit the Scores. But, Sir, they will not do i” 


Here's a Piece, my good Lord Piece, doth all; 
Goes to the Butchers, fetches in a Muttonz 
Then to the Bakers, brings in Bread, makes Fires, 
Gets Wine, and does more real Courteſies 
Than all my Lords 1 know: My ſweet Lord Piece! 
You are my Lord, the reſt are cogging Facks, 
Under the Roſe, Ho, 3 

Shan. Rogue, I could beat you now. 
P. ſen. True, Captain, if you durſt beat any other, 
1 ſhould believe you; but indeed you are hungry; 
You are not angry, Captain, if I know you - 
Aright, good Captain. No Pecunia : 
Is to be ſeen, though Miſtreſs Band would ſpeak, 
Or little Bluſhet- Wax be ne er fo eaſie; | 
I'll ſtop mine Ears with her, againſt the Syrens, - 
Court, and Philoſophy. God be wi' you, Gentlemen, 
Provide you better Names, Pecunia is for you. 

Fir. What a damn'd Haipy it is! Where's Madrigal? 
Is he ſneak'd hence? © 5 


Shun. Here he comes with Broker, [Madr. return. 


Pecunia's Secretary. - 
Alm. He may do ſome good „ 
With him perhaps. Where ha' you been, Madrigal? 
Mad. Above, with my Lady's Women reading Verſes. 


Fit. That was a Favour, Good morrow, Mr. Secretary. 


Shun, Good morrow, Mr. Uſher. 

Alm. Sir, by both 2” 
Your worſhipful Titles, and your Name, Mas Broker, 

Mad, I did ask him if he were | 
Amphibion Broker. +. 

Shun, Why? = 

Alm. A Creature of two Natures, 
Becauſe he has two Offices, 8 
Bro. You may jeer, : 
You ha'the Wits, young Gentlem 


en: But your hope 
1 4 Of 
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Of Hylicon will never carry it here, SS 
With our fat Family; we ha' the dulleſt, 
Moſt unbor'd Ears for Verſe amongſt our Females 
I griev'd you read ſo long, Sir; old Nurſe Mortgage 
She ſnoar'd i* the Chair, and Sratute (if you mark d her 
Fell faſt aſleep, and Miſtreſs Band ſhe nodded, 
But not with any Conſent to what you rea. 
They muft have ſomewharel(e tochink, than Rymes. 
If you could make an Hitaph on your Land, 
(Imagine it on departure) ſuch a Poem | 
Would wake em, and bring Wax to her true Temper: 
Mad. I faith Sir, and I will try. 
Bro, *Tis but Earth, 
Fit to make Bricks and Tyles of. 
Sun. Pox upon t, 
'Tis but for Pots, or Pipkins at the beſt. 
If it would keep us in good Tobacco - pipes 
Bro, Twere worth keeping. 
Fit. Or in Porc'lane Diſhes, 
There were ſome . 
Alm. But this is a hungry Soil 
And muſt be helpt. 
Fit. Who would hold any Land, 
To have the Trouble to marle it? 
HF bun. Not a Gentleman. 
Bro. Let Clowns and Hinds affect it, ths "mb Plowsz 
And Carts, and Harrows, and are buſie = 
In vexing the dull Element, 
Alm, Our ſweet Songſter 
Shall rarifie* t into Air. 
Fit, And you, Mas Broker, 
Shall have a feeling. 
Bro. So it ſupple, Sir, 
The Nerves. 
Mad. O! it ſhall be palpable, 
Make thee run through a Hoop, or a Thumb. fing 
The Noſe of a Tobacco - pipe, and draw 
Thy ductile Bones out, _ a Knitting-needle, 2 
2 To 
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To ſerve my ſubtile turns. 1 
n Sir, . . 

And run a Thread, like an Hour-glaſs. 

P. ſon. Where is Broker? ;; . 

Are not theſe Flies gone yet? Pray quit my Houſe, 

T' ſmoak you out elle. „ 
He. O the Prodigal! 


Win you be at ſo much Charge with ue, and Loſs? 


Mad. l ve heard you ha' offer 'q, Sir, to lock up Smoak, 
And cauk your Windows, ſpar up all your Doors, 


Thinking to keep it a cloſe Priſoner wi' you, 
And wept when it went out, Sir, at your Chimney. 


Fit. And yet his Eyes were drier than a Pumice. 
Shun. A wretched Raſcal, that will bind about 
The Noſe of his Bellows, leſt the Wind get out 


When he's abroad. | 


Alm, Sweeps down no Cobwebs here, 
But ſells em for cut Fingers; and the Spiders, 
As Creatures rear'd of Duſt, and coſt him nothing, 
To fat old Ladies Monkeys. N 
V 
To gather up ſpilt Water, and preſerye N 
Each Hair falls from him, to ſtop Balls withal. 
Shun, A Slave, and an Idolater to Pecunia! 
P. ſen. You all have happy Memories, Gentlemen, 


In recking my poor Cradle, I remember too, 


i 


When you had Lands and Credit, Worſhip, Friends, 


I and could give Security: Now you have none, 
Or will have none right ſhortly, This can Time, 
And the viciſſitude of Things. I have 
All theſe, and Money too, and do poſſeſs em, 
And am right heartily glad of all our Memories, 
And both the Changes. „„ TL 
me. Lec us leave the Viper, 
P. ſen. He's glad he is rid of his Torture, and fo ſoon. 


+ Broker, come hither; uf, and tell your Lady, . 


She muſt be ready preſently, and Srature, | 
Band, Mortgage, Max: my.prodigal young 481 70 


>. 
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Will freight be here to ſee her; top of our TY 


Ie flouriſhing and flinting Penny · ay. 
We were but three of us in all the World, 


My Brother Francis, whom they call'd Frank mg. : 


154485 to this; he's dead. This Penny- boy 

Is now the Heir! I, Richer Penny: boy, 

Not Richard, but old Harry Penny- bay, 

And (to wake Ryme) cloſe, wary Pruny-b oy, 

1 ſhall have all at laſt, my Hopes do tell me. 

Go, ſce all ready; and Where my Dogs have faulted, 
Remove it with a Broom, and ſweeten all 


With a Slice of Juniper, not too much, but ſparing, | ag. 


We may be faulty our ſelves elſc, and turn prodigal, 


In entertaining cf the Prodigal. 
Here he is, and with him — what! a Clapper-Dud, eon! 
That's a good Sign, to have the Beggar follow * : 
50 near, at his fu ſt entry into Fortune, * 


SCENE v. | 
Penny-boy jun. Ponny-boy ſen. Pick- be, ae 


[Broker, TWO Statute, Band, Max, Mortgage, hid. : 


jn the Study 1 


p. jun. How now, old Uncle? I am come to ſee theb, 
And the brave Lady here, the Daughter. of Os i 
They ſay thou keep'ft, i 

P. ſen. Sweet Nephew, if ſhe were 
The Daughter of the Sun, ſhe's at your ee 
And ſo 5 L, and the whole F amily, 1 
Worſhipful Nep hew. 

P. 5 Saiſt 1 fo, dear Uncle d. 
Welcome my Friends then: Here is Domins . 
My Man o' Lam, ſollicits all my Cauſes, 

Follows my Buſineſs, makes and ay nds my Quarrch 
Between my Tenants and me; ſows all my Strifes, 


G P 


And reaps them too; troubles the County for we, 


And Veres any Net hbour that I pleaſe, 
1 a 3 7. 1. 
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P. ſan, But with Commiſſion ? 
P. jun. Under my Hand and Seal. 
P. ſen. A worſhipful Place 
Fic. I thank his Worſhip for it. 
F. ſeu. But what is this old Gentleman? 
P. Ca. A Rogue, 


A very Canter, l, Sir, one that mannds 


Upon the Pad: We ſhould be Brothers though; 
For you are near as wretched as my ſelf, 
You dare not uſe your Mony, and I have none. 
en. Not uſe my Mony, cogging Jack! who uſes it 
At better Rates? lets it for more ib the Hundred 
"Than 1 do, Sirrah? . 
P. jun. Be not angry, Uncle. 


P. ſen. What? to diſgrace me, with my Queen, as if 


I did not know her Value. 
P. Ca. Sir, I meant 
You durſt not to enjoy it. 
P. ſen. Hold your peace, 
% a Jack, 'f - fb | 
P. jun. Uncle, he ſhall be a John, ot 
T — [ Toung Penny-boy is angry, 
An' you ge to that, as good a Man as you, arc: 
An' can make him fo, a better Man; | 
Perhaps I will too. Come, let us go. 
P. /en. Nay, Kinſman, EE 


- 


My worſhipful Kinſman, and the top of our Houſe, 


Do not your penitent Uncle that Aﬀront, 
Por a raſh word, to leave his joyful Threſhold, 
Before you ſee the Lady that you long for, 

The Venus of the Time and Stare, Pecunia! 

I do perceive your Bounty loves the Man, 
For ſome concealed Virtue that he hides 
Under thoſe Rags. 7 

P. Ca. | owe my Happineſs to him, 


The waiting on his Worſhip, ſince 1 brought him 


The happy News, welcome to all young Heirs. 


—_ . 
P gun; 


The Staple of News. 1 | 


P. jun. Thou didſt indeed, for which I thank ue 
et. 
Your Fortunate Princeſi, Uncle, is long a Smiog. | 

P. Ca. She is not rigg'd, Sir; ſetting forth ſome Lady, 
Will coſt as much as furniſhing a Fleet. 

Here ſhe's come at laſt, and like a Gally 
Gilt i! the Prow. 
[ The Study is open'd, where ſhe ſus in Stare. 

P. jun. Is this Pecunia ? | 

P. ſen. Vouchſafe my it bob. gracious 

Madam, | 
The Favour of your Hand. 1 
7 Nay of my Lips, Sir, Pe * kiſerh him. 
o him. 
5 P. jun. She kiſſes like a 550 Creature, 1 
Almighty Madam, | have long'd to ſee you. 

Pec. And I have my deſire, Sir, to behold ; 
That Vouth and Shape, which in my Dreams and 
| Wakes 
5 ſo oft contemplated, and felt 
Warm in my Veins, and native as my Blood. 

When 1 was told, of your arrival here, 
I felt my Heart beat, as it would leap out 
In Speech; and all my Face it was a Flame: 
But how it came to paſs, I do not know. 
P. jun. Ol Beauty loves to. be more proud chan 
Nature, 
That made you bluſh. I cannot ſatisfie 
My curious Eyes, by which alone I'm happBs, 
In my beholding you. 

P. Ca. They, pals the Complement 
Prettily well. UH. 1 hers. 

Pic. I, he does kiſs her, I like him, 

P. jun. My Paſſion was clear contrary, and doubtſula, 


I ſhook for fear, and yet I danc'd for joy, 


L had ſuch Motions as the Sun-heams make 
Againſt a Wall, or playing on a Water, 
Or trembling Vapour * A. las Pot — 


M 4 .in. 
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F. fen. That's not ſo good; it ſhould ha been a Crucible 

Wich molten Metal, ſhe had under ſtood it. . 
P. jun. I cannot talk, but I can love you, Madam: 

Are theſe your Gentle women? I love them too. 
And which is Miſtreſs Statuts? Miſtreſs Band? 
They all kiſs cloſe, the laſt ſtuck to my Lips. 

Bro. It was my Lady's Chamber-maid, loft War. 3 

.P jun. Soft Lips ſhe has, l m ſure ont. Mother Mr gage \ 
T'll ewe a Kiſs, till ſhe be younger. Statuts, 
Sweet Miftreſs Band, and honey little Wax, 
We muſt be better acquainted. 


[ He doubles the Complenient zo then all. 
Sta. We are but Servants, Sir. 


band. But whom her Grace is ſo content to grace, z 
We ſhall obſerve. 


Wax, And with all fir Reſpect. 
Mor. In our poor Places. | 
dap Being her Grace's Shadows. [Name? 


n. A fine well-ſpoken Famil What's thy 
E Broker. K ye 


P. jun. Methinks my Uncle ſhould not 25 Ache | 
ho is a crafty Knave enough, believe it. 
Art thou her Grace's Steward ? 


Bro, No, her Uſher, Sir. 


P. jun. What o the Hall? thou tſtaſweeping Face, 
Thy Beard is like a Broom. 


ro. No barren Chin, Sir, 
I am no Eunuch, though a Gzntcman-Uſher. 


P jun. hou halt o with us. Uncle, I muſt have 
My Princeſs forth to To | 


P. ſen. Whicher you pleaſe, Sir. 


| You ſhall command her. 
Poc. I will do all grace | 
Tomy 1 5 Servant. . 
P. ſen. Thanks unto your B 
He is 055 Nephew, 40 my Chief, the point, 
[O14 Penny-boy zhanks ber, but makes bis Cindition. 
Tips Tors and Tutt of all our Family! 5 


But, 
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Pat, Sir, condition'd always you return | 
Statute and Band home, with my ſweet ſoft Was, | 
And my good Nurſe here, ee, | 

P. jun. O! what elſe? 

P. Jos: By Broker. 

p. jun. Do not fear. | 

P. ſen. She ſhall go wi' you, 
Whither you pleaſe, Sir, any where: 

P. Ca. I ſee 
A Money. -bawd is lightly a Halb. hard too. 5 

ic. Are you ad vis d? Now of my faith, this Canter 

Would make a good grave Burgeſs in ſome Barn. 
F. jun. Come, thou ſhalt go with us, Vacle. 

1 Ca. By no means, Sir. 

P, jun, We'll have both Sack, and Fidlers, + 

P. ſen. I'll not draw that charge upon your TIE: 
P. ca. He ſpeaks modeſtly, 
And like an Uncle. ; 

P. ſen, But Mas Broker here, | 
He ſhall attend you, Nephew ; her Grace's Uſher. | 
And what you fancy to beſtow on him, 


Be not too laviſh, uſe a temperate TOTS 
= take it to my ſelf. 


Pei. jun. I will be Prigcely, | 
While | poſſeſs my Princeſs, my Pecunia. 
P. ſen. Where ist you eat? 

P. jun. Hard by, at Picklock's Lodging, 
Old Lickfinger's the Cook, here in Rams Alley. 
P. ſen. He has good Chear; perhaps III Soak and 

ſee you. 5 

P. Ca. O fie! an Alley, and a Cook's Shop, groſs! 

[7 he Canter takes bim ajide, and perſwades bim. 
"Twill ſavour, Sir. moſt rankly of em both. . 
Loet your Meat rather follow you to a Tavern. 
Pic. A Tavern's as unfit too for a Princeſs, 


P. Ca. No, I have known e and a one, 
Come forth of a Tavern. 


Tie. Not go in, Sir, though. 
7c 
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P. Ca. She muſt go in if ſhe came fort 
 blefſled Fs 5 the | 


Pokahontas 4 the Hiſtorian calls her, 
And great King's Daughter of Virginia) 5 
 Hath Sn in Womb of a Tavern; and beſides, 
+ Your naſty Uncle will oy all Tour 13 
And be as noyſom. 
Pic. That's 0 | 
P. Ca. No faith, N 
Dine in Apollo with Prennia, ; 
At brave Duke Madluos, have your Fricnds bout x Jou, 
2 make a day on't. : 
| Our dear ſhall be brought thither, Simon the Ki 
eat ſha rought thither, Simon the King 
Wal bid us welcome. OY 5 1 85 6 
Pic. Patron, I have a Suit. 
P. jun. What's that? 
Pic. That you will carry the Infanta 
To ſee the Staple ; her Grace will be a Grace 
To all the Members of it. 
P. jan. I will do it, | 
And have her Arms (ct up there, with her Tis, | 
Aurelia Clara Pecunia, the Infanta. 
And in Apollo. Come (ſweet Princeſs) go. 
P. ſen. Broker, be careful of your . 
Bro. I warrant you. | | 


The ſecond Intermean after the force AR, 


cenſure. Hr this is anion and duller ! intoleribie! 
ſcurvy! neither Devil nor Fool in this 

Play! pray God ſome on us be not 4 "yy Guſſip, to 

Foreſpeak the matter thus. 

Mirth. 7 fear we are all ſuch, an we were old enough: | 


But we are not all old enough to make. one Witch. How 
| like you the Vice i; the Play? 


Expectation. Which is hee. 5 
Mir the. 
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Mirth. Three or four: old Covetouſneſs, the ſerdil 
penny · boy, the Mony-bawd, who is 4 Fleſh-bawd too, 
they ſay. . . . M 
1 Tattle But here is never a Fiend to carry him away. 
Befides, he has never a Wooden Dagger! I'd not give a 
Ruſh for a Vice, that has not a Wooden Dagger to ſnap 
at every body he meets. 5 85 
Mirth, That was the old way, Goſſip, when Iniquity 
came in like Hokos Pokos, in 4 T Jerbin, with 
. falſe Skirts, like the Knave of Clubs! but now they are 
attir d like Men and Women 0” the time, the Vices Male 
and Female! Prodigality like a joung Heir, and his Mi- 
ſtris Money, (whoſe Favours he ſcatters like Counters) 
pranks up like 4 prime Lady, the Infanta of the Mines. 
; CR I, therein they abuſe an bonourable Princels, it ts 
thought. Es e 
i Mirth. By hom is it ſo thought or where lies the a. 
uſe? . F | 
Cen. Plain in the ſtiling her Infanta, and giving her 
three Names, © | | EL, 
Mirth. Take heed it lye not in the Vice of your inter- 
pretation; what have Aurelia, Clara, Pecunia to do with 
any Perſon? do they any more but expreſs the property of 
Money: which is the Daughter of Earth, and drawn out 
of the Mines? Is there nothing to be call'd Infanta, but 
' what is ſubject to exception? Why not the Infanta of the 
Beg gars, or Infanta 0 the Gipſies, as well as King of Beg- 
gars and King of Gipſies ? | 1 | 
Cen. Mell, an there were no wiſer than I, I would 
ſow him in a Sacky and ſend him by Sea to his Princeſs. 
Mirth. Faith, an he heard you, Cenſure, he would 
go near to ſtick, the Aſi's Ears to your high dreſſing, and 
per hapi to all ours for hearkening to os. 
Tattle. By'r Lady but he ſhould not to mine, I would 
hearken, and hearken, and cenſure, if I ſaw cauſe, for th 
bother Princeſs ſake Pokahontas, ſurnam'd the Bleſſed, 
* whom he has abus'd indeed (and I do cenſure him, and will 
| | ; ” - cenſure 
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cenſure him) to ſay ſbe came forth of a Tavern, was ſaid 
like a paltry Poet, | „ 
Mirth. That's but one Gali Opinion, and my Goſſh 
Tattle tool but what ſays Expectation, here, ſbe ſits 
ſullen and ſilent. „ a 
Expectation. Troth I expect their Office, their great 
Office! the Staple, what it will be! they have talks ont, 
but we ſee't not open jet; would Butter would come in, and 
ſpread it ſelf a litile rows, LY. 
_ Mirth, Or the Butter- box, Buz, the Emiſſary. 
Tattle. Muhen it is churn'd and diſbt we ſhall hear of it. 
Expectation. If it be freſh and ſweet Butter; but ſay it 
be ſowr and wheysſh, + 5 
V.irth. Then it is worth nothiug, meer Pot Butter, fu 
to be ſpent in Suppoſitories, or greaſing Coach-wheels, ſtale, 
ſtintzing Butter, and ſuch 1 fear it is, by the being barrell d 
up ſo long. 5 „„ 
* ation. Or rank Iriſh Butter. . 
Cen. Have patience, (Zoſſip, ſay that, contrary to our 
expeFtation, it prove, tight, ſeaſonable, ſalt Butter. 
Mirth. Or to the time of Tear, in Lent, delicate Al- 
mond Butter! I have a ſweet Tooth yet, and I will hope 
| the beſt, and ſit down as quiet and calm as Butter, look as 
ſmooth and ſoft as Butter, be merry and melt like Butter, 
laugh and be fat like Butter: ſo Butter anſwer my Expe- 
flation, and be not mad Butter; if it be, it ſhall bath Ju- 
ly and December ſee! f 
I. ſay no more, but Dixi. 


6 
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1 N this following Act the Office is open d, and ſhews to 

the Prodigal and his Princeſs Pecunia, wherein the 

Allegory and Purpoſe of the Author hath hitherto been 

. wholly . miſtaken, and ſo ſiniſter an Interpretation been 
made, 4s if the Souls of moſt of the Spectators had 1's, 
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In the Eyes and Ears of theſe ridiculous Gefſips that tattle 
| berween the Acts. But he prays you thus to mend it. 7 
conſider the News here vented to be none of his News, or 
any reaſonable Man's; but News made like the Time's 
7 News (a weekly Cheat to draw Money) and could not be 
fitter reprehended, than in raiſing this ridiculons Office of | 
the Staple, wherein the Age may ſee her own Folly, or s 
hunger and thirſt after publiſh'd Pamphlets of News, ſet 
out every Saturday, but made all at home, and no Sylla- 
lle of truth in them; than which there cannot be a greater 
Diſeaſe in Nature, or a fouler Scorn put upon the Times. 
And fo apprehending it, you ſhall do the Author aud Jour | 
own Fudgment a Courtefie, and perceive the Trick, of allu- j 
ring Money to the Office, and there cox ning the People. 
If you have the Truth, reſt quiet, and conſider that 
© Fida, voluptatis cauſa, ſint proxima veris. 


* ' 
, 


Ac IL SCENE I. 


Fitton, Cymbal: To them, Picklock,, Regiſter, Clerk, Tho. 


Arber. 


2 OU hunt upon a wrong ſcent til}, and think 
| The Air of things will carry em, but it muſt 
Be reaſon and proportion, not fine ſounds, | 
My Couſin Qmball, muſt get you this Lad. 
Tou have entertain'd a Pettyfogger here, 75 
Picłlock, with truſt of an Emiſſary's Place, 
And he is all for the young Prodigal, 
You ſee he has left us. | 


Cym. Come, you do not know him, - | 
That ſpeak thus of him. He will have a Trick 
I 0o open us a gap by a Trap-door,, 
When they leaſt dream on't. Here he comes, What 
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Pic. Where is my Brother Buz? my Brother Amb 
* . and the Clerks 2 e 

Appear, and let us muſter all in Pomp, 

For here will be the rich Infanta, preſently, 

To make her Viſit. Penm- boy the Heir, 

My Patren, has got leave for her to play 


Wich all her Train, of the old Churl her Guardian. 
Now is your time to make all court unto her, 


That ſhe may firſt bur know, then love the Place; 


And ſhew it by her frequent Viſits here: 


And afterwards get her to ſojourn with you. 


She will be weary of the Prodigal quickly. 


Om. Excellent News! | 
r. And Counſel of an Oracle! 
cim. How ſay you, Couſin Fitton? 
Fit. Brother Picklock, 


I ſhall adore thee for this parcel of Tidings, 


It will cry up the Credit of our Office 


Eternally, and make our Staple Immortal! 


Pic. Look your Addreſſes then be fair and firz 
Aud entertain her and her Creatures too, 
With all the Migniardiſe, and quaint Careſſor 
You can put on em. 5 

Fit. Thou ſeem'ſt by thy Language, 
No leſs a Ourtior than a Man o' Law. 
I muſt embrace the. = 

Pic. Tut, I am Vertumnut, 
On every change, or chance, upon occaſion; 


A true Camalion, I can colour for't. LY 


I move upon my Axle like a Turn-pike, 
Fit my Face to the Parties, and become 


Streight one of them. 


m. Sirs, up into your Desks, 
And ſpread the Rolls upon the Table, ſo. 
Is the Examiner ſet? 
Reg, Ves, Sir. 1 
m. Ambler and Buz are both abroad now. 
Pic, We'll ſuſtain their Parts, N 
: 0 


- 


No matter, let them ply the Affairs without, 
Let us alone within, I like that well. V 
Fitton puts on the Office Cloak, and Cymbal be G.] 
On with the Cloak, and you with the Staple Gown, 
And keep your State, ſtoop only to the /nfantay 
We'll have a flight at Mortgage, Statute, Band, 
And hard, but we'll bring Wax unto the retrieye: - 
Each know his ſeveral Province, and diſcharge it. 
Fit. I do admire this nimble Ingine, Picklock. 
iim wed oa — brought abogt; 
cm. Cuz, What did Iſay? _ 
Fi. You have rectified my Error! 


SCENE II. 


Penny boy jun. P. Canter, Pecunia, | Statute, Band, | Morts 


P. jan, By your leave, Gentlemen, what News? 
„ go00s good IG „ | 
T your new Office? Princeſs, here's the Staple! 
This is the Governour, kiſs him, noble Princeſs, 
For my ſake. Thom, how is it, honeſt Thom ? 
| How does thy Place, and thou? My Creature, Princeſs, 
[He tells Pecunia of Thom. 
This is my Creature, give him your Hand to kiſs, 
He was my Barber, now he writes Clericns! , 
I bought this Place for him, and gave it him. 
P. Ca, He ſhould have ſpoke of that, Sir, and not 
you: | - 
Two do not do one Office well. 
ECF 5 
But I am loth to loſe my Curteſi ee. 
Pi. Ca. So are all they that do them to vain ends, 
And yet you do loſe when you pay your ſelves. 
'#; Our No more o your Sentences, Canter, they are 
. ©, ; a 5 | 
We come for News, remember where you are. 


4 22 

0 ef 
* 
* 


Of the Houſe of Auſtria, 


1 192 5 The 3 of News. 


I pray thee let my Princeſs hear ſome Newh, 


Good Maſter Cymbal. 


Jm. What News would ſhe hear? 


'Or of what kind, Sir? 


P. jun. "Any, any kind, 


Soi it be News, the neweſt that thou bal, 
Some News of State for a Princeſs 
m. Read from Rome there. [News fr rom 3 

+ Tho, They write, the King of Spain i is choſen Pope, | 


P Jun. How? ; 
Tho. And Emperor too, the Thirieth of Februar 
P. jun. Is the Emperor dead? 
Gm. No, but he has reſign d, 
[News of the Emperor wa Tilly, 
And trails a Pike now under Tilly % 
. For Penance. 
jun. Theſe will beget ſtrange turns in Chriſtendom! 
| Tho, And Spinola is made Gene#al of the Feſwits. 
_ [Few of * 
F. jun. Stranger! | 
Fit. Sir, all are alike true 5 certain. > 
Ow. All the pretence to the Fifth Monarchy 
[ The Fifth Monarchy uniting the Eecle Caltick 
and Secular Power, : 


; Was held bur vain, until the Ecclefraſtick 
And Secal. Powers were united thus, 


Both in one Perſon. 
Fit, T has been long the aim 


Cym, See but Maximilian | 
. Plot of the Hou, of aur 


His Letten to the Baron of e 8 


Or . 0 of Ws: + 
Fit. No Liechtenſtein, 


Lord Paul,” I think, 


P. jan. I have heard of ſome ſuch thing, | 
Dov MEI made General of the 43 * 185 


Luer of 8 rah 


>» 
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A Prieſt ! || Cym. O, no, he is diſpens'd Withal — 8 
And the whole Society, who do now appear Nos 
The only Engineers of Chriſtendom, 
Pi. jun, They have been thought ſo long, and right3 | 
_ Jp.ca0«: © 
Fir! Witneſs the Engine that they have bag. 
him, 6 
To wind himſelf with up into che Moon, . 
And thence make all his. Diſcoveries! | Hepes 
m. Read on. Mr 
| Tho, And Yittelleſeo, he that was laſt General; | 
Being now turn'd Cook to the Society, 
Has dreft his Excellence ſuch a Diſh of Eg 7H 755 
is Tags 
. jan. What, pore! otchd? 
Jo. No, pow 
m. All 5 Volk is Wild-fire, 


As he ſhall need pop ng no more Towns 
But throw his Egg in 


Fit, It ſhall clear confans N e 
Palace and Place; demoliſn and bear down Ea gr By 
All ſtrengths before it! 1 8 8 


Cm. Never be par. co, 
Till all become one ruine! |, ; 
Fit. And from Florence. 
Tho, They write: was foutd in Gallas 8 Stacy, 70 
[Galilæo'⸗ 1 
A burning 010% (which chey have ſeat him too) 
To fire any Fleet that's out at Sea —— 
m. By Moonſhine, is'r not ſo? 
Ti ho. Ves, Sir, i the Water. 4 
[ The Burning-glaſs by Moon«ſh ſhines. 
P. jun. His e il be on labile if this hold? 
Ha' you no News againſt him on the contrary? 
da. Ves, Sir, they write here, one Cornelins- Son, 


. The Hollanders Eel, 
_ Hath made the Hollander an in vit vous oy” | 


You. W. ws N 5 Te ; 
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Te ſwim the Haven at Dunkirk, and fink all 
The Shipping there. 
Pi. jun. Why ha not you this, Thom? 
ym. Becauſe he. keeps the Pontificial fide. | 
[Penny-boy will have him change ſides, 
P. jun. How! change ſides, 7 bom, twas never in 
my thought 
To put thee up againſt our ſelves, Come down 


uickl 
= "Why, Sir? — 


P. jun, I ventur'd not my Money 
Upon thoſe Terms: If he may change, why fo. 
Ii ha him keep his own ſide, ſure. 

Fit. Why, let him, 
Tis but writing ſo much over again. 


T. jun. For that III bear the charge: There's two 


Pieces. 
Fit, Come, do not- lick with the Gentleman, 
Gm. III take none, Sir. 0 


And yet he ſhall ha' the Place. 


P. jun. They ſhall be Ten then. [T, hongh he pay for it. 
Up, Thom, and th' Office ſhall take em. Keep your 
| ſide, Thom 

Know your own fide, do not forſake your fide, Thew, 

Cym. Read. 

Tho. They write here one nn | 
Hath made the Hollanders an inviſible Eel 
To ſwim the Haven at Danirł and fink all 
The ſhipping there. 

P. jun. Bur how is' done ? 

m. I'll ſhew you, Sir. e 
It is an Automa, runs under Water, 

With a ſnug Noſe, and has a nimble Tail 
Made like an Auger, with which Tail ſhe — 
Berwixt the Coaſts of a Ship, and ſinks it ſtreight. 
P. jun. Whence ha' you this News? | 
Fit. From a right Hand, I aſſure you, 
1 he Eel Boats here, that ye b 5 Queer Hythey 
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Came out of Holland. | 1 ag 
P. jun. A moſt brave Device; Nor os 
To murder their flat botroms, 85 3 
Fit. I do grant you: + 8 
But what if Spinola have a new Projet: e 
[Spinola's new Projettz, an Army in cot. en 
To bring an Army over in Cork-ſhooes, 7 5 
And land them here at Harwich? all his Horſe 
Are ſhed with Cork, and fourſcore Pieces of Ordz 
- nance, 
Mounted upon Cork-carriages, with Bladders 
Inſtead of Wheels, to run the TN over 
At a Spring-tide. | | 
P. jun. Ist true? 
Fit. As true as the reſt. 
P. jun. He'll never beate his ä 1 would ber 
now 
Some curious News. 
Om. As what? 
P. jun. Ma agick or Alchimy, | 
Or flying ö che Air, 1 care not what, 
3 airy write from Libtæig (Reverence to yout 
ars 
The Art of drawing Farts out of dead Bodies, 
Extraction of Farth, 
Is by the Brotherhood of the Roſie Croſs 
Produc'd unto Perfection, in fo ſweet 
And rich a Tincture 
Fit. As there is no Princeſi, 
But may perſume her Chamber with th” Feradion 
P. jun. There's for you, Princeſs, | 
P. Ca. What, a Fart for her ? 
P. jun. I mean the Spirit. 3 
P. Ca. Beware how the reſents it. 5 b 
P. jan. And what haſt thou, Thom? 
Tuo. The perpetual Motion, 


| [The perpetual Motion, 
18 here found « out by an Ale-wife in | Saint Katherine s, 
N 2 a At 
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At the _— the dancing Bears. 
Pi. jun. What, from her Tap? | 
ll - ſee that, or elſe I Il ſend old Canter. | 
He can make that diſcovery, 
P. Ca. Yes, in Ale. 
P jan Let me have all this News ale up and fear, 
" The People preſs upon us. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
Withdraw with your fair Princeſs. There's a Room 
; [The Regiſter offers him a Room, 
Within, Sir, to retire to. 
P. juni N o, good Regiſter, .'_ 
We'll ſtand it out here, and obſerve your Office 3 
[ The Office call d the Honſe of Fame, 
What News it iſſues. 
Reg. Tis the Houſe of Fame, Sir, 
Where both the Curious and the Negligent, 
The Scrupuleus and Careleſs, Wild and Stay'd, 
The Idle and Laborious, all do meet, 
To taſte the Cornu- copiæ of her Rumours, 
Which ſhe, the Mother of Sport, pleaſeth to Kater 
Among the Vulgar: Baits, Sir, for the . 
And they will bite like Fiſnes. 
P. jun. Let's ſce'r. 
Dep. Ha' you in your profane Shop a any News 


| i Cuſt. A She Ba ti 
O' the Saints at Auer? 0 185 0 . 
Reg. Ves, how much would you? 
Dop. Six Penny- worth. 
Reg. Lay your Money down; read Thomas. 
Tho. The Saints do write, they expect a Prophet 
ſhortly, Prophet Baal expected in Holland. 
The Prophet Baal, to be ſent over to them, 
To calculate a Time, and half a Time, 
And the whole Time, adcording to Os 
P. jun. What's that? 
Tho. The meaſuring o' the 7 Je a cabal 
oO out en lately, and ſet out by Archie, 
1 5 Lane mourn d ow 
* : 5 1 
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Or foe _ Head, of whoſe le Goat, they have 
heard, --- Fla | 
And being black, defi re ite ES. in TT 
Dop. Peace be with them! . 

Reg. So there had need, for N are ain by che Ears 
One with another. 1 | 
Dop. It is their Leal. 5 "Pi Sh 
Reg. Moſt likely, + $2 LETS: 
_ Dop. Have you no other of chat ſects? 
Rep. Yes, 
But dearer, it will colt you a Shilling. - 
Dep. Verily, 5 
| There i is a Nine · pence, 1 vill ſhed no more. 
Reg. Not to the good o' the N 5 
Dop. I am not ſure _ 9 077 ITO 
That Maa is ood. 
| Reg. Read ft rom Conſtantinople 
Nine penny'orth. 3 
Tho, They give out here, the Grand S 17 
The great Turk turn d Chriſtian. | 
Is certainly turn'd Chriſtians and to clear 
The Controverſie twixt the Pope and him, ; 
Which is the Antichriſt, he means to viſit 5 
The Church at Amſterdam this very S 12 
And quit all Marks o' the Beaſt. 
Dop. Now joyful Tyaings. 2.0 
Who brought in i? which Emiſary? 
Reg. Bax, | | 
| Your Countryman. 
Dop. Now, bleſſed be the 1 
nd his whole Family, with the Nation. 
Aeg. Yes, for Amboyna, and the Juſtice there! f 
This is a Doper, a She Anabaptiſt ! 
Seal and deliver her her News, diſpatch. 
2 Cuſt. Ha' you any News from the Indies? any | 
racle | 7 
Done in Fapan by. the TOR. or in ane 
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Ca, No, but we hear of a Calovy of Cooks 
: [ 4 Colony of Cooks ſent over to convert the - 
| nnibals. „ . 
To be ſet aſhore o' the Coaſt of America, 
For the converſion of the Cannibal, 
And making them good eating Chriſtiaus. 
- Here comes the Colonel that undertakes it. 
3 C. Who, Captain Lickfinger? 5 
Iz; Caſt. by Colonel Lickfinger. 
Lic. News, News, my Boys! 7 5 f 
I am to furniſh a great Feaſt to day, 
And I would have what News the Office affords. 
Cla. We were venting ſome of you, of your new 
YoJect, 7 | | 3 5 : 
4 Afore *twas paid for, you were ſome what too 
aſty. . 
. jus. What, Lick finger! wilt thou convert the 
- Cannibals. * 
With Spit and Pan Divinity? 
Lic. Sir, for that 
Il I will not urge, but for the Fire and Zcal 
To the true Cauſe; thus I have undertaken: 
With two Lay-brethren, to my (elf, no more, 
One o' the broach, th'other o' the boyler, 
In one ſix Months, and by plain Cookery, 
No Magick to't, but old Fapher's Phy ſick, 
The Father of the Europaan Arts, 
To make ſuch Sauces for the Savages, 
And cook their Meats, with thoſe inticing Steems, 
As it would make our Cammmbal-Chriftians 
- Forbear the mutual eating one another, 5 
Which they do do, more cunningly, than the wild 
 Anthropophagi, that ſnatch only Strangers, 
Like my old Patron's Dog there, 
P. jun. O, my Uncle's! 
Is Dinner ready, Lick finger? 
Lic. When you pleaſe, Sir, 
I was beſpeaking but a Parcel of News, 


To 


ry 


—_— 
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To ſtrew out the long Meal withal, butt ſeems 
You are ſurniſn'd here already, 
P. jun. O, not half! 
Lic. What Couri- neus is there? = Proclamation 
Or Eaifs to come forth? 
Tho. Yes, there is one, 
That the King's Barber has got, for aid of our Trade, 
Wbereof there is a manifeſt decay. 
A Precept for the wearing of long Hair, 
Lo let long Hair run to Sell, to ſow bold Pates, 
To run to Seed, to ſow bald Pates withal, 
And the preſerving fruitfyl Heads and oe 
To help a Myſtery almoſt antiquated, 
Such as are bald and barren beyond „ 
Are to be ſeparated and ſet by _- 
For Uſhers to old Counteſſen. 
N Lic. And Coachmen, | 

To mount their Boxes reverently, and drive, 

Like Lapwings, with a Shell upo? their Heade, | | 

Thorow the Streets. Ha' you no News © the Safer 

They'll ask me about new Plays at Dinner ws 

And I ſhould be as dumb as a Fiſh. 

Tho. O] ve, 

There is a Legacy left to the Ki ing 's Pla ers, 
Spalato's Legacy to the Player, | 

Both for their various ifting of their Scene, 

And dext'rous change of their Perſons to all ſhapes 

And all diſguiſes, by the Right Reverend 

Archbiſhop of Spalato, © 

Lic. He is dead that play'd bim! 

Tho. Then h' has loſt his ſhare o the Leys 
Lic. What news of Gandomar? 

The. A ſecond Fiſtula, _ 

[Gundomar's »ſe of the Game at Cheſs, phy ſo called. 
| Or an Excoriation (at _ - | 
For putting the poor Engliſh play, was writ 0 im, 
8 To fo ch a fordid uſe, * 5 he 

of cleanſing his Poſteriors, 


N 4 Lic. 
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Lic. Juftice ! ! Juſtice! | 
Tho. Since when, he lives confemn'd to his Share 
it Breexels, , 
And there ſits filing certain politick Hinges, 
To hang the States on, h' has heav'd off the ele 
Lic. What muſt you have for theſe? 
P. jun. Thou ſhalt pay nothing, ä 
But reckon them i' the Bill. There s Twenty Pieces, 
[He gives Twenty Pieces ro the Office. 
Her Grace beſtows upon the Office, Thom : 
Write thou that down for News. 
Reg. We may well do bs 
We have not many ſuch. | 
P. jun. There's Twenty more, 
If you ſay ſo, my Princeſs is a Princeſs ! (Paal it 
And put that too under the Office Seal. 
LCym. takes Pecunia de, courts and woos 1% 
to the Office. 
Ow. If it will pleaſe your Grace to ſojourn here, 
And take my Roof for Coverr, you ſhall know 
The Rites belonging to your Blood and Birth, 
Which few can apprehend: Theſe ſordid Servants, 
Which rather are your Keepers, then Attendants, 
Should not come near your Preſence, I would have 
You waited on by Ladies, and your Train 
Born up by Perſons of Quality and Honour; 
Your Meat ſhould be ſerv'd io with curious Dances, 
And ſet upon the Board with Virgin Hands, 
'Tun'd to their Voices; not a Diſh remoy'd, 
But to the Myjck,. nor a Drop of Wine, 
Mixt with his Water, without Harmony. 
pec. You are "a Courtter, Sir, or ſomewhat more, 
That have this tempting Language! 
cm. I'm your Servant, 
Excellent Princeſs, and would ha' you appear | 
That which you are. Come forth State, and wonder, 
Of theſe our n. dazle che N Eyes, | 


| And 
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And ſtrike the People blind with Admiration. 25 
p. Can, Why that's the End of Wealth! throk; 
Riches outward, | 
And remain Beggars within: Contemplate nothing | 
But the vile ſordid Things of Time, Place, Money, 
And let the Noble and the Precious go; 
Virtue and Honeſty, hang em; poor thin Membranes 
Of Honour; who reſpe&s them? O, the Fates 
How hath all juſt true Reputation fall'n, 5 
Since Money, this baſe Money gan to have any? 
[Firton bath been courting the enn, 
this while, and is jesred by them. 
Ban. Pity the Gentlemad | is not Immortal. | 
Wax. As he gives out, the Place is by Deſcription, 
Fit. Avery Paradiſe, it you ſaw all, Lady. . 
Wax. I am the chamber: maid, Sir, you miſtake, 
My Lady may ſee all. 
Fit. Sweet Miſtreſs Statute, gentle Miſtreſs, Band, 


And Mother Mortgage, do but get her Grace 
To ſojourn here. — 


Pic. I thank you, gentle e,. 
or. If it were a Chattel, | would try my Credit. 
Pic. So it is, for Term of Life, we count it ſo. 
Sta. She means Inberitance to him and his Heirs : 
Or that he could aſſure a State of Tears: 
IIl be his Sratute-Staple, Starure- Merchant, 
Or what he pleaſe, _ 
Fic. He can expect no more. 
„an. His Couſin, Alderman 9 — 
That he did talk of ſo, een now | 
Sta. Whois 
The very Broch o' the Bench, 82 0 hs City. 


Ban. He and his Deputy, but aſſure his Life 
For one Seven Tears. . 


Sta. And ſee what we'll do 185 him, 
Upon his Scarlet Motion. 

Maw, And old Chain, | 
That draws the City=ears. 

Max. When he ſays nothing, 


But 
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But twirls it thus, 
Sta. A moving Oratory 
Ban. Dumb Rberorick Fand filent Eb 

As the fine Poet ſay! !: 

Fir. Com they all ſcorn us; 

Do you not fee't? the Family of Scorn! 

Bro. Do not believe him: Gentle Maſter Pickloek, 
They underftood you not; the Gentle women, 
They thought you would ha my Lady ſojourn with you, 
And you defire but now and then a Viſit, | 

Hf. Yes, if ſhe pleas d, Sir, it would much adranc 
- Unto the Office her continual Refidence! = | 

(I ſpeak bur as a Member.) | 

Bro, *Tis enou | 
1 apprehend you. And ir mal go hard, 

But I'll fo work, as ſomebody ſhall work her! 

Pie, Pray you change with our Maſter but a word 

jn. Well, Lick ſee that our Meat be read 

P. ell, Licꝶ fnger, lee that our Meat rea 
Thon haft News enough. " 

Lic. Something of Betblem Gabor, 

And then l'm gone. 

Tho, We hear he has devis'd 

A Drum, to fill all Ebriftendom with the ſound : 

[Bethlem Gabor's Drum. 

But that he cannot draw his Forces near it, 

To march yet, for the violence of the Noiſe, 

And therefore he is fain, by a Deſign, 

Jo carry em in the Air, and at ſome diſtance, 

'Till he be married, then they ſhall appear. 
Lic. Or never; well, God b' wi oy (ſtay, who's 

A little of the Duke of Bavier, and | + hi There?) 

[be Duke of "exp 

Cla. H' has taken a gray Habit, and is turn'd 
The Churches Miller, grinds the Catholick Griſt 
With every Wind; and Ti Titty takes the, Toll. 

4 Guſe Ha' you _ News o' the Pageants to ſend down 

[4 Cuſt, The Pageants. 
Into 
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Into the ſeveral Counties? All the Country 
Expected from the City mult brave e 
Now, at the Coronation, | 
Lic. It expected | 
More than it underſtood; for __ "I mute, 
Poor innocent dumb things; they ate but Wood, 
As is the Bench and Blocks they were * 4g z yet 
If May-day come, and the Sun ſhine, aps 
They Il ſing like Aamnon's Statue, and be vocal. 
F Cuſ. Ha you any Forreſt-news 2 
[F Cuſt. The new Park in th roger Fools. 
Tho. None very wild, 
Some tame there is, out o the Foreſt of Fools, 
A new Park is making there, to ſeven 
(duc fkoldt of Antler, from the Raskals. Such 
Whoſe Wives are dead, and have ſince caſt Weir en, 
Shall remain Cuckolds'pollard. _ 
Tie. Vil ha'that jg 
100. And J. 2, And I. 3. And I. 4. Aud! 5. And J. 
[Penny-boy would invite the Maſter of the Office. 
Om. Sir, I defire to be excus d; and, Madam, 
I cannot leave my Office the. firſt day. | 
My Couſin Fittan here ſhall wait upon you, 
And Emiſſary Picklock, . | | 
P. jun. And Thom. Clericus ? 7 
m. I cannot ſpare him yet, but be ſhalf follow you, 
When they have order'd the Rolli. Shur up th Office, 
When you ha'done, "till two a Clock. 


SC E NE III. 
Shunfield, Almanack, aud A, 


Shun. By your leave, Clerks, _ 
Where ſhall we dine today? do you know? the Jeerers. 
Alm. Where's my Fellow Fitton 2 
Tho, New gone forth. 
Shun. Cannot your Office tell us, what brave Fellows 
0 


Was a brave piece of Cookery! at a Funeral! 
But opening the Pot-lid, he made us laugh, 
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Do eat together to Day, in Town, and where? 


Tho. Yes, there's a Gentleman, the brave Heir, young 
ke. Penny-b * | e FR f Or; 1 N 
Dines in Apolla, | 

Mad. Come, let's thither then, 
1 ha'ſupt in Apollo! | . 

Alm. With the Muſes. 


Mad. No, 


But with two Gentlewomen, call'd the Grace, 
Alm. They were ever three in Poetry, 
Mad. This was Truth, Siet n 
Tho. Sir, Maſter Fitton's there too. 

Shun, All the better. Os 
Alm. We may have a Jeer, perhaps. 1 
Shun. Yes, you'll drink, Doctor, | 


— 
* 


; (If there be any good Meat) as much good Wine now, 


As would lay up a Dutch Ambaſſador. 


. Tho, If he dine there, he's ſure to have gocd Meat, 
For Lickfimger provides the Dinner. F 


Alm. Who? © oP 
The Glory o' the Kitchin? that holds Cookery 
A Trade from Adam, quotes his Brorbs and Sallads, 
And ſwears he's not dead yet, but tranſlated 


In ſome immortal Cruſt, the Paſte of Almonds? 


Mad. The ſame. He holds no Man can be a Poer, 


That is not a good Cook, to know the Palates 
And ſeveral Taftes o' the Time. He draws all Arr: 
Out of the Ritchin, but the Art of Poetry, 5 


* 
: 


Which he concludes the ſame with Cookery, 
Shun. Tut, he maintains more Hereſies than that. 
He'll draw the Magiſterium from a Minc'd-pye, 


And prefer Jellies, to your Julips, Doctor. 


Alm. I was at an Olla Podrida of his making, 


io 


Who bad wept all Day! and ſent us ſuch a tickling 


i 


Into our Noftrils, as the Funeral Feaſt 
Had been a Wedding-dinner. 


_ 
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Sun. Gi' him allowance, 
And that but moderate, he will 1 a Hren 
Sing i' the Kettle, ſend in an Arion 
In a brave Broth, and of a watry Green, 
Juſt the Sea- colour, mounted on the back 
Of a grown Conger, but in ſuch a Poſture, 
As all the World would take him for a Dolphin. 
gad. He's a rare Fellow, without queſtion : 50 0 
He holds ſome Paradoxes. 
Alm. I, and Eſeudodo rer. . 
Marry, for moſt, he's Orzbodox i' the Kitcbin, 
Mad. And knows the Clergies Taſte! 
Alm. I, and the Laieties / 
Shun. Youthink not o' your time, wel come too 5 
If we 2 not preſently. | 
Away then. 
Shun, Sirs, | | 
You muſt get o' this News, to lore your Office, | 
Who dines and ſups i the Town z, where, and with whom 
*Twill be beneficial: When you are ſtor d, 
And as we like our fare, we ſhall reward you. 
Cla. A hungry Trade, 'twill be. 
Tho. Much like Duke Humphry's, 
But, now and then, as ch holeſome Proverb cos , 
*T'will obſonare famem ambulando. _ | 
Cla, Shut up the Office, gentle Brother Thomas. 
Tho. Brother Nathaniel, I ha' the Wine for you. 
I hope to ſee us, one day, Emiſſaries, | 
1 Why not? lid, 1 deſpair not to be Maſter! 


S C E N K-10 
 Penny-boy ſen. Broker, Cymbal. 


Hi is farted with Broker's coming, back. 


P. ſeu. How now? Ithink I was born under Hercules 
Star! 
8 eng but Trouble and Tumult to oppreſ may. 
7 


„ Sr of News. 


Why come you — ? where i is your Charge? 
Bro. I ha' br 
A Gentleman to — with Jou. 
Pi. ſen. To peak with me: 
You know tis death for me to ſpeak with any Man, 
: Whar is he? fet me a Chair, 
Bro, He's the Maſter 
Of the great Office. 
0 "ſen. N Whar? 
Bro, The Staple of News, 
A mighty thing, they talk Sr ebouſand a Your: 
P. ſen. Well, bring your fix in. Where ha? youleft Pee 
Bro. Sir, in Apollo, they are ſcarce ſer. [ cunia? 
P. ſen, Bring fix. 25 
Bro. Here is hea Gentleman. 
P. ſen. He muſt pardon me, 
3 Ne riſe, a diſeas'd Man. 
m. By no means, Sir, 
Reſpe& your Health and Eaſe, 
” "4 It is no Pride in me! 
But Pain, Pain: What's your Errand, Sir, to me! 
Broker, return to your Charge, be Argus- eyed, 
[He ſends Broker back. 
Awake to the Affair you bave in hand, 
Serve in Apollo, but take heed of Bacchus 5 
Go on, Sir. 
97 I am come to ſpeak with you. 
ſen. Tis pain for me to ſpeak, a very death, 
But 1 will hear you! 
m. Sir, you have a Lady, 
Thar ſojourns with you. 
F. ſen, Ha? I am fomewhat ſhort 
[uo pretends Infirmity. 
In my Sende. too 
Cym, Pecunia. 
P.ſen. O' that ſide very imperfect; o on — 
m. Whom I would draw 
Oftner to a poor Office, I am Miſter a 


P. ſen, 


| \ 
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P. ſen. My Hearing is very dead, you muſt ſpeak 
quicker. | oo, 45 | 
Cym. Or, if it pleaſe you, Sir, to let her ſojourn 
In part with me; I have a Motery, . 
We will divide, half of the Profits. 
P. ſen. Ha? | | 9993333 
1 hear you better now, how come they in? 
Is it a certain Buſineſs, or a caſual? 1 
For I am loth to ſeek out doubrful courſes, 
Run any hazardous Paths, I love ſtrait ways, 
A juſt and upright Man! now all Trade totters, 
The Trade of Money is fall'n two i' the Hundre. 
That was a certain Trade, while th* Age was thrifty, 
And Men ar Husbands, look'd unto their Stocks, 
Had their Minds bounded ;z now the publick Riot 
Proſtitutes all, ſcatters away in Coaches, | 
In Foot-mens Coats, and Waiting-womens Gowns, 
They muſt have Velvet Hanches (with a Pox) 
Now taken up, and yet not pay the Uſe; Rr 
Bate of the Uſe? lam mad with this Time's manners. 
e talks vehemently and aloud. 
m. You ſaid &en now, it was death for you to 
LA 0 5 tA his is) 
P. ſen. l, but an Anger, a juſt Anger, (as this is 
Puts life in Man. Who td e, 10 1 * 
The fury of Mens Gullets, and their Groins? 
What Fires, what Cooks, what Kitchins might be 
ſpar'd? - [I mov'd more and more. 
What Stews, Ponds, Parks, Coups, Garners, Magazines? 
What Velvets, Tiſſues, Scarfs, Embroyderies, 
And Laces they might lack? They covet things 
Superfluous ſtill; when it were much more Honour 
They could want neceſſary! What need hath Nature 
Of Silver Diſhes, or Gold Chamber- pots? 
Of perfum'd Napkins, or a numerous Family 
To ſee her eat? poor, and wiſe ſhe, requires 
Meat only; Hunger is not ambitious: 
Say, that you were the Emperor of Pleaſures, 3 
5 
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The great Dictator of Faſhions, for all Europe; 
And had the Pomp of all the Courts, and Kingdoms, 
Laid forth unto the Shew? to make your ſelf 
Gaz d, and admir'd at? You muſt go to Bed, 
And take your natural Reſt: Theo, allthis vaniſheth, 
Your Bravery was but ſhown; twas not poſſeſt: 
While it did boaſt it ſelf, it was then periſhing. 
m. This Man has healthful Lungs. 
%ͤͤ ; 
Appear'd as little yours, as the Spectarors. 
It ſcarce fills up the Expect ation 
Of a. few Hours, that entertains Mens Lives: 
Cym, He has the Monopoly of ſole-ſpeaking. ” 
Why, good Sir? you talk all. [He is angry, 
P. ſen. Why ſhould I not? 
Is it not under-mine own Roof ? my Ceiling ? 
Cym. Bur I came here to talk with you, 
ſen. Why, an'l will not  _. 
Talk with you, Sir? you are anſwer'd z who ſent for 
vou? | 1 bim get out of his Houſe, 
m. No body ſent for me 5 1 
ſen. But you came; why then 5 
Go as you came, here's no Man holds you; There, 
There lies your way, you ſee the Door. 
Om. This's ſtrange! „„ uk 
P. ſen. Tis my civility, when I do not reliſh 
The Party, or his buſineſs. Pray you be gone, Sir. 


* 


I'll ha' no venture in your Ship, the Office, _ 
Your Bark of Six, if twere Sixteen, good Sir. | 
Cym. You are a Rogue, [Cymbal rails at him. 
P. ſen. I think 1 am Sir, truly. | 
m. A Raſcal, and a Money-bawd. 
P. ſen. My Sir-names. 
Cym. A wretched Raſcal ! 
P.ſen. You will overflow [Hs jebrs bim. 
And ſpill all. . 5 
m. Caterpillar, Moath, | 
Horſe-leach, and Dung-worm—— 


P. ſen, 


' The Staple of Newt; oy 


N 


P. ſen, Still you loſe your labour. 
I am a broken Veſſel, all runs out: „ 
A ſhrunk old Dryfar. Fare you well, good 874) 


The Third Intermean after the Third Att 


Cenſure. & Notable tough Raſcal! this old Penny 
T boy! righe Giry bre! 
_ Mirth: I= Silver-ſtreer, he Region of Money, 4 
geod ſeat for an Uſurer. ES 
Tattle. He has rich ingredients in him; I warrant pon, 
if they were extratted, 4 true receipt io make an Alders . 
man, an he were well wrought upon, according to Art. 
Exp. I would fain ſte an Alderman in chimia! thad 
is, 4 Treatiſe of Aldermanity truly written. | 
Cen. To ſhew how much it differs from Urbanity, 
. Mirth. J, or Humanity, Either would appear in thit 
Penny-boy, 4 he were rightly diſtill d. Bui how like 
jou the News ? you are gone from tha. 
Cen. O, they are monſtrous! ſcurvy! and ſtaie and 
too exotick! ill cook d! and ili diſſ % 9d „ 
; Exp. They were 4s good, jet, as Butter conld_make 
hb. 88 . „ 
Tat. In 4 word, they were beaſily buttered! ſhe ſpait 
never come o my Bread more, nor in my Mouth, if I can 
help it. I have better News from the Bake-houſe, by ten 
thouſand parts, in a morning; or the Conduits in Weſt» 
minſter ! all the News of Tutrle-{treet, and both the 
Alm'ries! the ewo Sanctuaries! long and round Woolls 
_ ſtaple! with King's-ſtreet and Chanon-row ro boot. 
Mirth. J. my Goſſip Tattle knew what fine ſlips grew 
in Gardeners lane z who kift the Butcher's Wife with the 
Cow's breath; what Matches were made in the Bowling- 
Alley, and what Bets uon and loſt; how much Griſt ent 
1 the Mill, and what beſides; who conjur d in Tuttle- 
fields, and how many, when they never came there; and 
which Boy rode upon Doctor Lamb in the hkeneſs of 4 
e, roaring 


e OCs , 


— — 
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roaring Lyon, that run away with him in his Teeth, and 
has not devour'd him yet. 1 
Tat. Why, I had it from my maid Joan Hear - ſay; and 
ſhe had it from a Limb of the School, ſbe ſays, a little 
Limb of vine gs old; who told her, the Maſter left out 
his Conjuring-Book one day, and he found it, and ſo the 
Fable came. abort. ' But whether it were true, or no, we 
Goſſips are bound io believe it, an's be once out, and a-foot: 
how ſhould we entertain the time elſe, or find our ſalves in 
faſhionable diſcourſe, for all Companies, if we do not cre- 

ditt all, and male more of it, in the reporting: 

, Cen. For my part, I believe it: an there were no wiſer 
than 1, 1 aer have ne er a cunning School -Maſter in 
England. I mean a Cunning- Man 4 Schook Maſter; 
that is, a Conjurer, or a Poet, or that had any acquain- 
tance with a Poet. They make all their Scholars Play- 

boys 1 t not 4 fine fight, to ſee all our Children made In - 
terluders? Do we pay our Money for this? we ſend them 
to learn their Grammar and their Terence, and they learn 
their Play-books. Well, they talk we ſhall have no more 
Parliaments (God bleſi us) but an we have, I hope, Zeal- 

of- the- land Buzy and my Goſſip Rabby Trouble- truth 
will ſtart up, and ſee we ſhall have painful good Miniſters 
zo keep School, and catechiſe our youth, and not teach em 
to ſpeak. Plays, and att Fables of falſe News, in this 


manner, to the ſuper-vexation of Town and Country, with 
4 Wanion. | PP: 


Acc . SCENEL 


Penny-boy jun, Fitton, Shunfield, Almanack, Madrigal, 
Canter, Pic klock, | 8 
P. jun. 1 Gentlemen, let's breathe from 
| Healths awhile.  ' © | 
This Lick finger has made us a good Dinner, 
55 „ For 


* 
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For our Pecunia: what ſhall's do with our ſelves, a 

While the Women water and the Fidlers nt. $$ 
Fit. Let's jeer a little. | We 
P. jun, Jeer? what's that? | 
Shun. Expect, Sir. | : 
Alm, We firſt begin with our ves andthen at you) 
Shun, A Game we uſe. 

Mad. We jeer all kind of Perſons 
We meet withal, of any Rank or Quality, 

And if we cannot jeer them, we jeer our ſelves: 

P. Ga. A pretty ſweet Society! and a en 
Pic. Pray let's ſee ſome. | 
Shun. Have at you then, Lawyer. 
They ſay, there was one of your Coat in Wr 
Alm. | wonder all his Clienrs were not thoſe: | 
Mad. They were the madder ſort, 7 
Pic. Except, Sir, one 

Like you, and he made e 
Fit. Madr rigal, 

A jeer. 

1444 1 Know. | DE 
Shun, But what did you 4 Lawyer, 

When you made Love to Miſtreſs Band, at Dinner? 
| Mad. Why, of an Advocate, he grew the Client. 
P. jun. Well play'd, my Poet. 

Mad, And ſhew'd the Law of Nature 
Was there above the Common-Law. 
Shun, Quit, quit. 
P. jun. Call you this jcerinß ? I can play at his 
"Tis like a Ball at Tennis. 
Fit. Very like, 
But we were not well in. 

Alm. Tis indeed, Sir. 

When we do ſpeak at volley, all the il 

We can one of another. 

Shun. As this morning, 

| (I would you had heard us) of the Rogue york 

Alm, That Money-bawd, 


: 
8 
0 
* 
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Mad. We call'd him a Coat-card, 
O' the laſt order. 

P. jun. What's that? a Knave? 

Mad. Some readings have it oy my r 
Doth ſpeak it, J uarlet. 

Pi. Ca. And your ſelf a Fool 
O' the firſt Rank, and one ſhall have the tinting 
O' the Right-hand File, under this brave Commander, 

F. jun. What (ay'ſt thou, Canter? 

P. Ca. Sir, I fay this is f 
A very wholeſome exerciſe, and comely: | 
Like Lepers, ſhewing one another their Scabs, 

Or Flies feeding -on Ulcers. 

P. jun. What News, Gentlemen? 
 Ha'you any News for after Dinner? methinks 
We ſhould not ſpend our time unprofitably. _ 

P. _ They never lye, Sir, between Meals, "aint | 

u 
Vou ma 3 a Bale or two brought in. 

Fit. This Canter 
Is an old envious Knave! 

Alm. A very Raſcal! —_ 

Fit. J ha' mark'd him all this Meal, he has done 

nothing 
But mock, with ſcurvy Packs, all we ſaid. 

Alm. A ſupercilious Rogue! he 51 as if 
He were the Patrico —— 

Mad, Or Archi prieſt o' Cantert. | 
Shun. He's ſome primate metropolitan Raſcal, 

Our Shot-clog makes ſo much of him, 

Alm. The Law, 

And he does govern him, 

P. jun. What ſay you, Gentlemen? 

Ft. We ſay, we wonder not, your Man. of Law 
Should be fo gracious wi, 'you; but how it . 
This Rogue, this Canter 

P'. jun. O, good words. 

Fi A Fellow . 


2 That 
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N That ſpeaks no Language = | 4 
Ai. But what gingling Ginſas EF 
And Pedlers trade in 
Et. And no honeſt Chriftian 
Can underſtand 
Pe. Ca. Why, by that argument 
You are all Canters, you, and you, and you, 
[He ſpeabs to 40 the Je eerers; 
All the whole World are Cantersy I wil prove ke” 
In your profeſfions. | 
5. jun. I would fain hear this: | 
But ſtay, my Privce/ſs comes, provide the while | 
I'll call for't anon. How fares your Grace ? 


SCENE II. 


To them, Lili, Pecuniny au Band, Ware: 


Lic. J hope the fare was good. 
Pec. Yes, Lick finger | 
And we ſhall thank you for it, and reward you; 1 
Mad. Nay, VII not loſe my argument, Lick fingen; 
[Lickfinger is challeng d by n f an 
; roument. | | 
Before theſe Gent) emen, I affirm, 
The perfect and true ſtrain of Poetry, 
Is rather to be given the quick cala, 
Than the fat Kitchen. 
Lic. Horetich, I (ee 
Thou art for the vain Oracle of the Bottle. 
The Hogſhead, Triſme egiſtus, is thy Pegaſus t 
Thence flows thy Maſes Spring, from that hard Hoof. 
Seduced Poet, I do ſay to thee, 
A Boyler, Range, and Dreſſer were the — 
Ol all the Knowledge in the Univerſe. | 
And they're the — where the Maſter Cooł · 
(Thou doſt not 8 the Man, nor r canſt thou know 


him, 
8 89 „„ 
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Tin thou haſt ſerv'd ſome Years in that deop School, 
That's both the Nurſe and Morber of the Ares, 

And hear'ft him read, interpret, and demonſtrate!) 
A Mafter-Cook ! Why, he's the Man o' Men, 
For a Profeſſor! He Deſigns, he Draws, 
He Paints, he Carves, he Builds, he Fortifies, 
Makes Citadel of curious Fowl and Fiſh, 

Some he dry-diſbes, ſome mores round with Broths z 

Mounts Marrow-bones, cuts Fifty angled Cuſt ard, 

Rears Bulwark Pies, and for his Outer works 

He raiſeth e ee of immortal u . 
And teacheth all the Tacticꝶs, at one Dinner: 


| 
What Ranks, what Files, to put his Diſhes thy 
The whole Art Military. Then he knows 
The Influence of the Stars upon his Meats, 
And all their Seaſons, Tempers, Qualities, 
And ſo to fit his Reliſhes and Sauces, , 
He has Nature in a Pot, 'bove all the Chymiſts, 
Or airy Brethren of the Rofie-Croſs, . 
He is an Architect, an Ingineer, 
A Soltier, a Phyſician, a Philoſopher, 
A general Matbematician. te" 
ad. lt is granted. _. 


*. 


Lic. And that you may not doubt him for a Post. 
Alm. This Fury ſhews, if there were nothing elſe! 
And tis Divine! I ſhall for ever hereafter 
Admire the Wiſdom of a C! | 
Zan. And we, Sir! _ 
[Penny - boy is courting his Princeſs all the while, 
P. jun. O, how my Princeſsdraws me with her Looks, 
And hales me in, as Eddies draw in Boats, 
Or ſtrong Charybdis Ships, that fail too near 
The Shelves of Love! The Tides of your two Eyes! 
Wind of your Breath, are ſuch as ſuck in all 
That do approach yod ft oh 
Pec. Who hath changed myScrvant? (Beams; 
P. jun. Yourſelf, who drink my Blood up with your 
As doth the Sun, the Sea! Pecunia ſhines kc 
"F 39 þ | | ore 


s 
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Mere in the World than he; and makes it Sprin ng "2 © 
Where - e er ſhe favours | pleaſe her but to ſhow *. 
Her melting Wriſts, or bare her Ivory Hands, 
She catches till! her Smiles they are Love's Totes! 
Her Breaſts his Apples! her Teats Strawberries! ? 
Where Cupid (were he preſent now) would cry, 
Farewell my Mother's Milk, here's ſweeter Nectar! 
Help me to praiſe Pecunia, Gentlemen: 
She's your Princeſs, lend your . 
Fit. A Lady 
The Graces taught to move 
Alm. E he Hours did nurſe. Fo bnls Boe 
They all begin the Encomiun of Pecunia: | 
Fit, Whoſe Lips are the inſtructions of all Lovers? 
Alm. Her Eyes their lights, and rivals to the Stars! 
Hit. A Voice, as if that Harmony ſtill ſpake! 
Alm. And poliſh'd, Skin, whiter 5 Venus Foot! 


Fit. Voun 17 Hebes Neck, or Juno's Arms! 
Alm. A Fair, 


Large as the Mornings, and het. Breath as ſweet 
As Meadows after Rain, and but new mown! 

Fit. Lada migh ol unto her, for a Facet. 

Alm. Hermione for Bre aſts ! „ 8 
Fit. Flora for Cheeks! © | 
Alm. And Helen for a Mouth! | 
P. jun. Kiſs, kiſs em, Priuceſi. [She kj 0 them. 
Fi, The Pearl doth ſtrive in whitendls ith Rer 

ec 
Alm. But loſeth by it: here the Snow bam Snow 3 | 
One Froſt reſolves another! 
nn. Q, (he has: + -+- 

A Front too ſlippery to be lookt upon! „ 
Alm. And glances that beguile the-Seer's Eyes: 
P. Jen. Kiſs, kiſs * z what lays my Man "Wie ! 

Apain. 

Shan. ay, ſhe's more chan Fame can promiſe of) her, 

A Theme that's overcome with her own matrer ! - 
whe is ſtruck blind, and deaf, and dumb with her! 


O 4 She 


* * — 
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She doth aftoniſh Commendation ! 


F. jun, Well pumpt i faith, old Sailor ; kiſs bim too, 


1 . kiſſeth Captain Shunfield. 
| Though he be a ſlug. What ſays my Poet- ſucker ? 


4 He's chewing his Muſes cud, I do ſee him. 


Mad. I have almoſt done, I want but e'en to finiſh, 
Fit. That's the ill luck of all his works Kill. 

P. jun. What? 

Fit. To begin many works, but finiſh none. 

P. jun, How does he do his Miſtreſs-work * ? 

Fit. Imperfect. 

| 8 think he finiſherh that. 

P. jun. Let's hear. 
Mad. It is a Madrigal, I affect that kind > 
Of Poem much. 

P. jun, And thence you ha' the name. 
Fit. It is his Roſe, he can make nothing elle. 
Mad. 1 made it to the Tune the Fialers 4 
That we all lik d ſo well. 
P. jun. Good, read it, read it. 
Aad. The Sun is Father of all Mertals, you know, 
Silver and Gold. 


P. ur. I, leave your Prologue ay} 


8 O N 8. 


Mad. V 8 bright 4s is the Sun her Sire, 
Or Larth her Mother, in her beſt etna, 
Or Mint, tbe Mid- jad” with her fire, - 
Comes forth her Grace! 920 jun, That Aint 


The ſplendour of the  Wealrhieſt the Mid "AS on 
Mines! well. 


The ſtamp and firength of all imperial lines, 
Both Majeſty and Beauty ſhines Fit. That' ; fairly 


I her fweet Face! © ſaid of 1 
Tool bow a Torch of Taper light, | 


| Or of that Tarches flame, a "Hin bright ; CP. jun. Good! 
Cm Now er want a Line to finiſh, Sir. 


P. jun: 
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p. jun. Or of that Beacoy's fire, Moonlight: „ 
Mad. Ss takes ſhe place) ¶ Fit. 'Tis good: 
And then 1 have a Saraband — 

She makes good Chear, ſhe keeps full a1 % 

She holds 4 Fair of Knights and ane 

A Market of all Offices, 
wt Shops of "Honours, more or leſs. 

According to Pecunia's Grace, ' * | 

The Bride hath Beauty, Blood, and Place 

The Bridegroom Virtue, Valor: RM, 

And , ſdom, as he ſtands for it. 


P. jun. Call in the Fidlers. Nick, the Boy, ED ſing it. 
NE Princeſs, kiſs him, kiſs em all, dear Madam, 
And at the cloſe, vouchſafe to call them Couſins. | 
| He urgeth her to kiſs them all. 
1 Sweet Couſin Madrigal, and Couſin Fitton, 
My Conſin Shunfield, and my learned Conſin. 


Ca. Almanach, though they call him i bis 2h 
Pic, Why, here's the Prodigat proſtitutes his 


fre 74 
P. jun. And Picklock, he muſt be a Kinſman too. 
My Man o Lam will teach us all to win, | 


And keep our own. Old Founder. 
P. Ca. Nothing, I Sir? 


I am a Wretch, a Beggar. She the fortunate; 6 
Can want no Kindre ; we the poor know none; 


Fit. Nor none ſhall know, by my conſent, 
Alm. Nor mine. 


P. jun. Sing, Boy, ſtand here. [The B ſongs rheSon : 
Fe: Look, look, how all ths 1 : 5 | 
Dance i their Heads (obſerve) e with Luſt! 
At ſight of their brave Idol how they are tickbd | 
With a light Air! the bawdy Saraband! ' © 
They are a kind of dancing Engines all“ 

And ſet by Nature, thus to run alone 

To every found! All things within, without TRY 
Move, but their Brain, and that. ſtands ſtill mere 
F 


— 
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. And make their Legs in tune, paſſing the sue f 
Theſe are the gllanc Spirits o o nc Ave! | 11 Y 


The Miracles o'the time! that can cry up _ 
And down Mens Wits! and ſer what rate on thing 
Their half-brain'd Fancies pleaſe ! Now Pox upon em. 
See how ſolicitouſly he learns the Jigg, 
As if it were a Myſtery of his Faith!” 5 
Sbun. A dainty Ditty! ? 
Fit. O, he's a dainty: Poet? | = 
When he ſets tot! ED \ 
PF. jun. And a dainty Scholar! 
_ [They are all firuck with 1 
Alm. No, no great Scholar, he writes 5 a Gentle. 
Sbun. Pox o your Scholar. 
P. Ca. Pox o your diſtinction! 
As if a Scholar were no Gentleman. 
With theſe, to write like a Gentleman, will in time 
Become all one, as to write like an Aft. 
Theſe Gentlemen? theſe Raſcals! I am fick 
Of Indignation at em. | 
F. jun. How do you like't, Sir? 
Fit. Tis excellent! 
Alm. Twas exccllently ſung! 
Fl. 5 dainty Air! 
P. jun, What ſays m my LOG ger? 
| L. ant telling Miſtreſs Band, and 8 
W har a brave eng you are, and Wax, here! 
How much *twere better, that my Lady's Grace 
Would here take up, Sir, and keep Houle with 5 
P. jun. What ſay they? 
Sta. We could confent, Sir, willingly. 
Band. l, if we knew her Grace had che leaſt & liking, 
War. We muſt obey her Grace's will and pleaſure. 
P. jun. | thank you, Gentlewom z an ply em, ufer. 
Give Mother Mortgage, there——— 
Lic. Her doſe of Sack. 
I have it for her, and herdiſtance of Hum. 


5 Tee. Indeed therein, l muſt confeſs, . Jour g. 
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I am a moſt unfortunate Princeſs. Alm. And 
You ſtill will be * HAY our Grace may help it. 
The Gallants are all about Pecunia. 


Mad. Who'd le in a Room, with a Clole· tool. 
and Garlick/ 


And kennel with his Dogs, that had a Prince 50 
Like this young Penny-boy, to ſojourn witch? 
Sbun. He'll 


et you ha your Liberry— = 
Alm. Go 3 


Whither you pleaſe, and to what Company—= 


Mad. Scatter your ſelf amongft \ US — 
P. jun. Hope of Pargaſſies ! 1 5 
Thy Toy ſhall. not wither, nor thy Bays, _ 


Thou ſhalt be had into her Grace's Cellar, _ 
And there know Sack and Clarer, all n 


Thy Vein is rich, and we muſt cherifh it. 

Poets and Bees ſwarm now-a-days; but yet | 
There are not thoſe good Taverns, for the one fort, 
As there are flowry Fields to feed the other. 


Though Bees be pleas'd with Dew, ask little War, 
That brings the Honey to her Ladys Hive: 
The Poer muſt have Wine; and he ſhall 2 it. 


8 C E NE 1m. - 
Fou. boy ſen. Penny-boy jun. Lickfnger, Foc 


P. ſen, Broker? what Broker? 

P. jun. Who's that? my Uncle 

FP. ſen, I am abus d; where is my Knave, my Brokej? 

Lic. Your Broker is laid out upon a Bench, P's 
Sack harh ſeiz'd on him, in the ſhape of Sleep. 


| Pic, He hath been dead to us almoſt this Hour. 


P. ſen, This Heur? 

P.Ca. Why ſigh you, Sir? *cauſe he's at ret? 
P. ſen, It 8 my Unreſt. | 

Lic. Will you take a Cup 


| And try if you can fleep? | 


P. Poſen, No, cogging Fac E, 


4 Shun. O, the Sack 


For Broker's ſleep 


My Truft is wrong'd: But I am ſtill awake, 
To wait upon your Grace, pleaſe you to quit 


5 Pee. No, Guardian, I do like them very well. 
P. ſen. Your Grace's Pleaſure be obſerv'd; but yeu 


. Yoyr Grace's Body, Pec, No, he would ha' done; 
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Thou and thy Cups too, periſh. 


© [He ſtrikes the Sack out of bit Hang, 


Mad. The Sack, the Sack! 

P. Ca. A Madrigal on Sack! , Ml 
Pic. Or rather an E102); for the Sack is gone, 
Pec, Why do you this, Sir? ſpill the Wine, and rave? 


4 


E 


F 2 
P. ſen. What ach Sleep and Sack, "© 


This ſtrange lewd Company, *they arc not for you. 
[ He would bave Pecunia bome, but ſbe refuſeth, 
aud her Train. | | ” 


Statute, and Band, and Wax, will go with me? 
Stat. Truly we will nor. . + 
Ban. We will ſtay, and wait here | 

Upon her Grace, and this your Noble Kinſman. ble? 
Z. ſen. Noble! how Noble! whohath made him No- 
P. jun. Why, my moſt noble Money hath, or ſhall; 

My Princeſs here: She, that had you but go 0 

And treated kindly, would have made you noble 

And wiſe too; nay, perhaps have done that for you, 

An Add of Parliament could not, made you honeſt. 

The truth is, Uncle, that her Grace diſlikes 

Her Entertainment, ſpecially her Lodging. 

Pec. Nay, ſay her Jayl. Never unfortunate Princeſs 


Was us d (o by a Jaylor, Ask my Women: 


Band, you can tel', and Statute, how he has us d me, 
Kept me cloſe Priſoner, under twenty Bolts 
Stat. And forty Padlocks——— 
Ban. All malicious Engines 
A wicked Smith could forge out of his Iron 
As Locks and Keys, Shackles and Manacles, 
To torture a great Lady, Star. H' has abus'd 


55 That 


1 
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That lay not in his power: He had the uſe g 
Of our Bodies, Band, and Wax, and ſometimes Statutes: 
| But once he would ha ſmother d me in a Cheſt, 
And ſtrangled me in Leather, but that you 
Came to my Reſcue then, and gave me Air. 
Stat. For which he cramm'd us up in a cloſe Box, 
All three together, where we ſaw no Sun 
In one /x Months. | 7 | 
Wax. A cruel Man he is! 
Ban. H has left my Fellow Wax out i' the tt 
Stat. Till ſhe was iff as any Froſt, and crumbled 
Away to Duſt, and almoſt loſt her Form, | 
Max. Much ado to recover me, 
p. ſen. Women Jeerer ! 
Have you learn'd too the ſubtle Faculty? 
Come, VI! ſhew you the way home, if Drink 
Or too full Diet have diſguis d yon. 
Ban. Troth, ITE 
We have not any Mind, Sir, of returg— 
Stat, To be bound Back to Back : 
Ban. And have our Legs „ 
Turn d in, or writh'd about ——— 
Wax. Or elſe diſplaid 
Seat. Be lodg d with Duſt and Fleas as we were wont 
7 And dieted with Dogs · dung. 
P. ſen. Why, you Whores, 
My Bawds, my Inſtruments, what ſhould l call 225 
Man may think baſe enough for you? 
P. jun. Hear you, Uncle: 
I muſt not hear this of my Princeſs Servants 
And in Apollo, in Pecunia's Room. 
_ Go, yon you down the Stairs; home, to your Kennel, 
wiftly as you can. Conſult your Dogs, 
The Lares of your Family; or, believe it, 
. The Fury of a Foot-man and a Drawer 
Hangs over you. | 
Shun, Cudgel and Pot do threaten 
A kind of Vengeance, = 
Mad, Barbers are at hand. Alm. 
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Alm. Waſhing and Shaving will enſue, 

Fir, The Pump © [They all threaten, 
Is not far off; if twere, the Sink is near, 
Or a good Jordan. 

Mad. You have now no Aoney. 

. Shun, But are a Raſcal. 


P. ſen. I am cheated; robb' * „ to ah, tn 
Jeer'd by confederacy. _ 1 0 
Fit. No, you are kick d, | [on lm bm, | 


And uſed kindly, as you ſhould be: 
Shun, Spurn'd 
From all Commerce of Men, who are a \ Cur: 
[Ricks him but. 
Aim. A liaking Dog in a Doublet, with foul Linen. 
Mad. A ſnarling Raſcal, hence. 
Shun, Out. | 
P ' ſe en. Well, remember, ä E exclaing, 
lam cozen'd by my Couſin, and his“ hore! 
Bane o theſe Meetings in Apollo? 
Lic. Go, Sir, 80 
You will be toſt like Block, in a Blanket, elſe. ö 
[One of bis D Deg. 
P. jun. Down with him, Lickfnger: 
P. ſen. Saucy Fack, away; 
Pecunia is a Whore. 
P. jun. Play him down, Fidler, 
And drown his Noiſe. Who's this? | 
Fit, O, Maſter Held. mantis! 2 


SCENE W. 


7 them, Hel aul. 


| P, e. By your leave, Gentlemen. 

f 7 Pyed-wantle brings the Lady Pecuniabs Pedigree 
it, Her Grace's Herald, 

Alm. No Herald yet, a Heraldet. 
P. jun. What s that} 


CCC any Wt EY EE 
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p. ca. A Canter. © 


P. jun. O, thou ſaidſt thou'dft bene us s al . 
P. ca. Sir, here is one will prove himſelf fo, ſreight. ” 
So ſhall the reſt, in time, | 
per. My Pedigree? _ 
I tell you, Friend, he muſt be a good Scholar 


Can my Deſcent : 1 am of Princely Race, 
And as "good Blood as any is i' the Mines 
Runs thro' my Veins. I am, every Limb, a Princeſs! 4 
Dutcheſs o' Mines was my 7 Grandmother 3 
And by the Father's fide, I come from S 
My Grandfather was Duke of Or, and match'd_ 
In the Blood. Royal of Ophyr, 

Pye. Here's his Coat, 

Pec. I know it, if I hear the Blazon. 

Pye. He bears 
In a Field Azure, a Sun proper, beamy, 
Twelve of the Second. 

50 Ca. How far's this from canting? 
P. jun. Her Grace doth underſtand it. 

P. Ca. She can cant, Sir. _ 
Pec. What be theſe? Bezants? 
Pye. Yes, an't pleaſe your Grace. 

ec. That is our Coat too, as we come from or. 

What Line's this? 

Pye. The rich Mines of Porofr, - 


The Spaniſh Mines i' the Weſt-Indi , 


Pec. This? 

De. The Mines o Hungary, this of Bakay,. 

Pec. But this, this little Branch? | 
Pye. The Welſh Mine, that. 

Pee, I ha*Welſb Blood in me too; blaze, Sir, that chat. 
Pye.She bears(an't pleaſe you) Argent,chree Leeks vert, 


In Canton Or, and zaſſel'd of the Frſt. 


P. Ca. Is not this Canting? do you underſtand him? 

P. jun. Not 1; but it ſounds well, and the N 
Is rarely painted: I will have ſuch a OY 
Whate' er it colt me 


Pee, 
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Poc. Well, ar better A 5 


We'll take a view of it, and ſo reward you; 
F. jun. Kiſs him, ſweet Princeſs, and ſtile him aun, 
"Pee. 1 will, it you will have it. uuf in Fyed - mant le. 
De Kiſſetb. 


P Jun. 1 long all Men of Virtue, from my Princeſs, 


Unte my Beggar here, old Canter; on, 


On to thy Proof; whom prove you the next Canter? 
FP. Ca. The Door here, I will proceed with a 


When he diſcourſeth of Diſſaction, . 
Or any Point of Anatomy; that he tells Jou 
Of Vena cava, and of Vena porta, _ 
The Meſeraicks, and the Meſenterium : 
W.hat does he elſe but cant? Or if he r run . 
To his Judicial Aſtrology, _ Ng 
And trowl the Trine, the Quartile, and the Sextile, 
| Platick Aſpeci, and Partile, with his SOS 
Or Alcbochoden, Cuſpes, and Horoſcope 


Does not he cant? who here does fader aaa in? 


Alm. This is no Cantor, though! | 

P. ca. Or when my Muſter-maſter 8 

Talks of his Ta#icks, and his Ranks and Files, | 
His Bringers-up, his Leaders-0n, and cries _ 


FTraces about to the Rigbe. band, the Left, 


Now, as you were; then tells you of Redoubte, | 
Of Cars, and Cortines; ; doth not he cant "i g 
P. jun Ves, faith. 5 [forth 
P. Ca. My Egg-chin'd Lanreat here, when he comes 
With Dimezers, and Trimerers, Tetrameters, 
Pentameters, Hexameters, Cataleficks, 
His Hyper, and his Brachy-Cataleficks, „ 
His Pyrrbicks, Epitrites, and Choriambicks 5 
What! is all this, but canting? 7 
Mad. A rare Fellow! 8 
Sbun. Some begging Scholar? 
Hit. A decay'd Doctor at leaſt! 


F. Jun, Nay, I do cheriſh Virtue, though i Rags; 


<1 Ca, And you, Mas Courtier, | 


Jun. 
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. Now he treats of you, 
FR forth to him fair. > 
P. ca. With all your fly-blown Pats.” | 
And Looks our of the Polizicks, your fbut Face, 
And __ Qreſtions and Anſwere, that you gang 
wit 
Is't a clear Buſineſ:? Win it manage well? 
* My Name muſt not be us d elſe, Here *rwill 45. 
Yak Buſineſs bas receiv'd a taint, give off, 
I may nor proſtitute my — Tut, fur, 
That little Duſt I can blow off at pleaſure: 
| Here's no ſuch Mountain, yet, # the whole Work! 
But a light Purſe may level, I will tide = 
This Affair for you; give it freight, and paſſage: * 
And ſuch Mint-phraſe, as tis the worſt of Cantin * 
By how much it affolts 1 the Senſe it has not. 
Fir. This is ſome other than he ſeems] “ 
P. jun, How like you him? 
Fit. This cannot be a Canter! | 
P. jun, But he is, Sir, . 
And ſhall be ſtill, and fo ſhall you be too: 4 
We'll all be Cantert. Now I think of 1 it, „ 
A noble Abimſis s come into my Brain?! 
I'll build a College, I and my Pecunia, | 
And call it Canters College: Sounds it well? | 
| Canters College begin ro be erefted, 
7 Excellent! | 5 
P. jun. And here ftands my Father Reftory 
And you Profeſſors, you ſhall all profeſs . 
Something, and live there, with her Grace and me, 
Your Founders: I'll endow't with Lands and Means 


And Lickfinger ſhall be my Maſter-Gook, | 
„bn, is he gone? 1 5 
P. Ca. And a Profeſſor. . 
# Jun. Ves, 3 


P.Ca. And read Abicius de re ci "oF 
To your brave Doxy and do | 


EEE. I. 
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P. jun. Lou, Confin Fitton, - 
Shall (as a Conrrier) read the Politicks; 
Doctor Almanack he 1hall read Aſtrology; 
Shunfzeld ſhall read the. Aailitary Art. 
P. Ca. As carving, and aſſaulting the cold Cuſtard, 
P. jun. And Horace here the Art of Poctr r. 
Eo, | [That's Madrigal. 
His Lyricks, and his Madrigals, fine Songs, © 
Which we will have at Dinner, ſteept in Claret, 
And againſt Supper, ſous'd in Sack. 
Mad. In troth, ; | 
A divine bins? 
Shun. And a. worthy Work, 
Fit for a Chronicle! 
P. jun. Ist not? 
Shun, To all Ages. . 3 
P. jun. And Pied-mantle ſhall give us all our Arms : 
But Picklock, what wouldſt thoube? Thoucanſt cant too. 
Pic. In all the Languages in Weſtminſter-ball, - 
Pleas, Bench, or Chancery. Fes. farm, Fes- Tail, 
Tenant in Dower, at Will, for Term of Life, 
By Copy of Conrt-Roll, Knights Service, Homage, 
Fealty, Eſcuage, e or Frank almoigne, 
Grand Sergeantry, or Burgage, 
P. jun. Fhou appear'ſt. . 
Kal Joy a Canter. Thou ſhalt read 
All Littleton's Tenures to me, and indeed 
All my Conveyances. | 
Pic. And mike em too, Sir? 1 
Keep all your Courts, be Steward o' your Lands, 
Let all your Leaſes, keep your Evidences: Fa 
But firſt, I muſt procure and paſs your More-main, 
You muſt have Licence from above, Sir. 
F mn Fear ndt@ © © 
Pecunia's Friends ſhall do it. 
Mee But iy 
| [Here bis Father diſcovers himſelf. 
Your Worſhip's loving and obedient Father, 
| 0 Your 


a 
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Vour painful Seward, and loſt Officer? 
Who have done this, to try how you would uſe 
Pecunia when you had her; which ſince I fee, 

I wilt take home the Lady to my Charge, 

And theſe her Servants, and leave you my Cloke, 
To travel in to Beggars Buſh! A Seat ö 
Is built already, furniſf'd too, worth twenty 

Of. your imagin'd Structures, Centers College, 
| it, Tis bis Father! | 

Mad. He's alive, methinks. 

Alm, 1 knew he was no Rogue! 

P. Ca. Thou, Prodigal, 

Was 1 ſo careful for thee, to procure 
And plot wi! my learn'd Counſel, Maſter Picklock, 
This Noble Match for thee? and doſt thou obe 
Scatter thy Miſtreſs's Favours, throw away 
Her Bounties, as they were red- burning Coals, 
Too hot for thee to handle, on ſuch Raſcals, 
Who are the Scum and Excrements of Men? 
If thou hadſt ſought out good and virtuous Perſong 
Of theſe Profeſſions, I had lov'd thee, and them; 
For theſe ſhall never have that Plea *gainſt me, 
Or colour of advantage, that I hate 
Their Callings, but their Manners and their Vicetz 
A worthy Courtier is the Ornament 
Of a King's Palace, his great Maſter's Honour, 
This is a Moth, a Raſa], a Court-Rat, Th 
That en the Common-wealth with broking Suit 
And eating Grievances.! So, a true Soldier, i 
He is his . is Strength, his Sovereign's Safety, 
And to ſecure his Peace, he makes himſelf 
The Heir of Danger, nay the Sul joct of it, 
And runs thoſe virtuous Hazards that this darererow 


annot endure to hear of. 


Shun. Y ou are pleaſant, Sir. 

P. Ca. With you I dare be! Here is Pied. mantle 
"Cauſe he's an Aſs, do not I love a Herald, 
W ho is the pure FO 727 pgs | 


The 
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The keeper fair of all Nobility, ; 
Without which all would run into Confuſion? 
Were he a learned Herald, I would tell him 
He can give Arms and Marks, he cannot Honour; 
No more than Money can make Noble: It may 
Give Place, and Rank, bur it can give no Virtus: 
And he would thank me for this Truth. This Dog-leach, 
You ſtile him Doctor, cauſe he can compile = | 
An Almanack, perhaps erect a Scheme . 
For my great Madam's 4 when't has ta'en 
A Glyſter, and bewray'd the Ephemerides, : 
Do | deſpiſe a learn'd Phyician, _- 
In calling him a Quack /olonr F or blaſt 
The ever-living Garland, always green, 
Of a good Poe; when I ſay his Wreath 
Is picc'd and patch'd of dirty wither'd Flowers ? 
Away, I am impatient of theſe Ulcer, ö 
(That I not call you worſe,) There is no Sore 
Or Plague but you to infect the Times. I abhor 
Your very Scent. Come, Lady, ſince 90 Prodigal 
Knew not to entertain you to your wort 
Vil fee if I have learn'd how to receive you 
With more Reſpect to you, and your fair Train here, 
Farewel, my Beggar in Velvet, for to day; 
To morrow you may put on that grave Robe, 
[ He points bim to his bard's Cloke thrown off, 
And enter your great Work of Canters College, 
Your Work, and worthy of a Chrouicle, © 


The fourth Intermean after the fourth Ack. 
rade NE this war the wolf of all, the cut. 


ſtrophe! 
Cen. The Matter began to be good but now; and he 
bas ſpoil'd it all with bis Beggar there! 42h 
Mirth. A beggarly Jack it it, I warrant bim, and 
4 kin to the Poet. = 


Tat, 


The Staple of en. | 225 . 


Tat. Like enough, for he had the chiefe ſt Part in his 


Play, if you markit. _ | 
xp. Abſurdity on him, for a huge over-grown Fi 


maker! Why ould he make him live again, when they and © 


ave all thought him dead? If he had left him to his Ragsy 

there had been an end of him. ; 
Tat. 7, but ſet a Beggar on Hot. lat, he'll never lin 
till he be a gallop, © | 

SONY The young Heir grew a fine Gentleman? in this aft 
Aft, 

Exp. So he did, Gofſ iP, and kept the beſt Gu 

Cen, And feaſted em, and his Miſtreſs, 

Tat. And ſhew'd her to em all! was no: jealous! | 

Mirth. But very « communicative and liberal, and began 
to be magnificent, if the Chur! his Father world have (es 
him alone. | 

Cen. It was ſpitefully | e o the Poet, to als ts Cuff 
take him off in his height, when he was going to ao all hus 
brave Deeds! © | 

Exp. To found an Academy! F 

Tat. Ere& a College! 

Exp. Plant his Profe ſſors, and water bis Leftures! 

Mirth. With Wine, Goſſips, as he meant to do; and 
1 to defraud his Purpoſes? 

Exp. Kill the Hopes of ſo many reward Joo Spirits? 

Tat. As the Doctors? 

Cen. And the Courtiers ! I proteſt, 1 was in love with! 
Maſter Fitton: He did wear all he had, from the Hat- 
cond to the Shooe tie, . politically, ny would loop, and 
leer! 

Mirth. And lie ſo in wait for 4 pices f Wit, lihe a 
Mouſe-trap! 

Exp. Indeed, Goſſip, ſo would the little Doctor; all 
his Behaviour was meer Gliſter! Oo my Conſtience, he 
would make any Party” s Phyſick Ihe 2 work with 
his Diſcourſe. 

Mirth. / wonder they would E it, 4 Fol hh, old; 
fornicating Father to raviſh a hi, Sou Miſtreſs, - 
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Forgiveneſs l - 


Cen. And all her Women at once, as he did! 
Tat. I would ha flown in his Gipſy's Face, i faith, 
_. Mirth. I was 4 plain piece of political Inceſt, and 


Worth to be brought afore the High- Commiſſion of Mi. 


Suppoſe we were to cenſure him, you are the youngeſt, Voice, 


Ooſſip Tattle, begin. 


z 


Tattle. AA arr 5 1 would ha” the old Coney-catcher C9. 

Zen d of all he — # the young Heir's Defence, by his 

learned Counſel Mr. Picklock! 
Cen, I would rather the Courtier had found ont ſome 


Trick.to beg bim for his Eſtate! 


Exp. Or the Captain had Courage enongh to beat him! 
Cen. Or the fine Madrigal-man'in Rhyme, to have run 
him out o the Country, like an Iriſh Rat. Ob 
Tat. No, I would have Maſter Pyed-mantle, her 
Grace's Herald, 10 pluck, down his Hatchments, reverſe 


Vis Coat-Armour, and nulliſie him for no Gentleman. 


Exp. Nay, then let Maſter Doctor diſſe him, have 
him open d, and his Tripes tranſlated to Lickfinger, to 


mae a Probation-diſh of. 


Cen, Tat. Agreed! arrvedl iis nh 5 
« Mirth, Faith, I would have him flat diſinherited by 4 
Decree of Court, bound to make Reſtitution of the Lady 
Pecunia, and the uſe of her Body, to his Son, e 


Exp. And her Train to the Gentlemen. 


| =. 
Cen. And both the Poet, and himſelf, to a them all 
Tat. And us too. . 
Cen, In two large Sheets of Paper —— _ 1 
Exp. Or to ſtand in a Skin of Parchment, (which 


te Court pleaſe.) | 


Cen. And thoſe fill d with News! © 55 
Mirth. And dedicated to the ſuſtaining of the Staple ! 
Exp. Which their Poet hath let fall moſt abruptly, 
Mirth. Bankruptly indeed.  _ 5 
Cen. Jun ſay wittily, Goſſip and therefore let 4 Pro- 


| Feſt go out againſt him. 


Mirth. A Mournival ef Proteſts, or a Gleck at leaſt. 
, : a ä Exp. 
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Exp. In all our Names. 
Cen. For 4 decay d Wit o— 


Exp. Broken —= . 

Tat. Non-folyent =— _ 5 

Cen. Aud for ever forfeit — 

Mirth. To ſcorn of Mirth! 

Cen. Cenſure! 
Exp, Expectation! + 

Tat. N 4 Tatcle. Stay, they come Ae. ok 


WT. V. 8s CEN E I. 
Penny: boy Jun. To him, Tho. Barber. After, Puklocks 
| He comes out in the patcht Cloke his Father left him. 


TA Y, they are. fit, as they had been made 
for me, 

And Lam now a thing worth looking at! 

The ſame I ſaid I would be in the Morning! 

No Rogue, at a Comitia of the Canter, 

Did ever there become his Parents Robes _ 

Better than I do theſe. Great Fool! and Beger! 

Why do not all that are of thoſe Societies 

Come forth, and gratulate me one of oF, 

Methinks I ſhould be on every fide ſaluted, 

Dauphine of Beggars, Prince of Prodigals! 

That have ſo 1 Wa under the Ears, and Eyes, 

And Tongues of all, the Fable of the Time, 

Matter of Scorn, and Mark of Dr On. 

I now begin to ſee my Vanity 

Shine in-this'Glaſs, reflected by the Foil! 

Where is my Faſhioner ? my Feather-man ? 

My Linnerer, Perfumer, Barber? all 

That Tail of Riot follow'd me this Morning? 

Not one! but a dark Solitude about me, 

Wen oy Cloak and Patches; as I had -+ + ; 

„ | The 


P. jun. 
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The epidemical Diſeaſe upon me: 
And 1'll fir down with it. 

Tho. My Maſter! Maker ! nk To. 
How do you ? W hy do you fit thus o' the Ground, Sir? 
Help you the News? + ond ty rol nts 7 
P jun. No, nor I care to hear none, 
Would I could here fir ſtill, and flip away 2 
The other One and Twenty, to have this 
Forgotten, and the Day raz d out, expung'd 
In every Ephemerides, or Almanac. 

Or if it muſt be in, that Time and Nature 
Have decreed; ſtill let it be a Day 


Of tickling Prodigals about the Gills, 


Deluding gaping Heirs, loſing their Loves, 
And their Diſcretions, falling from the Favours 
Of their beſt Friends and Parent, their own Hopes, 


And entring the Society of Canters, 


Tho, A doleful Day it is, and diſmal Times 
Are come upon us: I am clear undone. - 
P, jun. How, Thom? TT 
Tho. Why, broke, broke! wretchedly broke! 
ß el =) 5 
Tho, Our Staple is all to Pieces, quite diſſolv'd! 
P. jun. Ha! TH nl 
Tbo. Shiver'd, as in an Earthquake ! Heard you not 
The Crack and Ruins? We are all blown up! | 


Soon as they heard th' Infants was got from them, 


Whom they had ſo devoured i' their Hopes, 


To be their Patroneſs, and ſojourn with em,; 


Our Emiſſaries, Regiſter, Examiner, 
Flew into Vapour : Our grave Governour 
Into a ſybtler Air, and is return'd My 
(As we do hear) grand Captain of the Feorers. 
I and my Fellow melted into Butter, 
And ſpoil our Ink, and ſo the Office vaniſh'd, _ 
The laſt Hum that is made, was, That your Father 
And Picklock are ſall'n out, the Man o' Law. 
P. jun. How? this awakes me from my Lerbargv. 


He ſtarts up ar this.” 


bo. 


a” a oe Si — 
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| Tho: And a great Suit is like to be between em: 
Picklock denies the Feoffment, and the Tut, 
(our Father ſays) he made of the whole Eſtate _ 
Unto him, as reſpecting his Mortality, 4 
When he firſt laid this late Device, to try you. 
P. jun. Has Picklock then a Truſt? 
Tho. I cannot tell, „VVV 
Here comes the worſbipful [ Picklock enters. 
Dic. What, my Velvet How | 
| *urn'd Beggar in Mind, as Robes? 

P. jun. You ſee what Caſe. „ 
Your, and my Father's Plots have brought me to? 
Pic. Your Father's, you may ſay, indeed, not mine. 
He's a hard- hearted Gentleman! I am ſorry | 
To ſee his rigid Reſolution? _ | 
That any Man ſhould fo put off Affection, 

And humane Nature, to deſtroy his own, 
And triumph in a Victory ſo cruel! _ 
He's fall'n out with me, for being yours, 
And calls me Knave, and Traytor to his Truſt, 
Says he will have me thrown over the Bar —= 

P. jun. Ha? you deſerv'd it? - 5 
Pic. O, good Heaven knows 
My Conſcience, and the ſilly Latitude of it; 

A narrow- minded Man! My Thoughts do dwell 

All in a Lane, or Line indeed: No Turning, 

Nor ſcarce Obliquity in them. I till look 

| Right forward, to th' Intent and Scope of that 
Which he would go from now. 1 

P. jun. Had you a Truſt then? 


Pic. Sir, I had ſomewhat will keep you Rill Lord = 
Of all the Eſtate, (if I be honeſt) as oY 
I hope I ſhall, My tender ſcrupulous Breaſt. 

Will not permit me to ſee the Heir defrauded; . 
And like an Alien thruſt out of the Blood. 

The Laws (orbid that I ſhould give Conſent 

To ſuch a civil Slaughter of a 8on. 
P. jun. Where is the Decd? Haſt thou it with Red: 
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| Pic. No, | 
It is a thing of greater Conſec uence, 
Than to be born about in a black Box, 
Like a Lom - Country Porloffs or Welſh Brief. 
t is at Lickfinger” "4 under Lock and Key, 
| 'P;j jun. O, fetch it hither. 
Pic. 1 have bid him bring it, 

That you might ſee it. 

P. jun. Knows he what he brings? _ [carries, 
Pic. No more than a Gardiner's 4, what Roots he 
P. jun. I was a ſending my of 3 1 * 
A penitent Epiſtle; but I am glad 
j did not now, 
Pic. Hang him, an auſtere Grape, 
| That has no Ju ce, but what is Verjuice in him; 
P. jun. ll ſhew.you my Letter: | 
l benny - boy runs out 70 fuch his Letter, 
Pic. Shew me a Defiance ! 

If I can now commit Father and Son, | 
And make my Profits out of both ; commence 
A Suit with the Old Man tor his whole State, 

And go to Law with the Son's Credit, undo 
Both, both with their own Money, it were a Piece 

Worthy my N ight-cap, and the Gown I wear, f 

A Picklock's Name in Law, Where are you, It ' 

5 do you do ſo long? 

p. jun. I cannot find 
Whele have laid it; but I Trl laid it ſafe. 
Pic. No matter, Sir; truſt you unto my 77: 

Tis that that ſhall ſecure you, an abſolute | Deed! 
And I confeſs, it was in Truſt, for you, 
Leſt any thing might have hapned mortal to kim 

Bur there mult be a Gratitude thought on, 

And Aid, Sir, for the Charges of the Suit, 
Which will be great, 'gainſt ſuch a mighty Man 

As is our Pather, and a Man poſſeſt 
Of ſo much Land, Pecunia and her Friends, 

I am not able to wage Lam with him, 
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Yet muſt maintain the Thing, as my own NN 
still for your Good, and therefore muſt be bold 

To uſe your Credit for Moneys. 
P. jun. What thou wilt, 

Yo we be ſafe, and the Truſt. bear i ir, 

Pic, Fear h 
'Tis he muſt pay Arrearages i in the Fad, 15 
We'll milk him, and Pecunia, draw their Ceram dawn; 
Before he get the Deed into his Hands. 
My N ame is * but he'll find me a Tallek. 


SCENE U. 
 Penny-boy 9 Penny-boy i Jun. bellt, The. Barber, ; 


pi. ca. How now? conferring wi” your Gr Connſal 
Upo' the Cheat? Are you o the Plot to cozen me: 4 

b jun. What Plot ? 

p. Ca. Your Connſel knows there; Mr. Picklock 
Will you reſtore the Tru/t yet? | 

Pic. Sir, take Patienge 
And Memory unto you, and bethink you, f 
What Truſt? where does't appear? I have your. . Deed: 
Doth your Deed ſpecific 57 ruſt? Is't nat 
A perte& AF, and abſolute in Law? ? 
Sed and deliver'd before Wirneſles ? 
The Day and Dare emergent. 

P. Ca. But what Conference, ; 
What Oaths and Vows preceded? 
Pic. I will tell you, Sir, 
Since I am urg'd of thoſe, as I remember, 
You told me you had got a grown Eſtate 
By griping Means, RR. 
P. Ca. Howl). 

Pic. And were | 
Ev'n weary of it; if the Parties lived 
From whom you had wreſied | it 

(P. Ce, Ha! 7. 


5 Pic 
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Pig. You could be glad 
To part with all, for ſatisfa@tion: 
But ſince they had yielded ro Humanity, 
And that juſt Heaven had ſent you for a Pu 


1 EE niſhment 
You did acknowledge it) this riotous Heir, 
That would brigg al to Beggary in the end, 
And 3 onſumption where he went 
P. c., oy'd cozen both then? your Confederate 
After along mature deliberation, , 
You could not think where better how to place it · 

P. Ca. Than on you, Raſcal? ; 
Pi. What you pleaſe i* your Paſſionzg 
But with your Reaſon, you will come about, | 
And think a faithful and a frugal Friend 
To be preferr'd. a 1 ; 5 

P. Ca. Before a Son 2 

Pic. A Prodigal, 5 
A Tub without a Bottom, as yon term'd him: 
For which I might return you a Vow or two, 
And ſeal it with an Oath of Thankfulneſs, - 
I nat repent it, neither have I cauſe, yet — 
P. Ga, Forehead of Steel, and Mouth of Braſs! 

hath Impudence Mes. 9 

Poliſh'd ſo groſs a Lie, and dar'ſt thou vent it? 
Engine, compos'd of all mixt Metals! Hence 
I will not change a Syllab with thee more, 
Till I may meer thee at a Bar in Court, 
Before thy Judges. 5 is 
Pic. Thither it muſt come, 
Before I part with it to you, or you, Sir. 

P. Ca. I will not hear thee. 5 | 

P. jun. Sir, your Ear to me tho. [ His Son entrear 

Not that I ſee through his perplexed Plots, [him. 
And hidden Endy; nor that my Parts depend 
Upon the unwinding this ſo knotted Skean, 
Do 1 beſeech your Patience, Unto me 
He hath confeſt the Truſt, \ 


: Pic. 


That is a thouſand Witneſſes. 
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| Pit, How? I confeſs it? 


P. jan. I, thou falſe Man. 
P. 2 Stand up to him, and confront bim. 1 
Pic. Where? when? to whom? | 
P. jun. To me, even now, and here ; : 


Canſt thou deny it 


pic. Can l eat or drink? 


Sleep, wake, or dream? ariſe, by go,” or fand > 
Do any thing that's natura? 


p. jun. Yes, lie 
It ſeems thou cant, and perjure; that i wel 

Pic. O me! what times are theſe of frontleſs carri- 
An Eggof the ſame Neſt! the Father's Bind? (age! 
It runs in a Blood, I ſee! 

P. jun. I'll top your Mouth. 

Pic. With what? | 5 

P. jun. With Truth. | 

Pic. With Noiſe; I muſt have Witneſs: 
Where is your Witneſs? you can produce Witnefs. 

P. jun. As if my Teſtimony were not twenty, "= 


| Balanc'd with thine? 


Pic. So Tay all Prodigal, 


Sick of Self-love; but that's not Law, young Scatur⸗ 


I live by Za Lgood: 

P. jun. Why, if thou haſt a Conſcience, 

Pic, No Court y 
Grants out a Writ of Summons for the Conſcience, 
That I know, nor Subpœna, nor Attachment. 

I muſt have Witneſs, wo of your producing, 
Fer this can come to heating, and it muſt 
Be heard on Oath and Witneſs; 


1. Come forth, Thom, [He produceth Thom. 
Soils what thou heard'ft, the truth, and the whole 


truth, 


And nothing but the truth. What ſaid this Varlet?, 
Pic, A Rat behind the 5 | 
Tho, Sir 4 he Ls | 


7 
— * 


— 8 


238 ne "ROY of News, 


It was a Truſt ! an Act, the which your Fathef > 
Had Will to alter; but his tender Breaft 
Would not permit to ſee the Heir defrauded, 
And, like an Alien, thruſt out of the Blood. 
The Law: forbid that he ſhould give conſene 

To ſuch a Civil Slaughter of a Son . 
Pi. jun. And talk'd.of a Gratuity to be given; 
And Aid unto the Charges of the Suit ; | 
W hich he was to maintain in his own Name, 
But for my Uſe, he ſaid.  _ 
P. Ca. It is enough. 
Tho. And he would milk Prev, and draw dowi 
Her Cream, before you got the Truſt again. 

P. Ca. Your Ears are in my Pocket, Knave, 89. 

ſhake 'em 

The little while you have them; 

Pic. You do truſt | 
To you great Purſe. 

P. Can. I a you in a Purſe-net, | 
Good Maſter Picklock, wi' your worming Brain; 
And wrig geling Engine-head of Maintenance, 
Which 1 ſhall ſce you hole with a! foo Pa 
A fine round Head, when thoſe two Lugs are off, p 
To trundle through a Pillorg.. You are ſure 
You heard him ſpeak this? 

P. june I, and more. 

Tho. Much more! 

Pic; PIt prove yours Maintenance and Combination; 


And ſue you all. 


P. Ca. Do, do, my gowned Yultare, 
Crop in Reverſion; I ſhall fee you coited 
Over the Bar, as Barge-men do their Billets. 

Pie. This*tis, when Men repent of their good Deeds, 
And would ha? em in again ---- They are almoſt mad! ; 
But I forgive their Lucida Intervalla, 

O, Lieckfirger + / come hither, Where's my Writing? 
[Picklock ſpies Lickfinger, and at him 


| aſide for the Writing. 
F "SCENE 


8c E N E m | 
To them, Lickfnger. | 


Lie. F ſent i IE you, together with your Keys. 

Pic. How? 

Lic. By the Porter that came for ir, from vou 
And by the token, you had giv” a me the Keys, 
And bad me bring it. = 

Pic. And why did you not? 

Lic. Why did you ſend a Countermand? 

Pic. Who, 1? | 

Lic. You, or ſome other you, you put in truſt, 

Pic. In truſt? 

Lic. Your Truſt's another ſelf, you know; N 
And without Truſt, and your Truſt, how ſhould he 
Take notice of your Keys, or of my Charge? _ 

Pic, Know you the Man? 

Lic. I know he was a Porter, 

And a ſeal'd Porter; for he bore the Padge 
On Breaſt, I am ſure. 
Pic. I am loſt! a Plot! I ſcent it! _ 
Lic. Why! and I ſent it by the Man you fn 
Whom elſe 1 had not truſted. 
Pic. Plague o your Truſt, 
I am rrufs'd up among you: 
P. jun. Or you may be. 
Pie. In mine own Halter, I have made the Wee. 


Eo . goes out. 
P. jun. What was it, Lie Anger 


{ Toung Pere feu it it to' bis Father to bs 
bis Plot of ſending for it by the Porter, and that 
he is in poſſeſſion of the Deed. 
Lic. A Writing, Sir. 
He ſent for't by a Token: I was bringing it, f 
But that he ſent a Porter, and he ſeem'd 
A Man of decent Carriage. 


P. Ca. Twas good fortune! Tg 


% 
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To cheat the Cheater, was no Ebear, but Juſtice; 
Put off your Rage, and be your ſelf again; 
This AZ of Piety and good Affection 
Hath partly reconcil'd me to you. 
P. jun. Sir. „ | 1 5 
P. Ca. No Vows, no Promiſes; too muſt Proteſtation 


" — * 


* 


Makes that ſuſpected oft, we would perſwade. 
P. jun. The Office is down, how ſhould we? 
Lic. But of your Uncle? _ 
P. jun. No. 7 PH 
A He's run mad, Sir. 5 
P. ca. How, Lickfmger ? Re i 

Lic. Stark ſtaring mad, your Brother, 
H' has almoſt kill'd his Maid, „ 

p. Ca. Now Heav'n forbid. 5 

[Elder Penny - boy ſtartles at the News, 

Lic. But that ſhe's Cat - liv d, and Squirrel · limb d, 
With throwing Bed - ſtaves at her: H“ has ſet wide 
His outer Doors, and now keeps open Houſe 
For all the Paſſers by to ſee his Juſtice. 
Firſt, he has apprehended his two Dogs, 
As being o' the Plot to cozen himg 
And there he firs like an old Worm o the Peace, 
Wrapp'd up in Furs, at a ſquare Table, ſcrewing, 
Examining, and committing the poor Curs 
To two old Caſes of Cloſe-flools, as Priſonsz 
The ene of which he calls his Lollard's Tower, 
Th' other his Block-bouſe, cauſe his two Dogs Names 
Are Block and Lollard. | > "Tos 

P jun. This would be brave Matter 

Unto the Jeerers. 
F. ca. I, if ſo the Subject 
Mere not ſo wretched. 
Lic. Sure I met them all, 
think, upon that queſt. 
P. Ca. Faith, like enough: 3 
The Vicious {till are ſwiſt to ſhew their Natures, 5 


4 
. - 1 
» 


- Sb 3m; . 
In thither too, but with another aim, 
If all . 1 and my Simpler take, 


88 E N E W. 
| Pemny-b y ſen. Porter, 


He 10 ſeen 2 22 at bis Table, with Payert before _y 


P. ſen. Where are the Priſoners? 
Por. They are forth-coming, 8 
Or coming forth, at leaſt, 
P. ſen. The Rogue is drunk, 
Since 1 ee them to his Charge. Cb biet 
Near me, yet nearer; breathe upon me. Wine! 
[He ſmells bim. 

Wine o' your Worſhip! Sack! Canary Sack! 
Could not your Badge Fig been drunk with fulſom Ale, 

Or Beer, the Porter's Element? but Sack! 

For. I am not drunk; we had, Sir, but one "Os. 

An honeſt Carrier and my ſelf, 

P ſen, Who paid for't? | 
Por. Sir, I did give it him. 
P. ſen. What? and ſpend Six · pence! 

A Frock ſpend Six-pence! Six pence! | 
Por. Once in a Year, Sir. 
P. ſen. In ſeven Years, Varlet! Know'ft thou whad 
thou haft done? 

Whar a conſumption thou haſt made of a Sate? 

It might pleaſe Heav'n (a-luſty Knave and young) 

To let thee live ſome ſeventy Years longer, 

Till chou art fourſcore and ten, perhaps a bundred, 

Say ſeventy Years; how many times ſeven in ſeventy ? 

Why ſeven times ten is ten times ſeven, mark me, 

I will demonſtrate to thee on my Fingers, 

Six-pence in ſeven Year (Uſe upon Uſe) 

_ Grows in that firſt ſeven Year 5 be a Twelve-pences © 

Thar, in the next, Twoſhillings; the third, Four ſbillings; 
Vo. IV. Q The 
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The fourth ſeven Year, Eight Shillings, the fifth, Sixteen; 
The ſixth, 70 an Thirty; the ſeventh, Three Pound Four; 
The eighth, Six Pound and Eight; the ninth, Twelve 
Pound Sixteen; „ Z | 
And the tenth /even, Five and Twenty Pound 
Twelve Shillings. This thou art fall'n from by thy Riot! 
Should'ſt thou live ſeventy Years, by ſpending Six-pence 
Onee i' the ſever: But in a Day to waſte it! 
There is a Sam that Number cannot reach! 
Out o' my Houſe, thou Peſt o' Prodigality!. _ 
Seed o' Conſumption! Hence: A wicked Keeper 
Is oft worſe than che Priſoners. There's thy Penny, 
Four Tokens for thee. Out, away. My Dogs 
May yet be innocent and honeſt. If not, 
I have an entrapping Qneſtion or two more, 
To put unto 'em, a crois [nterrogatory, 
{And I ſhall catch em. Lollard? Peace 
5 | He calls forth Lollard, znd examines him. 
What Whiſpering was that you had with Mortgage, 
When you laſt lic k'd her Feet? The truth now. Ha? 
Did you ſmell ſhe was gaing Put down that. Asd not, 
Not to return? You are hlent? Good, And when 
Leap'd you on Srarure? As ſhe ment forth? Conſent. 
There was Conſent, as ſhe was going forth. 
*T'would have been fitter at her coming home, 
But you knew hat ſpe would not? To your Tower: 
The LO Es = [Re commits him again, 
You are cunning, are ycu? I will meet your Crafr. 
Bloch, (hew your Face, leave your Gareſſes, tell me, 
{Calls forth Block, and examines him. 
And tell me truly, what Affronts do you know 
Were done Pecunia, that the left my Houſe? 
None, ſuy you (o ? not that you know? or will know? 
I fear me, I ſhall find you an obſtinate Cur. 
Why did your fellow Lollard cry this morning? oo» 
*Cauſe Broker kicks him? Why did Broker kick him? 
Becanſe he piſt againſt my Lady's Gown? + 
_ Why, that was ao affront? no? no diſtaſte? 1 
5 5 80M 
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You knew o none? You' re a difſembling Tyle, 
Commits him. 
To your Hole again, your Bloch hauſe. Lollard ariſe. 
[Lollard is call d again. 
Where did you lift your Leg up laſt? *gainſt what ? 
Are you ſtruck Dummerer now, and whine for Merey ? 
_ WhoſeKirtle was't you gnaw'd too? Miſtreſs Bana a 
And Max's Stochins Who did? Block beſcumber 
Statute's white Suit, i” the Parchment Lace there : 
And Broket's Sattin Doublet? All will out. 
They had offenee, offence enough to quit me. 
Appear Block: Fough! tis manifeſt; he ſhe ws it, | 
[Block is ſummon d the ſecond time: 
| Should he forſwear't, make all the 4ffidavits 
Againſt it, that he could afore the Bench, 
And twenty Furies, he would be convine'd. 
He bears an Air about him doth confeſs it. 
Io Priſon again, eloſe Priſon. [He is remanded, 
Not you, Lollard; [Lollard has the liberty of the . 
Vou may enjoy the liberty o' the Houſe: 
And yet there is a Quirk come in my Head, 
For which I muſt commit you too, and cloſo, 
Do not repine, it will be better for man 


En nter the „ 


We Fiiton, S ee, Almanac ge, Madrigal, f 
8 boy ſen. Lickfinger. 


95 This is enough to make the N mad too 
Let's in upon him. 

P. ſen. How now? what's the matter 1 
Come you to force the Priſoners? make a Reſeue? 

Fit. We come to bail your Dogs. 

P. ſen. They are not bailable, 
They ſtand committed . 288 Ball or Maine, 
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"Your Bail cannot be taken. 
Shun. I hen the truth is, 5 | 1 5 


We eome to vex you. 


Alm. Jeer you. 

Mad. Bait you rather. 

A baited Uiurer will be good Fleſb. 

7 t. And tender, we are told. 

P. ſen, Who is the Butcherr,tr 
Amongſt you, that is come to cut my Throat? 

Shun. You would die a Calve' $ ah fain, but 'tis 
Is meant you an Ox $ 

Fit. To be fairly FIT o the Head. 

Shun. With a good Jeer or two, 

P. ſen. And from your Jaw-bone, 

Don Aſſinigo? 
Cym. 8 , « Jeer you have it. 

2 1 do confeſs, a waſhing Blow; but Snarl, 
Jou that might play the third Dog, for your Teeth; 
Jou ha no one) now? : 

Fit. No, nor no Mortgage, - > 

Alm. Nor Band. ; 


Mad, Nor Statute, | : 

cm. No, nor blu ſhet Max. f 
P. ſen. Nor you no Offices as I take it. | 
Shun. Cymbal, E 


A mighty Jeer. 
Fit. Pox o' theſe true Tas I 
Mad. He will turn the better 1 8 
Alm. Let's upon him, 


And if we cannot jeer him down in 8 


Mad. Let's do't in Noiſe. 
Shun. Content. 5 
Mad., Charge, Man 0 Wi.” , 
Alm. "Lay him aboard. 
Shun. We'll gi him a Broad fal firſt, 
Fit, Where's your Yeniſon now? 
m. Your Red-deer Pies ? | 


Shun. Wi your bak d Tarkeys? 


Alm, 


kh 
<< ©M© 
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Alm. And your Partridges „„ 8 
Mad. Your Pheaſants ard fat Swans? 
P. ſen. Like you, turn'd Gee/e. 

Mad. But ſuch as will not keep your Capitol. 
Shun, You were wont to ha' your apr 
Alm. And Trouts ſent in. 

m. Fat Carps and Salmons, 

Fit. I, and now and then. 

An Emblem of your ſelf, an o'er grown 2 
P. ſen. You are a Jack, Sir. 

Fit, You ha' made a ſnift 

To ſwallow twenty ſuch poor Fuchs e er now. 

Alm, If he ſhould come to fe d upon poor John? 

Mad. Or turn pure Fack-aslent after all this? 
Fit. Tut, he'll live like a Graſhopper — 

Mad. On De. 

Shun. Or like a Bear, with licking his n C laws: 

Cm. l, if his Dogs were away, 

Alm. Hell cat them firſt, | 

While they are far. 

Fit, Faith, and when they are gone, 

Here's nothing to be ſeen beyond, "We 
Om. Except Se 

His Kindred, Spiders, Natives o'the Soil. 
Alm. Duſt he will ha' enough, to breed Fleas; 
Mad. But by that time he'll ha? no Blood to rear em. 
Shun. He will be as thin as a Lantern, we ſhall ſee 

thorow him. | 

Alm. And his Gut Colon tell his Wa | 

P. ſen, Rogues, Raſcals, (Baw, waw.)| His Dogs bark, 

Fit. He calls his Dogs to his aid. 

Alm. O! they but riſe at mention of his Tripes, 
Cym. Let them alone, they do it not for him. 
Mad. They bark ſ⸗ defendends. | 

Shun. Or for cuſtom, 5 

As commonly Curs do one for another; 

Lic. Arm, arm you, Gentlemen Jeerers, th' old Canter 


1 coming in upon you, T7 his * 


8 The 
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The Gentleman that was the Canter. 
Shun. Hence. | . 
Fit. Away. | | | 
Cym. What is he? 13 
Alm, Stay not to ask Queſtions. 

Fit. He's a Flame. 1 
Shun. A Furnace. 
Alm. A Conſumption, | 
Kills where he goes. [bey all run away, 
Lic. See]! the whole Covey is ſcatter ; 
Ware, ware the Hawks, 101. ſee him fly. 


SCENE vi 


Train. 
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boy jam. Pecnnia 


P. Ca. You ſer, by this amazement and diſtraction, 
What your Companions were, a poor, affiighted, 
And guilty Race of Mev, that dare to ſtand 
No Breath of Truth; but conſcious to themſelves 
Of their no- wit, or Honeſty, ran routed | © 
At every Pannick Terror themſelves bred. 

Where elſe, as confident as founding Bris, 
Their tinkling Captain, Cymbal, and the reſt, 
Dare put on any Viſor, to deride e 
The wretched, or with Buffon Licence jeſt 
At whatſoc'er is ſerious, if not ſacred.  F[Life! 
P. ſen. Who's this? my Brother! and reſtor'd to 
[ubenny- boy ſen. acknowledgerh his elder Brother, 
P. Ca. Yes, and fent hither to reſtore your Wis, - 
If your ſhort Madneſs be not more than Anger, 
Conceived for your Loſs! which 1 retwn you... 
See here, your Mortgage, Statute, Band, and Wax, 
Without your Broker, come to abide with you, 
And vindicate the Prodig: from ſtealing, .. 
Away the Lady. Nay, Pecunia her ſelt | 
Is came to free him tairly, and diſcharge al 
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| And load of Feat 
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All Ties, hut thoſe of Love, unto her Perfon, 
To uſe her like a Friend, not like a Slave, 

Or like an Idol. Superſtition | 

Doth violate the Deity it worſhips, e 
No leſs than Scorn doth, And believe it, Brother, 
The Uſe of things is all, and not the Srore: 

Surfeit and Fulneſs have killd more than Famine. 

The Sparrow, with his little Plumage, flies, 

While the proud Peacock, overcharg'd with Pens, _ 
Is fain to ſweep GO with his grown Train, 


P. ſen, Wile and honour'd Brother! 
None but a Brother, and ſent from. the Dead, 
As you are to me, could have altered me: 
I thank my Deſtiny, that is ſo gracious. 
Are there no Pains, no Penalties decreed - 
From whence you come, to us that ſmother Money 
In Cheſts, and ftrangle her in Bags 
F. . Or went 7-0 | 
Intolerable Fines, and Mulcts impas'd! | 
(Of which I come to warn you) Forfeitures 
Of whole Eſtates, if they be known and taken! 
P. ſen, I thank you, Brother, for the light you havs 
given me:: 7 Lg 
I will prevent *em all. Firſt free my Dogs, 
Left what 1 ha' done to them (and againſt Law) 
Be a Pramunire; for by Magna Charta „ 
They could not be committed, as cloſe Priſoners, 
My learned Counſel tells me here, my Cook; | 
And yet he ſhew'd me the way firft, 
Lic, Who did? 1 | 
I trench the Liberty o the Subjects? 


- 


P. Ca. Peace | 
Picklock, your Gueſt, that Senator, hath infected you, 
Whom I have ſafe enough in a wooden Collar. 

P. ſen. Next, I reſtore theſe Servants to their Lady, 
With Freedom, Heart of Chear, and Countenance; 
It is their Year and Day of Jubilee, = 
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And thoſe I go to cleanſe; kiſſing this Lady, 
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Tra, We thank you, Sir. [Her Train banks him, 
P. ſen. And laftly, to my Nephew 

1 give my Houſe, Goods, Lands, all but my Vices, 

"Whom Ido give him too, and join their Hands. 

P. Ca. If the Spectators will join theirs, we thank 

W ” „„ 1 
P. jun. And wiſh they may, as I, enjoy Pecunia. 
Pec. And ſo Pecunia her (elf doth wiſh, 

That ſhe may ſtill be Aid unto their Uſes, 

Not Slave unto their Pleaſures, or a Tyrant 

Over their fair Deſires; but teach them al! 

The Gol den Mean; the Prodigal, how to live; 

The Sordid, and the Covetous, how to die: 

That, with ſound Mind; this, ſaſe Frugality. 


— 


2 


The EPILOGUE. 
HUS have you ſeen the Maker's double Scope, 


| A To profit and delight; wherein our Hape 


Ts, though the Clout we do not always hit, 
It will not be imputed to his Mi: 


A Tree ſatry'd, and bent, as twill not ſtart, 
| Nor doth he often crack a String of Art, 


Though there may other, Accidents as flrange 
Happen, the Weather of your Looks may change, 
Or ſams high Wind of Miſconceit arj/e, 
To cauſe an Alteration in our Skies: 

If ſoz w' are ſorry, that have ſo miſ-ſpent 

Our Time and Tackle; yer he's confident 


And vous, the next fair Day hell have us ſhoot 
The ſame Match ver for him, if Jou li come to. 


* 
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COMEDY: 


By His MaJzsTyY's Servants. 


Ficta voluptatis Cauſe, fint proxima veris. © 
Hor. de Art, Poet. 
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HE Devil is an Aſs: That is, ta day, 
: The Name of what you are met for, a 
HEW Play. — 3 7 
Zet, Grandees, would you were uot come to grace 
Our matter, with allowing us no Place. 
Though you preſume, Satan, @ ſubtle thing, 
And may have heard he's worn maThumb-ring ; 
Do not on theſe Preſumptions, force us aff 
In compaſs of a Cheeſe-trencher. This Tract 
Will ne er admit our Vice, becauſe of yours. 
Anon, who worſe than you, the fault endures 
That your ſelves make? when you will thruſt 
and ſpurn, | V 
And knock us o the Elbows ; and bid, turns | 
As if, when we had ſpoke, wwe muſt be gone, 
Or, till we ſpeak, muſt all run in, to one, © 
Like the young Adders, at the old ones month? 
Wonld we could ſtaud due North, or had no South, 
I that offend; or were Muſcovy Glaſs, 
That you might look our Scenes thro as they paſs. 
We know not how to affect you. If youll come 
To ſee new Plays, pray you afford us room, © 
And fhew this but the ſame face you have done 
Tour dear Delight, the Devil of Edmunton. 
Or, if for want of room it muſt mi ſcarry, 
'Twill be but Juſtice that your Cenſure tarry, 
Till you give ſome. And when ſix times you 


rafts 3 £7 | | 
If this Play do not lite, the Devil is int. 


- 


- Dramatis Perſone. 8 


5 "AY the great Devil.” 
Pug, the leſs Devil. 

Iniquity, the Vice. 

Fitz-dottrel, a Squire of Norfolk. 
Miſtreſs Frances, bis Wife; 

Meer- craft, the Projector. 

Everill, his Champion. 

Wittipol, @ young Gallant. 

Manly, his Friend, 
Engine, 4 Broker. 
Traines, zhe Projector Man, 

| Gilt-head, a Goldſmith, 
Plutarchus, his Sou. 

Sir Poule Either-ſide, a Lawyer, and Taties. 
Tad Either-ſide, bis Wife. | 
Lady Taile-buſh, tbe Lady Projefireſs. 
Pir-fall, ber Woman. 

Ambler, her Gentleman Uſber. 

Sledge, a Smith, the Conſtable. 
Shackles, Keeper of N enn, 

. — | 


SCENE, LONDON. 


THE 


Devil i an Ass. 


ACT h SCENE . 


$ 3 


© Satan; Pugs Tegoin. 


8 4 1 4 M. 
OH, heb, hoh, hoh, hoh, hob; hohs 
hoh, &c. 3 
To Earth? and why to Earth, thou 
flooliſh Spirit? 
What would ſt thou do on Earth? 
Pug. For that, great Chief! 
As time ime mal work. 1 do but ask my month, 
Which every petty p#ny Devil has 
Within that term the Court of Hell will hear 
Something may gain a longer grant, perhaps. - 
Sat. For what? the laming a poor Cow or 557 
Entring a. Sow, to make her caſt her Farrow? 


Or croſſing of a Market - woman's Mare 
IT wixt this and Tormam? Theſe were wont to 58 
. Your main atchievements, Fag. You have ſome plot 


1 


new, 
Upon a tonning of Ale, to ſtale the Yeſt, © 


On keep the Churn ſo, that the Butter come not, 1 
| Spite o' the Houſewiye' s Cord, or her hot Spit 


Or 
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Or ſome pon Ribibe, about Kenriſh Town, 
Or Hogſden, you would hang now, for a Witch, 
Becauſe ſhe will not let you play round Robbin; 

And you'll go ſowre the Citizens Cream gainſt Sunday, 


That ſhe may be accus'd for't, and condemn'd, 


By a ee, ec Jury, to the ſatisfaction 


Of their offended Friends, the Londoners Wives, : 
Whoſe Teeth were ſet on edge with it? Fooliſh Fiend, 


Stay i your place, know your own ſtrength, and put not 
Beyond the 8 bere of your Activit Y ST 


Tou are too dull a Devil to be truſted 


Forth in thoſe parts, Pug, upon any Affair | 
That may concern our Name on Earth. It is not 
Every ones work. The State of Hell muſt care 
Whom it imploys, in point of Reputation, 
Here about London. You would make, I think; 
An Agent to be ſent for Lancaſbire, 
Proper enough; or ſome Parts of Northumberland, 
So you ad good Inſtructions, Pug, 5 
Pug. O Chief! 5 
Prove me but for a fortnight, for a weck, 
And lend me but a Vice, to carry with me, 
To practice there with any Play-fellow, _ 
And you will ſee, there will come more upon't, 
Than you'll imagine, precious Chief. 
Sat. What Vice? 
W hat kind wouldſt th' haye it of? 
Pug, Why any, Fraud, . 
Or Covetouſneſs, or Lady Vanity, 
Or old Iniquity: I'll call him hither. 
| Intg, What is he calls upon me, and would ſeem 
to lack a Vice? _ 
Ere his words be halfſpoken, Iam with him in atrice; 
wa; 7M and every where, as the Cat is with rhe 
5 ce: | | 
True vetus Iniguitat. Lack ſt thou Cards, Friend, or 


Vo do not know, dear Chief, what there is in me. 
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[ will teach thee cheat, Child, to cog, lie and ſwagger, 
And ever and anon to be drawing forth thy Dagger: 
To ſwear by Gogs-nowns, like a luſty Juventus, | 
In a Cloak to thy Heel, and a Hart like a Penthouſe; 
Thy Breeches of three Fingers, and thy Doublet all 
. | and Gelly, 
With a Wench that ſhall feed thee, with Cock-ſtones 
Pug. Is it not excellent, Chief? how nimble he is! 
_  Inig. Child of Hell, this is nothing! I will fetch 
V 5 
From the top of Paul's Steeple to the Standard in cheap: 
And lead thee a Dance thro! the Streets, without fail, 
Like a Needle of Spain, with a Thread at my Tail. 
We will ſurvey the Suburbs, and make forth our Sallies, 
Down Porticoat-lane, and up the Smock- Allies, | 
To Shoreditch, White chappel, and ſo to Saint Karberns, 
To drink with the Dutch there, and take forth their 
VP | | 550 
From thence, we will put in at Cuſtom. houſe Key there, 
And ſee how the Factors and Prentices play there 
Falſe with their Maſters, and gueld many a full Pack, 
To ſpend it in Pies, at the Dagger and the Wool-Sack: 
Pug. Brave, brave, Intquity! will not this do, Chief? 
Iniq. Nay, Boy, I will bring thee to the Bawds, and 
the Royſters, | | 1 
At Billingsgate, feaſting with Claret · wine and Oyſters; 
From thence ſhoot the Bridge, Child, to the Cranes i' 
the Viutry, ä | 5 555 
And ſee there the Gimblets, how they make their entry! 
Or if thou hadſt rather to the Strand down to fall, 
'Gainſt the Lawyers come dabled from Meſtminſter· hall, 
And mark how they cling, with their Clients together, 
Like Ivy to Oak, ſo Velrer ro Leather: 
Ha, boy, I would fhew thee. _ Yoo, 
mY A re ESE 
Sat. Peace, Dotard, 3 
And thou more ignorant thing, that fo admir it, 
Art thou the Spirit thou ſeem'ft? ſo poor? to 7 
| T 5 This 
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This for a Vice, i' advance the Cauſe of Hell, 
Now, as Vice ſtands this preſent Year? Remember 
What number it is, S hundred and Sixteen. 


Had it but been Five Hundred, though ſome Sixty 


Above; that's Fifty years agone, and Six, 5 
(W hen every Great Man had his Vice ſtand by him, 
In his long Coat, ſhaking his wooden Dagger) 
I could confent, that then this your * 
Might have done that, with his Lord Chief, the which 
Moſt of his Chamber can do now. But Pug, 

As the times are, who is it will receive you 
What Cotnpany will you-go to? or whom mix with? 
Where canſt thou carry him, except to Taverns ? 
To mount up on e with a Fews trump, 
To put down Cokeley, and that muſt be to Citizens? 
He ne'er will be admitted there, where Vennor comes. 
He may perchance, in tail of a Sheriff's Dinner, 


Skip with a Rime o' the Table, from New-nothing, I 


And take his Almain-leap into a Cuſtard, © 
Shall make my Lady 44ayoreſs, and her Siſters, 
Laugh all their Hoods over their Shoulders. But 
This is not that will do, they are other things 
That are receiv'd now upon Earth, for Vices; 
Stranger and newer: and chang'd every hour. 
They ride em like their Horſes off their Legs, 


And here they come to Hell, whole Legions of em, 


Every week tir'd. We till ſtrive to breed, 
And rear em up new ones; bur they do nor ſtand, 
When they come there; they turn em on our hands, 
And it is fear'd they have a Stud o' their own 
Will put down ours. Both our Breed and Trade 
Will ſuddenly decay, if we prevent not. 

Unleſs it be a Vier of Quality, 


Or Faſhion now, they take none from us. Car-mey 


Are got into the yellow Starch, and Chimney-ſweepers 
To their Tobacco and Strong-waters, Hum, 
Meath, and Obarni. We muſt therefore aim 
At extraordinary ſubtle ones now, | 


When 


8 — 
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; When we dd ſend to keep us up in credits 
Not old Iniquities. Get you cen back, Sir, 
To making of your Rope of Sand again. 
You-are not for the Manners, nor the Times 
They have their Yices there, molt like to Vireuer 
You cannot know em apart by any difference: 
They wear the ſame Cloaths, eat the ſame Meat; 
Sleep i' the ſelf-fame Beds, ride i thoſe Coaches, 
Or very like, four Horſes in a Coach, 
As the beſt Men and Women. Tiſſue Gowns, 
Garters and Roſes, fourſcore- Pound a pair, 


. 


Embroider'd Stockings, Cut-work Smocks and Shirts, 
More certain Marks of Lechery now and; Pride, 
Than cer they were of true Nobility! 7 
But, Pug, ſince you do burn with fuch defire 
To do the Commonwealth of Hell ſome Service; 
1 am content, aſſuming of a Body, , _. 
You go to Earth, and viſit Men a day. - 
But you muſt take a Body ready made, Pug; 
I can create you none: nor ſhall you form 
Lour ſelf an airy one, but become ſubject _ 
To all impreſſion of the Fleſh you take, 
dio far as humane frailty. So, this Morning, * 
There is a handſome Cut-purſe hang d at Tyburn, 
Whoſe Spirit departed; you may enter his Bod): 
For Cloaths, imploy your Credit with the Hang-man, 
Or let our Tribe of Brokers furniſh you. 
And look how far your Subtilty can work _ 
Thorough thoſe Organs, with that Body, ſpy, 
Amongſt Mankind (you cannot there want Vices, 
And therefore the leſs need to carry em wi' you) 
But as you make your ſoon at night's Relation, 
88 we ſhall find it merits from the State, 


ou ſhall have both Truſt from us, and Implogment? 
Pug. Moft gracious Chief! 0 
Sat. Only thus more I bind you, | 
To ſerve the firſt Man that you meet, and him 
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PII ſhew you new: Obſerve him. Yor? is he, 


[He ſbews Fitz-dottrel to him, coming forth, 


You ſhall ſee firſt after your cloathing. Follow him! 

But once engag'd, there you muſt ſtay and fix; 

Not ſhifr, until the Midnight's Cock do crow. 
Pug. Any Conditions to be gone. | 
Sat, Away, then. 8 


SCENE IL 
Fit dottrel. 


Ay, they do now, name Bretnor, as before, 
They talk'd of Greſham, and of Doctor Fore-man, 
Franklin, and Fiske, and Savory (he was in too) ; 
But there's not one of theſe that ever could 
Yet ſhew a Man the Devil in true fort. 


They have their Chryſtals, I do know, and Ringe, 


And Virgin-Parchment, and their dead Mens Sculls, 
Their Ravens Wings, their Lights, and Pentacles, 
With characters; I ha' ſeen all theſe. But —— 
Would I might ſee the Devil. I would give 
A hundred o' theſe Pictures to ſee him | 
Once out of Picture. May [ prove a Cuckold 
(And that's the one main mortal thing I fear) 
If I begin not now to think, the Painters ; 
Have only made him. Slight, he would be (cen 
One time or other elſe. He would not let 
An ancient Gentleman, of a good Houſe 
As moſt are now in England, the Firz-dottrel's, 
Run wild, and call upon him thus in vain, 
As I ha' done this Twelve-month. If he be not 
At all, why are there Conjurers? If they be not, 
Why are there Laws againſt em? The beſt Artiſt. 
. Of Cambridge, Oxford, Middleſex and London, 
 Efex and Kent, I have had in pay to raiſe him, 
Theſe fifty weeks, and yet h' appears not. Sdeath, 
I ſhall ſuſpe& they can make Circles only 


JJ. ͤ œ⁰ 3 th a. or TR RT 


Shortly, 
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| Shortly, and know but his hard names. They do ſiy? 
H will meet a Man (of himſelf) that has a mind to him, 
If he would fo, I have a mind and a half for him: 
He ſhould not be long abſent. Pray thee come, 
I long for thee. An' I were with Child by him, 
And my Wife too; I could not more. Come yet, 
7 [He expreſſeth a longing to ſee the Devil; 
Good Beelzebub. Were he a kind Devil, 5 
And had Humanity in him, he would come, but 
To fave ones longing. I ſhould uſe him well, 
1 wear, and with Reſpe& (would he would try me) 
Not as the Conjurers do, when they ha*rais'd him, 
Get him in Bonds, and ſend him Poſt on Errands _ 
A thouſand Miles: Ir is prepoſterous, that : 
And, I believe, is the true Cauſe he comes not! 
And he has Reaſon: Who would be engag d. 
That might live freely, as he may do? 1 {wear, 
They are wrong all. The burnt Child dreads the fire; 
They do not know to entertain the Devil. 1 
[ would ſo welcome him, obſerve. his Diet, 
Ger him his Chamber hung with Arras, two of em, 
I my own Houſe, lend him my Wife's wrought Pil- 
And as Jam an honeſt Man, 1 think  F{lows: 
If he had a mind to her too; I ſhould grant him, 
To make our Friendſhip perfe&, So would not 
To every Man. If he but hear me now? | 
And ſhould come to me in a brave young Shape, 
And take me at my word? Ha! who is chi? 


SCENE WE T7 
| Pug, Fitz-dottrel, 11 a6 2 


Dug. Sir, your good Pardon, that I thus preſume 
pon your Privacy. I am born a Gentleman, 
A younger Brother, but in ſome Diſgrace 


Now with my Friends; and want ſome littte means 


To keep me upright, while things be reconcil'd. 
| R 2 Pleaſe 
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Pleaſe you to let my Service be of Uſe to you, Sir. 
Fit Service? fore Hell, my Heart was at my Mouth, 
Till had view'd his Shooes well: For thoſe Roſes 
Were big cnough to hid a cloyen Foor. 
[He looks, and ſurveys bis. Feet over and over, 
No, Friend, my Number's full. 1 have one Servant 
Who is my All indeed; and from the Broom 
Unto the Bruſh: For juſt ſo far I truſt him. 
He is my Wardrobe-man, my Cater, Cook, 
Butler. and Steward; looks unto my Horſe; 
And helps to watch my Wife. H' has all the Places 
That I can think on, from the Garret downward, 
Een to the Manger, and the Curry- combo. 
Pug. Sir, I ſhall put your Worſhip to no Charge, 
More than my Meat, and that bur very little; 
I'll ſerve you for your Love. — 
Fit. Ha! without Wage? 
I' hearken o' that Ear, were I at Leiſure, 
But now I'm buſte, *Prithee, Friend, forbear me, 
An' thou haſt been a Devil, I ſhould ſay 
Some what more to thee, Thou doſt hinder now 
My Meditations, %%% co, 
: Pug. Sir, I am a Devil. 
Fit. How! 0 
Pug. A true Devil, Sir. 
Fit. Nay, now you lie. 1 
Under your Favour, Friend, for I'll not quarrel. 
1 look'd of your Feet afore, you cannot cozen me, 
_ Your Shooe's not cloven, Sir, you are whole hoof'd- 
| | 1 5 He views his Feet again, 
- Pug. Sir, that's a popular Error, deceives many: 
But 1 am that I tell you. | | 
Fit. What's your Name? 
Pug My Name is Devil, Sir. 
Fit. Say'ſt thou true? 
Pug. Indeed, Sir. TOR, man? 
Fit. Slid, there's ſome Omen i' this! what Country- 
Fug. Of Derbyſbire, Sir, about the Peak. E 
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Pit. That Hole 
Belong'd to your Anceſtors? 

Pug. Yes, Devil's Arſe, Sir. 

Fir. I'll entertain him for the Name fake: Ha? 
And turn away my t other Man? and ſave 
Four Pound a Year by that? there's Luck and Thrift ; 
The very Devil may come hereafter as well. [too! 
Friend, I receive you: But (withal) I acquaint you 
Aforehand, if yo' offend me, Luk beat you. 


It is a kind of Exerciſe I uſe; 
And cannot be without. 


Pug. Yes if I do not 
Offend, you can ſure. 
Fit, Faith, Devil, very hardly: 


: 45 


Pll call Fo by your Sirname, ul love is, | 


SCENE I. 
Engine, Wittipol, Manh, Fitz. dottre V Pug. 
Eig. Yonder he walks, Sir, I'll go lift him for you. 


Mit. To him, good Engine, raiſe him upby Degrees, | 


Gently, and hold him there too, you can do it. 
Shew your ſelf now a Marhemarical Broker. | 
Eng. I'll warrant you for half a Piece. 
Wit. Tis done, Sir. 
Man. 1s poſſible there ſhould be ſuch a Man!? 
Wit. You ſhall be your own Witneſs, LI not abou 


To tempt you paſt your Faith, 


Man. And is his Wife 
So very handſome, ſay you? 

Wit. I ha' not ſeen her N 
Since I came home from Travel: ad they fagg 
She is not alter'd. Then, before I went, ee: 


I ſaw her once; but ſo, as ſhe hath ſtuck. 
Still i' my View, no Object hath remov'd her. 
Man. 'Tis a fair Gueſt, Friend, Beauty: and ones 


Deep i in the Eyes, the hardly leaves the Inn. [lodg' d 
K 3 How 
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How do's he keep her? | 

Mit. Very brave,” However, 

Himſclf be ſordid, he is ſenſual that way. 

In every Dreſſing, he do's ſtudy her. 
Man. And furniſh forth himſelf ſo from the Broker 2 

Wiz. Yes, that's a hir'd Suit he now has on, | 
To ſee the Devil is an Aſs, to Day, in. 85 
(This Engine gets three or four Pound a Week by him,) 
He dares not miſs a new Play, or a Feaſt, ; 
What rate ſoever Cloaths be at; and thinks 
Himſelf {till new, in other Mens old. 

Man. But ſtay, 
Do's he love Meat ſo? | 

Wit. Faith, he do's not hate it. 
But that's not it. His Belly and his Palate 
Would be compounded with for Reaſon. Marry, 
A Wit he has, of that ſtrange Credit with him, 
»Gainſt all Mankind; as it doth make him do 
Juſt whar it liſt: it raviſhes him forth, 
Whether it pleaſe, to any Aſſembly or Place, 
And would conclude him ruin'd, ſhould he ſcape 
One publick Meeting, cut of the Belicf 
He has of his own great and Catholick Strengths, 
In Arguing and Diſcourſe. It takes, I ſee: 
H' has got the Cloak upon him. 


* 


Il Engine hath won Fitz · dottrel to ſay an the Cloak. 

Fit. A fair Garment, „ 

By my Faith, Engin / 

Eng. It was never made, Sir, 5 
For Threeſcore Pound, l aſſure you: T will yield thirty. 
The Pluſh, Sir, coſt three Pound ten Shillings a Vard! 
And then the Lace and Velvet. 

Fit, I ſhall, Engine, 8 
Be look'd at, prettily, in it! Art thou ſure 

The Play is play'd to Day? 

. _ ng. Oheren the BUR Sh 5... 
25 „ [He gives him the. Play-Bill. 
I'd forgot to gi't you. 7 5 

1 It. 


Is Vittipol? 


That left you Land, your Father never 
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Fit. Ha? the Devil! | | 5 
J will not loſe you, Sirrah! But, Engine, think you 
The Gallant is fo furious in bis Folly, - 
So mad upon the Matter, that he'll part 
With's Cloak upon theſe Terms? 1 

Eng. Truſt not your Engine, 
Break me to Pieces elſe, as you would do 
A rotten Cane, or an old ruſty 7ack, him. 
That has not one true Wheel in him. Do but talk with 

Fit. I ſhall do that, to ſatisfie you, Engine, 
And my ſelf too. With your Leave, Gentlemen. 

5 He turns to Wittipol. 

Which of you is it is ſo meer Idolater 
To my Wife's Beauty, and fo very prodigal 
Unto my Patience, that, for the ſhort Parley 
Of one ſwift Hour's Quarter, with my Wife, _ 
He will depart with (let me ſee) this Cloak here, 
The Price of Folly? Sir, are you the Man? 

Mit. I am that Vent'rer, Sir. | 

Fit. Good time! your Name 


Wit. The ſame, Sir. 

Fit. And tis told me, 
Yo! have travell'd lately? 

Wit. That I have, Sir. 

Fit. Truly, by | | 
Your Travels may have alter'd your Complexion; 
But ſure your Wit ſtood ſtill, N 

Wit. It may well be, Sir. 


All Heads ha' not like Growth. 


Fit, The good Man's Gravity, 


ht you 
Theſe pleaſant Matches? 1 5 
Wit. No, nor can his Mirth, 5 
With whom I make 'em put me off, 
Fit. Vou are i 


1 


KReſolv'd then? ; | 1 
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_ Yow'll Gcrifice your ſelf into the Shirt too? + 
Wit. So I may ſtill cloath and keep warm your Wii⸗ 
Fit. You lade me, Sir! - -- {dom} 
Wit. I know what you will bear, Sir. | 
Fit, Well, to the Point. Tis only, Sir, you ſay, 
To ſpeak unto my Wife? : 1 | 
Wit. Only to ſpeak to her. Lt : 
Fit. And in my Preſence? 
Wit. In your very Preſence. 
Fre. And in my hearing? 
Mit. In your hearing: 50 
You interrupt us not. 
Fit. For the ſhort Space 
You do demand, the fourth part of an Hour, 
I think I ſhall, with ſome convenient Study, 
And this good Help to boot, bring my (elf to tt. 
[He ſbrugs himſelf up in the Cloak, 
Wi. 1 ask no more 
Fit. Pleaſe you, walk to'ard my Houſe, _ 
Speak what you liſt; that time is yours: My Right 
I have departed with. But not beyond 
A Minute, or a Second, look for. Length, 
And drawing out, ma' advance much to theſe Matches. 
And I except all Kiſſing. Kiſſes are 
Silent Petitions ſtill with willing Lovers. 
Wit. Lovers? How falls that o' your Phant'fie 2 
Fit. Sir, JJ 8 
I do know ſomewhat, I forbid all Lip-work. 
Wit. I am not eager at forbidden Dainties. 
Wbo covets unfit Things, denies himſelf. 
Fit, You ſay well, Sir. 'T'was prettily ſaid, that ſame. 
He do's indeed. Vil have no Touches therefore, 
Nor takings by the Arms, nor tender Circles 
Caſt bout the Waſte, but all be done at Diſtance. 
Love is brought up with thoſe ſoft migniard Handlings: 
- His Pulſe lies in his Palm; and 1 defend a 
All melting Joints and Fingers, (that's my Bargain) 1 
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Ido defend em, any thing like Action. 1 
But talk, Sir, what you will. Uſe all the Tropes 
And Schemes, that Prince 7 uintilian can afford you: 
And much good do your rorick 8 Heart. | 
You are welcome, SI 
Engine, God b* W. you. 

Wit. Sir, I muſt condition | ; 
To have this Gentleman by, a Wirneſs; | 
Hit. Well, 
Tam content, ſo he be flent. 

Man, Yes, Sir. 

Fit. Come; Devil, = make you Room lab: 

But I'll ſhew 
Firſt, to your Miſtreſs, whe s no common one, 
You muſt conceive, that brings this gain to ſee her. 
hope thou'ſt brought me good Luck. 
Pug I ſhall do't, Sir. 


8 CE N E v. 
Mirtipol, Manly. f 
Wit. Engine, you hope 0? your half Piece? Tis 


there, Sir. | 
Be gone. Friend Manly, who's within here? Gxed? 


{ Wirtipol knocks his Friend o“ the Breaſt. 
Man. I am directly in a Fit ot Wonder + 
Whar'll be the Iſſue of this Conference! 


Wit, For that ne er vex your ſelf *till the Son | 
How like yo' him? 


Man. T would fain ſee more of him. 
Wit. What think you of this? 


Man. I am paſt Degrees of thinking. „ 
Old Africk, and the new America, 


With all their Pruit of Monſters, cannot EW” 
So juſt a Prodigy. : 


Wit. Could you have believ'd, 
Withour your Sight, a mind ſo ſordid ww * 1 
| ould 
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Should be ſo ſpeeious, and laid forth abroad, 
To all the ſhew that ever Shop or Ware was? 

. Man. I believe any thing now, though I confeſs 
His Vices are the moſt Extremities 
I ever knew in Nature. But why loyes he 
The Devil ſo? 
Int. O, Sir! for hidden Treaſure, . 
He hopes to find z and has propos'd himſelf 
$o infinite a Maſs, as to recover, 
He cares not what he parts with, of the preſent, 
To his Men of Art, who are the Race, may coin him? 
| Promiſe Gold Mountains, and the Covetous 
Are ſtill moſt prodigal. 
Man. But ha' you faith, | 

That he will hold his Bargain? 
Wit. O dear, Sir! i 

He will not off onꝰt. Fear him not. 1 know him, 
One baſeneſs ſtil] accompanies another. 
See! he is here already, and his Wife too. 

Man, A wondrous handſome creature, asl live! 


SCEN E VI. 
fus- lune, Miſtreſs Fitz-dottrel, Wirtipol, Manly, 


Et. Come, Wife, this is the Gentleman. Nay; 
bluſh not. 
Mrs. Fit. Why, what do you mean, Sir? ha? you 
Fit, Wife, [your Reaſon? 
I do not know that I have lent it forth 
To any one; at leaſt, without a Pawn, Wife: 
Or that I have eat or drunk the thing, of late, 
_ That ſhould corrupt it. Wherefore, gentle Wife, 
_ Obey, it is thy Virtue hold no as : 
Of Diſputation. 
Mrs. Fit. Are you not enough 
"The talk of Feaſts and Meetings, but you' ill til 


* e for freſh ? 
Fit, 
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Hit. Why, careful Wedloc k 

If I have a longing to have one tale more 

Go of me, what is that to thee, dear heart? 

hy ſhouldſt thou envy my delight, or croſs it, 

By being ſollicitous, when it not concerns thee ? 
Mrs. Fit. Yes, I have ſhare in this. The ſcorn will 

As bitterly on me, where both are laught at. [fall 
Fit, Laught at, ſweet Bird? is that the ſcruple? 

h Come, Come, - 5 5 | y 

Thou art a Maiſe. Which of your great Houſes, 
[A Niaiſe is a young Hawk, ia en crying out of the Neſt. 

(1 will not mean at home here, but abroad) 

Your Families in France, Wife, ſend not forth 

Something within the ſeven year, may be laught at? 

I do not ſay ſeven months, nor ſeven weeks, 

Nor ſeven days, nor hours; but ſeven year, Wife. 

I give em time. Once within ſeven year, 

I think they may do — * laught at. 

In France, 1 keep me there ſtill. Wherefore, Wife, 

Let them that liſt, laugh ftill, rather than weep 

For me. Here isa Cloak coſt fifty pound, Wife, 

Which I can ſell. for thirty, when I ha'ſeen 

All London in't, and London has ſeen me. 

To day I go to the Black-Friers Play-houſe, 

Sit i' che view, ſalute all my acquaintance, _ 

Riſe up between the As, let fall my Cloak, 

Publiſh a handſome Man, and a rich Suit 

(As that's a ſpecial end, why we go thither, 

All that pretend to ſtand for't o' the Sage 

The Ladies ask, who's that? (For they do come 

To ſee us, Love, as we do to ſee them) | 

| Now I ſhall loſe all this, for the falſe fear 

Of being laugkt at? Yes, wuſſe. Let em laugh, Wife, 

Let me have (ſuch another Cloak to morrow, 

And let em laugh again, Wife, and again, 

And then grow fat with laughing, and then fatter : 

All my young Gallants, ler em bring their Friends 
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This is your Covenant? 
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Or Wit, it't haye any charge on em. Come, thy Ear, 


| Wife, 1 es F 
Is all Ill borrow of thee, Set your Watch, Sirz 


Thou only art to hear, not ſpeak a word, Dove, 
To ought he ſays. That I do gi' you in precept, 
No leſs than Council, on your Wive-hood, Wife, 
Not tho' he flatter. you, or make Court, or Love, 
As you muſt look for theſe) or ſay he rail; | 
hate'er his Arts be, Wife, I will have thee 
Delude *em with a Trick, thy obſtinate Silence; 
I know advantages; and I love to hit | 
Theſe pragmatick young Men at their own Weapons, 


| Is your Watch ready? Here my Sail bears for you: 


Tack toward him, ſweet Pinnace; where's your Watch? 
[He diſpoſes his Wife to his Place, and ſets his Watch, 
Wiz, I Il ſet it, Sir, with yours. 8 
Mrs. Fit. I muſt obe. 1 8 
Man. Her Modeſty ſeems to ſuffer with her Beauty, 


And ſo as if his Folly were away, - 


It were worth pity, _ 8 
Fit. Now th art right, begin, Sir. 
But firſt, let me repeat the Contract briefly. 
Is repeats his Contract again. 
I am, Sir, to enjoy this Cloak | ſtand in, 


Freely, and as your Gift; upon condition 


You may. as freely ſpeak here ro my Spouſe, 

Your quarter of an hour, always keeping 

The meaſur'd diſtance of your yard, or more, | 
From my ſaid Spouſe; and in my ſight and hearing. 


Mit. Yes, but you'll allow 
For this time ſpent now? 
Fit. Set em ſo much back. 
Wit. I think I ſhall not need it. 
Fit, Well, begin, Sir, 
There is your bound, Sir, Not beyond that Ruſh. 


Wits 
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Wit. If you interrupt me, Sir, I ſhall diſcloak you. 


[Wittipol begins. 


The time I have purchas'd, Lady, is but ſhort; 

And therefore if 1 imploy it rhriftily, 

1 hope I ſtand the nearer to my Pardon. 

Jam not here to tell you, you are fair, 

Or lovely, or how well you dreſs you, Lady; 

I'll fave my elf that Eloquence of your Glaſs, 

Which can ſpeak theſe things better to you than J. 

And 'tis a Knowledge wherein Fools may be 

As wiſe as a Caurt- Parliament. Nor come! 

With any prejudice or doubt, that you 

Should, to the notice of your own Worth, need 

Leaft Revelation. She's a ſimple Woman, 

- Knows not her good: (whoever knows her ill) 

And at all Characts. That you are the Wife _ 

To ſo much blaſted Fleſh as ſcarce hath Soul, 

_ Inſtead of Salt, to keep it ſweer; I think, 

Will ask no Witneſſes to prove. The cold 

Sheets that you lye in, with the watching Candle, 

That ſees, how dull to any thaw of Beauty, : 

Pieces and quarters, half and whole Nights ſometimes, 

The Devil-given Eine Squire, your-Husband, 

Doth leave you, quitting here his proper Circle, 

For a much worſe, i' the Walks of Lincolns-Inn, 

Under the Elms, t' expect the Fiend in vain there, 

Will conte e , +5; : 
Fit. 1 did look for this Geer. [you, 


Wie. And what a Daughter of Darkneſs he docs make 


Lock'd up from all Society, or Object; 
Vour Eye not let to look upon a Face, | 
Under a Conjurer's (or ſome Mould for one, 
Hollow and at like his) but by great means, 
As I now make; your own too ſenſible ſufferings, 
Without the extraordinary Aids „„ 
Of Spells, or Spirits, may aſſure you, Lady. 
For my part, I proteſt gainſt all ſuch practice, 
I work by no falſe Arts, Medicines, or Charms, 


To 
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Lo be ſaid forward and backward. 


On the firſt fight 1 lov'd you; ſince which time, 


And 5 
Let not the ſign o' the Husband fright you, Lady; 
But Cer your Spring be gone, enjoy it. Flowers, 


I cannot be ſo falſe to mine own Thoughts, 
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» * ©, 


Fit, No, I except. 

Wir. Sir, I ſhall eafe yov@ | 
[He offers ic diſcloak hin, 

Fit. Mum. RT = 


Wit, Nor have I ends, Lady, Ds. : 
Upon you, more than this; to tell you how Love; 
Beauty's. good Angel, he that waits upon her 


At all occaſions, and no leſs than Forrune, 


Helps th' adventrous, in me makes that Proffer, 
Which never Fair one was ſo fond to loſe, 
Who could but reach a hand forth to her Freedom 


Tho' I have travell'd, I have been in travel 
More for this ſecond Bleſſing of your Eyes, 
Which now I've purchas'd, than for all Aims elſe; 
Think of it, Lady, be your Mind as active 
As is your Beauty: View your Object well, 
Examine both my Faſhion and my Years; ' 
Ps that are like, are ſoon familiar: 

ature joys ſtill in Equality. 


Tho' fair, are oft but of one Morning. Think, 


All Beauty doth not laſt until the Autumn. 


You grow old while I tell you this. And ſuch 
As cannot uſe the preſent, are not wiſe, 


If Love and Fortune will take care of us, 


Why ſhould our Will be wanting? This is all. 
What do you anſwer, Lady? [She ſtands mute; 
Fit. Now the Sport comes. - 8 
Let him ſtill wait, wait, wait; while the Watch goes, 


And the time runs, Wife! 


Vit. How! not any word? od ; 
Nay, then I taſte a Trick in't. Worthy Lady, 


Of your preſumed Goodneſs to conceive . 5 
This, as your Rudeneſs, which I ſee's impos'd. 1 -— 


wot 
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Yer, ſince your cautelous Jaylor here ſtands by you, 
And you're deny'd the Liberty o' the Houle, 
Loet me take warrant, Lady, from your Silenee, 
(Which ever is interpreted Conſent) ©» 
To make your Anſwer for you; which ſhall be 
To as good purpoſe as I can imagine 
And what I think you'd ſpeak. | | 
Fit. No, no, no, no. 
Wit. I ſhall reſume, Sir. 
Man. Sit, what do you mean? 
[He ſets Mr. Manly, his Friend, in ber Place, 
Fit. One Interruption more, Sir, and you go. 
Into your Hoſe and Doubler, nothing ſaves you. 
And therefore hearken. This is for your Wife. 
Man. You mult play fair, Sir. [ And ſpeaks for her. 
Wit. Stand for me, good Friend. cg. 
Troth, Sir, *tis more than true that you have utter'd 
Of my unequal and ſo ſordid Match here, bh 
With all the Circumſtances of my Bondage. 
] have a Husband, and a two-legg'd one, 
But ſuch a Moonling, as no Wit of Man 
Or Roſes can redeem from being an Aſs. 
He's grown too much the ſtory of Mens Mouths, _ 
To 'ſcape his lading: Should I make't my ſtudy, 
And lay all ways, yea, call Mankind to help 
To take his burden off; why, this one Act 
Of his, to let his Wife out to be courted, 
And at a Price, proclaims his Aſinine Nature 
So loud, as I am weary of my Title to him. 
But, Sir, you ſeem a Gentleman of Virtue, 
No leſs than Blood; and one that every way 
Looks as he were of too good Quality, 
To intrap a credulous Woman, or betray her: 
Since you have paid thus dear, Sir, for a Viſit, 
And made ſuch venture on your Wit and Charge 
Meerly to ſee me, or at moſt, to ſpeak to me, 
J were too ſtupid, or (what's worſe) ingrate + 
Not to return your Venture. 'Think' but.how © © 
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1 may with Safety do it, I ſball truſt 
My 


ove and Henour to you, and preſume _ 

You'll ever husband both, againſt this Husband ; 
Who, if we chance to change his liberal Ears 

To other Enſigns, and with Labour make 

A new Beaſt of him, as he ſhall deſerve, 

Cannot complain he is unkindly dealt with; 

This day he is to go to a new Play, Sir, 
From whence no Fear, no, nor Authority, 
Scarcely the Kings: Command, Sir, will reſtrain him, 
Now you have fitted him with a Stage-garment, 
For the meer names ſake, were there no things elſe; 
And many more ſuch Journeys he will make. : 
Which, if they now, or any time hereafter; 
Offer. us Opportunity, you hear, Sir, 

Who'll be as glad, and forward to embrace; 

Meet, and enjoy it chearfully as you. 


— 
2 EW; —_— „ * 
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1 humbly thank you, Lad): 
Fit, Keep your Ground, Sir. 
Wit. Will you be lighten'd? 
%%% T 
Wit. And but I am, | HT wo TG 
By the ſad Contract, thus to take my leave of you 
At this ſo envious Diſtance, I had tauzb᷑t 
Our Lips ere this, to ſeal the happ/ mixture ä 
Made of our Souls. But we muſt both now yield 
To the neceſſity. Do not think yet, Lady, 
But I can kiſs, and touch, and laugh, and whiſper, 
And do thoſe Crowning Courtſhips too, for which 
Day, and the Publick, have allow'd no Name; 
But now my Bargain binds me. Twere rude Injury 
T' importune more, or urge a Noble Nature, 
To what of its own Bounty it is prone:to: 
Elſe I ſhould ſpeak——— Burt, Lady, I love ſo well, 
As I will hope you'll do ſo too. I have done, Sir. 
FR. Well, then a donn 
Wit. Sir, and I may win too. 
Fit, O yes! no doubt on't, I'll take careſul Los 
Pl. That 
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That ſhe ſhall hang forth Enſigns at the Window, 
To tell you when I am abſent. Or VII keep | 
Three or four Foot-men, ready ſtill of purpoſe, 
To run and fetch you at her Longings, Sir. 
Ill go beſpeak me ſtrait a gilt Caroch, 
P* her and you to take the Air in: Ves, ' ͤ̃õ 
nto Hide-Park, and thence into Black-Fryers, - 
Viſit the Painters, where you may ſee Pictures, 
And note the propereft Limbs, and how to make em: 
Or what do you ſay unto a midling Goſlip? - 
To bring you ay* together, at her Lodging? 
Under pretext of teaching o my Wife 
Some rare Receipt of re Almond Milk? ha? 
It ſhall be a part of my care. Good Sir, God b' w you. 
I ha'kept the Contract, and the Cloak's mine own. . 
Wit. Why, much good do't you, Sir; it may fall out 
That you ha' bought it dear, tho' I ha*not fold it.” 
Fit, A pretty Riddle! Fare you well, good Sir. 
Wife, your Face this way, look on me, and think 
You've had a wicked Dream, Wife, and forget it. 
1 ar | (45 rurns his Wife about. 
Man. This is the ſtrangeſt Motion I &'er ſaw. 
Fit. Now, Wife, fits this fair Cloak the worſe upon me 
For my great Sufferings, or your little Patience ha? 
They laugh, you think? : 
Mrs. Fit, Why, Sir, and you might ſee't. | 
What thought they have of you, may be ſoon collected 
By the Young Gentleman's Speech. | | 
Fit. Young Gentleman? 2 1 
Death ! you are in love with him, are you? Could he not 
Be nam'd the Gentleman, without the Voung? : 
Up to your Cabbin again. To, 
Ars. Fit. My Cage, yo' were beſtt 
To call it? — FF 
Fit, Yes, ſing there. You'd fain be making 
Blank Manger with him at your Mother's! I know ow 
Go, get you up. How now? what ſay you, Devil? 


Wor SCENE 


7 
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SCENE VII. 


Fe, ee Engine. 


R Herej is one Eins, Sir, defites to ſpeak with ou. 
Fit. I thought he brought ſome news of a Broker! 
Let him come in, good Devil; fetch him elſe. [Well, 
O, my fine Engine! what's th'affair? More Cheats? 
gg. No, Sir, the Wit, the Brain, the great Projettor, 
I told you of, is newly come to Town. 
Fit. Where, Engine? 
„ ba' brought him (he's without) 


Ere e pull'd off his Boots, Sir; but ſo followd 
For Buſineſſes. 


Fit. But what is a Projeftor ? 
I would conceive. ; . 

Eng. Why one, Sir, chat projecte 
Ways to enrich Men, or to make em great, 
By Suits, by Marriages, by Undertakings: 
According as he ſecs they por TIEN it. 

Hr. Can he not conjure at all? 

Eng. I think he can, Sir, 5 | 
(To rell you true.) But you do know, of "4 (ae 
The State hath ta en ſuch note of em, and compell d em 
To enter ſuch great Bonds, they dare not practiſe. 

Fit. Tis true, and I lye fallow for't the while! 

Eng. O, Sir! you'll grow the richer for the reſt. 

Fit. 1 hope I ſhall: But, Engine, you do tale 
Some what too much o' my Courſes, ch Cloak-Coſto- 
Could tell me ftrange particular. | mer 

Eng. By my means? | 

Fir. How ſhould he have em ele? 955 | 

Eng. You do not know, Sir, N 
What he has; and by what Arts! 14 money d Man, Sir; 
And is as great with your Almanack-Men as you are! 

Fit. Thar Gallant? 


Eg. You make the e wair 0 0 long heres 


f The Devil is an eg. 271 
And he is extream punctual. 1 
Fit. Is he Gallant? | 
Eng. Sir, you ſhall ſee: He's in bis riding Suit, 
As he comes now from Court. But hear him yum: 
„ Munter to _ and then denn een e 
W #3 


n — +} 


ACTIL SCENEL 


Meer-craft, Fi ez-dottrel, Engine, Trains, | Pug. 


Meer. CI R, Money's a Whore, a Bawd, a Drudge 
Fit to run out on Errands : Let her go. 
| Pia Prevnia! when ſhe's run and gone, | 
And fled, and dead; then will I ferch her again 
With Aqua. Vita, out of an old Hogs- head! 
While there are Lees of Wine, or Dregs of Beer, 
I'll never want her! cn her out of Cobwebs, 

Duſt, but VI have her! Raiſe Wooll upon Egp-ſhells, 
Sir, and make Graſs grow out o' Marrow-bones, © 
To make her come. (Commend me to your Miſtreſs. 

[To a Waiter, 
Say, let the Thouſand Pound but be had ready, 
And it is done) 1 would bur ſee the Creature i 
(Of Fleſh and Blood) the Man, the Prince buen, 
That could imploy ſo many Millions ; 
As I would help him to. 
Fit. How talks he? Millions? 

Meer. (I'll give you an account of this to ewe) 
Yes, I will take no leſs, and do it too; [To another, 
If they were Myriads: and without the Devil, © 
Buy direct meane, it ſhall be good in Law. Eng. Sir; 
Meer. Tell Mr. Woodcock, VII not fail to meet him 
17 th' Exchange at Night. Pray him to have 

The Writings there, and we'll diſpatch it: Sir, 
You are a Gentleman of a good Preſence, 
A handſome Man, (I have confider'd you) 
As a fit Stock to graft OY upon: * 
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I have a Project to make you a Duke now. 

That you muſt be one, within ſo many Months 

As I ſet down; out of true Reaſon of State, 

Vou ſhaꝰ not avoid it. But you muſt hearken then. 

y 955 Harken? why, Sir, do you doubt his Ears? 
0 


o not know Maſter Fita-dotirel. (Alas! 
Fir, He does not know me e indeed; I thank you, 
For rectifying him Lk „ LEngine, | 


Acer. Good! Why, Ee, then 
11 tell it you. (I ſee you ha- Credit here, 
And, that you can keep counſel, I'll not queſtion.) 
He ſhall bur be an Undertaker with me, 
' In a moſt feaſible Ane. It ſhall coſt hap. 
Nothing. te ad P oe 
Eng 4 Good, Sir. 7 5 | g 
- Meer. Except he pleaſe, bur 's Countenanice 3 
(That I will have) to appear in't, to great Men, 
For which I'll make him one. He ſhall not draw 
A String of's Purſe. I'll drive his Patent for him. 
We'll take in Cuixens, Commoners, and Aldermen, 
To bear the charge, and blow em off again, 
Like fo many dead Flies, when tis carried. 
"The thing is for recovery of drown'd Land, 
Wbereof the Crown's to have a Moiety, _ 
If it be Owner; elſe the Crown and Owners 
To ſhare that Moiety, and the Recoverers 
T” enjoy the tother Moiety for their 2 
Eng. Throughout England? : 
Meer. Ves, which will ariſe . 
To Eighteen Millions, Seven the firſt year: 
J have computed all, and made my Survey 
Unto my Acre: I'll begin at the Pan, 
Not at the Skirts; as ſome ha' done, and loſt 
All that they wrought, their Timber. work; nher 
Their Banks, all born away, or elſe fill'd up e 
By the next Winter. Tut, they never went 
he way: PII have it all. = 
Eng. A gallant Tract 11 
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of Land it is! 

Meer. Twill yield a Pound an Acht e 2 nh | 
We muſt let cheap, ever at firſt. Bur, Sirg | 
This looks too large for you, I ſee. Come laber 
We'll have a leſs. Here's a plain Fellow, you ſee him, 
Has his black Bag of Papers there, in Buckram, 
Wi' not be ſold for the Earldom of Panucridge: Draw, 
Gi' me out one by chance, Project; four Dogs Skins? 
Twelve thouſand Pound! the very Weile at . 

Fit. Pray you let's ſee t, Sir. 6 

Meer. Tis a Toy, a Trifle! 

Fit. Trifle! Twelve thouſand Pound _ - Dogs Sing ? 

Acer. Les, but, by my uy of dreſſing, your wk 
| know, Sir, Ee 
And med'cining the Leather, ton height 
Of improv'd Ware, like your Borachio . 
Of Spain, Sir, I can fetch Nine thouſand for t — 

Eig. Of the King's Glover? Mer 

Meer. Ves, how heard you that? ö 

Eng. Sir, 1 do know you can. 

Mer: Within this Houn rt 
And reſerve half my Secret. Pluck another; 
See if thou haſt a happier Hand: I thought lo, | 

¶ He pluchę out the 2. Bottle- ale. 
The very next worſe to it! Bottle- ale. 6 l 
Yer this is Two and twenty thouſind. nt 

Meer, Yes, Sir, it's caſt to Penny hal penny ny farthing, 
O' the back-ſide, there you may” ſee it, read, - *pt? 
I will not bate a Harrington of the Sum. . 
I'll win it i' my Water, and my Malt, rn of] 
My Furnaces, and hanging my Copper, 4 
The tonning, and the ſubtility o- my Veſt; 
And, then the Earth of my Bottles, which 1 dig, 
Turn up, and ſteep, and work, and neal, my ſelf, 
To a degree of Porc'lane. You will ex | 
At my Proportions, what I will pur op 
In ſeven years! for fo long time I ask 


Pop my Invention. I will fave in Cork, 2567] 
8 * if lsa 
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In my meer ſtop'ling, 'bove Three thouſand Pound 
Within that Term: by googing of em out 
Juſt to the ſize of my Bottles, and not ſlicing. 
There's infinite loſs i that. What haſt thou there? 
O' making Wine of Raiſins: this is in hand now. 
[ He draws out another. Raiſins; 
Emp. Is not that ſtrange, Sir, to make Wine of Raiſins? 
Meer. Yes, and as true a Wine as th' Wines of 
Or Spain, or Italy: Look of what Grape France, 
My Raiſin is, that Wine I'll render perfect, FAS 
As of the Muſcatel Grape, VII render Muſcatels 
Of the Canary his; the Claret his; | 
So of all kinds: and bate you of the prices 
Of Wine throughout the Kingdom half in half. 
Eng. But how, Sir, if you raiſe the other Com- 
Raiſins? _  [modity, 
Meer. Why, then pn make it out of Black-berries, 
And it ſhall do the fame. Tis but more Art, 
And the Charge leſs. Take out rg aa | 
Fit. No, good Sir, 
Save you the trouble, I'll not look, nor hear 
Of any, but your firſt, there; the Drown d lud: : 
If't will do, as you ay. | 
Meer. Sir, there's not Place 
To gi'you demonſtration of theſe thi | 
They are a little roo ſubtile, But, could ſkew you 
Such a neceſſity in't, as you muſt be 
But what you pleaſe: againſt the receiv'd Hereſie, 
That Eagland bears no Dukes. Keep you the Land, Sir, 
The cee of th* Eſtate ſhall throw't upon you. 
If you like better turning it to Money, 
What may not you, Sir, purchaſe with that wealth? 
Say you ſhould part with two o your Millions, 


J 0o be the thing you would, who would not dot? 


As J proteſt I will, out of my Dividend, 

Lay for ſome petty Principality 

In 1140 from the Church: Now, you perhaps, 

| 1 he Smoak of England rather} But 1 
a 
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Ha' you Tas Private Room, Sir, t 0. d is, 110 . = 
js a 8 our ſelves more upon? 

Fit. es, Devil! | 

Meer. Theſe, Sir, are Bilge, ap to be 

With Caution, and i in Cloud. 

"Fit, I apprehend” 

They do ſo, Sir, Devil, which way is yout e ? 
Pig. Abort Sir, in her e 55 
Fit. O that's well. TO 

Then this way, good Sir. 5 
Meer. I ſhall follow you; 1 | 

Gi' me the Bag, and go you ee . 

Commend my Service to my Lady Tailbsſb,. © | 

Tell her 1 am come from Court this Morning; ſay, 5 

I have got our buſineſs mov'd, and well: Intreat her, 

Thar ſhe give you the Fourſcore Angels, and ſee em 

Diſpos d of to my Council, Sir Pos“ Eitherſde. 

Sometime, to day, I'll wait upon ber kahlen, 

With the Relation. 

Eng. Sir, of what diſpatch 

Fe is! Do you mark? FF 

Meer. Engine, when did you fre 5 

My Couſin Ever- ill? keeps he ſtill Foot « Quiner 

I' the Bermudas 
Eng. Yes, Sir, he was writing 

This morning, very hard. 

Meer, Be not you known to WOE, 

That I am come to Town: I have eneced 

A Buſineſs for him, but 1 would have it take e 

Before he thinks for” t. 1 e 
H 
Meer. Not yet. 

Tis well o the way; 

Eng. O Sir! your Worlhi takes 

Infinite pains. 

Meer. I love, Friends, to be active: 
A ſluggiſh Nature puts off Man, and kind. 
Eng. And ſuch à Bleſſing follows it. 
1 84 Mer. 
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Meer. 1 thank 
My Fate. Pray you let $ be private, Sir. 
Fit. In, here. 
Leer. Where none may interrupt us. 
Fit. Vou hear, Devil, 
Lock the Street-doars faſt, and let no one in 
| [Ho they be 55 Gentleman's Followers) . [ſeen 
trouble me, wit yd mark? You've heard and 
Something to day, and by it you may a ather, 
Your Miſtreſs is a Fruit that's worth the ſtealing, 
And therefore worth the watching, Be you ſure, now, 
You've all your Eyes about you; and let in 
No Lace-woman, nor Bawd, that brings French-Masks, 


And Cut- works. See you? Nor old Croans, with 
Wafers, 


To convey Letters. Nor no youths, diſguis'd [dings. 
Like Country-wives, with Cream and Marrow-pud- | 


Much Knavery may be vented in a Pudding, 


Much bawdy Intelligence: They are ſhrewd Cyphers. | 


Nor turn the Key to any Neighbour's need; 
Be't but to kindle Fire, or beg a little, 
Put it out rather, all out, to an Aſh, 
That they may ſee no Smoak. Or Water, ſpill i it; 
Knock o the empty Tubs, that by the ſound 
They may be forbid entry. Say, we are robb'd, 
If any come to borrow a Spoon or ſo. 
I wi' not have good Fortune, or God's  Bleſing 
Jes in, while I am buſie. 
 _ Pug. Vl take care, Sir, 

They tha? not trouble you if they would, 
Fir. Well, do ſo. 


SCENE H. 
5 Pug, Miltreſs Firz-doterel, 


pig. I bave no fingular Service of this now, 
Nor no * Maſter? I ſpall wiſh yak 
10 
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TJo be in Hell again at leiſure? bring | 
A Vice from thence? That had been * a  ſubriley, * 
As to bring Broad - clothes hither, or 45 3 
Freſh Oranges into Spain. I find it now; 
My Chief was i' the right. Can any Fiend 
Boll of a better Vice, than here by Nature 
And Art they're owners of ? Hell ner own = 
But I am taken! the fine Tract of it 
Pulls me along! To hear Men ſuch Pro fairy i * 
Grow in our ſubtleſt Sciences! My firſt Ac, now, 
Shall be, to make this Maſter of mine Cuckold: : 
The primitive work of darkneſs I will raiſe). 
I will deſerve ſo well of my fair Miftret 
By my Diſcoveries firſt, my Counſels after, 
And keeping counſel after that, as who , 
So ever is one, l'Il be another ſure, | 
VII ha' my ſhare. ' Moſt delicate d Plehn 
She will be! O! that I could ſtay time, now, 
Midnight will come too faſt 15 8 N. [ fear, 
To cut my Pleaſure = | 
Mrs. Fit, Look at the Backedooki | 


. fouls Devil a. out, ; 


One knocks; ſe he it is. 
Pug. Dainty Sbe Devil! 722 9 
Mrs. Fit. | cannot get this venture of whe Clos 
Out of my fancy, nor the Gentleman's way [ſome, 
He took, which though twere ſtrange, yet twas hand- 
And had a Grace withal, beyond the newneſs. 
Sure he will think me that dull ſtupid Creature 
He ſaid, and may conelude it, it I find not 
Some thought to thank th'attempt. He did preſume, 
By all the Carriage of it, on my Brain, | 
For anſwerz and will ſwear tis very barren, 
If it can yield | him no return. Who 1 is it? 


Devil returns. 
Pug, Miſtreſs, it is; but firſt, let me aſſure 


Tho Excellence of Miſtreſſes, 1 am, 


JO my em 8 Man, m my Miſtreſs Slave, 755 


Who was at the Cloak-charge 
This Morning; who 5 only to take pleaſe, 
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The Servant of her Secrets, and ſweet Turns; 
And know, what fitly will conduce to either, | 
Mrs. Fit. What's chis? 1 pray you come to Jour 
ſelf, and think 


What your part is; to oaks! an anſwer. Tel, 
Who is at the Door? . 


Pug. The Gentleman, Miſtres, 
to ſpeak with you 


Some ſmall Commandments from you, what you 
Worthy your Form, he ſays, and gentleſt Manners, 
Mrs. Fit. O] you'll anon prove his hir d man, I fear; 
What has he — 'n you for this Meſſage? Sir, 
Bid him pu his hopes of Straw, and leave 
To ſpread 8 b Nets in view thus. Though they tale 
Maſter Fitæ· dottrel, I am no ſuch foul 
Nor fair one, tell him, will be had with talking, 
And wiſh him to forbear his acting to me, It * 
Ar the Gentleman's Chatnber-window in Liucolus- Inn 
8 opens to my Gallery; elſe I ſwear | 
T* acquaint my usband with his Folly, and leave bim 
To the juſt rage of his offended Jealouſie. 
Or if your Maſter's Senſe be not fo quick 
To right me, tell him, I ſhall find a Friend | 
That will repair me. Say, I will be quiet him. 


In mine own Houſe, Pray you, in thoſe Words give it 


Pag. This is ſome Fool turn'd! [He goes ont. 

Mrs. Fit. If he be the Maſter, 
Now, of that State and Wit which 1 aw bim, 
Sure, he will underſtand me: I durſt not 
Be more direct; for this ofſicious Fellow, 
_ Husband's new Groom, is a Spy upon mes 

nd already. Yet, if he but tell him 
This in my words, he cannot but conceive 


Himſelf both apprehended and requitec. 


I would not have him think he met a Statur, 
Or ſpoke to one, not there, though I were filent. 


1 2 now? ha' you told him ? 
Pug. 


1 PTT 


| Keep you thus mur d up in a 


\ 


Mrs. Fit. And what ſays he? - [if I dur. 
Pug. Says he? That which my ſelf would ſay to you, 
That you are proud, ſweet Miſtreſs; and withal, 


A little ignorant, to entertain 


The Good that's proffer d; and (by your Beauty's 


Not all ſo wiſe as ſome true politick Wife [leave) 
Would be; who having match'd with ſuch a Nupſe 


I ſpeak it with my Maſter's Peace) whoſe Face. 


ath left © accuſe him, now, for't doth confeſs him, 


What you can make him; will yet (out of Scruple, 
And a ſpic'd Conſcience) defraud the poor Gentleman, 


At leaſt delay him in the thing he longs for, 
And makes it his whole Study, how to compaſs 


Only a Title. Could but he write Cuckold, 


He had his ends. For, look you —— 
Mrs. Fit. This can be | 
None but my Husband's Wit. 
Pug. My precious Miftrels. =» 
Mrs, Fit. It creaks his Engine: The Groom never 
Be elſe fo fawcy —— -. + aarſt 
Pup. If it were not clearly  _  - 
His worſhipful. Ambition, and the top of it, 
The very forked top too, WOE As „„ 
ack Room, Miſtreſs, 
Allow you ne'er a Caſement to the Street, 
Fear of engendering by the Eyes, with Gallants; 
Forbid you Paper, Pen and Ink, like Rats-bane; 
Search your half Pint of Muſcatel, leſt a Letter 
Be ſunk i' the Pot; and hold your new-laid Egg 
Apainft the Fire, left any charm be writ there? 
ill you make benefit of Truth, dear Miſtreſs, 
If I do tell it you? I do't not often: _ 
I am ſet over you, employ'd indeed lings, 
To watch your Steps, your Looks, your very Breath- 
And to report them to him. Now, if you 
Will be a true, right, delicate, ſweet Miſtreſs, 
Why, we will make a Cokes of this wiſe Maſter, - 1 
5 We 
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We will, my Miſtreſs, an abſolute fine Cokes, 

And mock, to airy all the deep Diligences 
Of ſuch a ſolemn and effeQtual Aſs, T 
An Aſs to fo good purpoſe as we'll uſe him. | 


I will contrive it ſo, that you ſhall go 
To Plays, to Magsks, to Meetings, and to Feaſts, 


For, why is all this Rigging and fine Tackle, Miſtreſs 


If you neat handſome Veſſels, of good fail, 

Put not forth ever and anon with your Nets 
Abroad into the World, It is your fiſhing. [Lady, 
There, you ſhall chuſe your Friends, your Servants, 
Tour Squires of Honour; Ill eonvey your Letters, 
Fetch Anſwers, do you all the Offices 
That can belong to your Blood and N And, 
For the variety at my times, although | 

T am not in due Symmetry, the Man 

Of that Proportion; - or in Rule 

Ot Phy/ck, of the juſt Complexion: 

Or of that Truth of Picardils in Clothes, 

To boaſt a Sovereignty o'er Ladies; yet 


1 know to do my turns, ſweet Miſtreſs. Come, kiſs 


Ars, Fit. How now! © | 
Pug. Dear delicate Miſtreſs, I am your Slave, . 


Vour little Worm, that loves you; char fine Mong, 


Your Dog your Fack, our Pu 
Stild o ' your Pleaſures, 1 ye Wo 
Mrs. Fit. Hear you all this? Sir, pray you 

Come from your ſtanding, do, a little, ſpare 


at 20088 to e 


[ She thinks her Husband watches. 


Yourſelf Sir, from your watch, t applaud your 1 855 
| . ſo well TOONS your Inftructions! 


8 N E III. 
Fitz-dotre Miſtreſs Firz-dotrel, Pay. 


Fit, How now, ſweet Heart, what 5 the matter? | 
7 aca Good ! e a; 
ou 
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You are a ſtranger to the Plot! you ſet not ; 
Your ſawcy Devil here to tempt your Wife, | 
With all the inſolent uncivil auguuge 
Or Action, he could vent? | 

Fit. Did you ſo, Devil? 

Mrs. Fit, Not you? you were not planced; i your 7 
Hole to hear him, 

Upo' the Stairs, or here behind the Hangings? - 
1 do not know your Qualities ? he durſt do 1 1 7 
And you not give Directions 

Fit. You ſhall ſee, Wife, 

Whether he durſt or no, and what it was I did direct. 
[Her Huiband goes out, and enters preſemiy 
| with a Cudgel upon him. 

Pug. Sweet Miſtreſs, are you mad? lain! 1 

Fit. You moſt meer Rogue! you open manifeſt Vil 
55 Fiend apparent you! you declar'd Hell-hound! | 

g. Good Sir. 

Fi. Good Knave, good Raſcal, and good Traitor. 
Now, I do find you parcel Devil indeed. k 
Upo? the Point of Truſt? I your firſt Charge? 

The very day o your Probation? 
To tempt your Miſtreſs? You do ſee, good Wedlock, 
How I directed him? 
Ari. Fir. Why where, Sir, were y you? 
Fit, N a5 there i 1 one blow more fries Exerciſe: 
After a panſe, he ſtrikes him again, 
I told you, 1 ſhould 41 it. 9 15 A | 

Pag. Weuld you had done, Sir. 

Fit. O Wife, the rareſt man! yet there's another 
To put you in mind o' the laft, ſuch a brave man, 

Wife! 
Within, he has his projects, and does rent em 
[And again. 
The gallanteſt! were you rentiginons? ha? 
Would you be acting of the Incubus? 
Did her Silk's ruſtling move LIL 
Pug, Gentle Sir, 
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Ft. Out of my fight. If thy Name were not Devil, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not ſtay a Minute with me. In, 
Go, yet ſtay, yet go too. I am refolv'dd 

What I will do, and you fhall know't afbre- hand. 
Soon as the Gentleman is gone, do you hear? 
Flt help your liſping. Wife, ſuch a Man, Wife! 

10 5 3 I. evil goes out, 
He has ſuch Plots! He will make me a Duke! 

No leſs by Heaven! Six Mares to your Coach, Wife! 
That's your Proportion! And 4 ur Coach-man bald, 
Becauſe he ſhall be bare enough. Do not you laugh, 
We are a looking for a Place, and all i' the Map 
What to be of. Have faith, be not an Infidel. | 
You know I am not eafie to be gull Cclc. 
1 ſwear, when I have my Millions, elſe I'll make 
Another Duicheſi, if you ha“ not Faith. [pirits. 

"Mrs. Fit. You'll ha' too much, I fear, in theſe falſe 

Fit. Spirits? O, no ſuch thing, Wife; wit, meer 
This Man defies the Devil and all Bis Works! [wit! 
He does't by Engine, and Devices, he.. . 
He has his winged Ploughs, that go with Sails, 


„ plough you forty Acres at onee! and Mills 


Will ſpout you Water ten miles off ! All Crouland 
Is ours, Wife; and the Fens, from us, in Norfolk, 
To the utmoſt bounds of Lincolnſhire! we have view'd 
And meaſur'd it within all, by the Scale! [i 
The richeſt Tra& of Land, Love, i the Kingdom! 
There will be made ſeventeen or eighteen Millions, 
Or more, as't may be handled! wherefore think, 
Sweet - heart, if th' haſt a fancy to one Place 

More than another, to be Dutcheſi ol, 

Now name it; I will ha't what-e'cr it coſt, 

(If't will be had for Money) either here, 

Or in France, or Italy. | 


Mrs. Fit, You ha' ſtrange Phantaſies! | 


i SCENE 


o 
* 
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Joern w. 
0 deu, Piex-denne, Engin: 


Meer: Where are ou, Sir? | 3 
5 Fit. I ſee — 2 = no Tale | NY ; 
„% This way, Wife. Up to thy Gallery, uc 
| Leave us to talk of it who underſtand it. * 
J ur. I think we ha! found a Place to fit you ns 
; Glouceſter. „ x 
Fit. O noz vil none? 
Meer. Why, Sir? PEST a ; | 
Fit. Tis fatal. [younger, 
Acer. That you ſay right 3 in Spenſer, I think the 
| Had his laſt Honour thence. Bur he was but Earl. 
Fir. 1 know not that, Sir. But Thomas of Woodſtock, 
Im ſure, was Dyke, and he was made away | 
At Calice, as Duke Humphrey was at Bury: [to. 
And Richard the Third, you know what end he came 
Meer, By m' faith you are 1 the chronicie, Sir. 
Fit. No, I confeis I ha't from t e : 
And think they are more anthentick, - ; 
Eng. That's ſure, Sir. | 
Meer. What ſay you (to this then) Þ 
| Fir. No, a noble Houſe | He whiſpers him of 4 Place, 
| Pretends to that, I will do no Man wrong. 
Meer. Then take one re more, and hear it 
As paſt exception. bs 
Fit. Whar's that? „ 
Meer. To be | | 
Duke of, thoſe Lands you ſhall recover: take 
Your Title thence, Sir, Dube of the Drown 'd Landi, 
Or Drous d- land. 
Fit. Ha! that laſt has a good found! 
I like ir well. The Das of Droms d. land 2 
Eng. Yes 8 
It . like cru, Sir, if yow mark it, 
| Aer. y 
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And drawing thus your Honour from the Work, 
You make the Reputation of that greater, 

And ſtay't the longer i' your Name, 


Fit. Tis true. 


Dran d. lands will live in Drown 4-land! 5 


Meer. Yes, when you 


Ha' no foot left; as that muſt be, sir, one day. 
And though it tarry in your Heirs ſome Fort, 


Fifty Deſcents, the longer Liver at laſt, yet, 
Muſt thruſt em out on't, if no Quirk in Law, 
Or odd Vice o' their own not do it firſt, 
We ſce thoſe changes daily; the fair Lande 
That were the Clients, are the Lawyers now; 
And thoſe rich Manors there of Goodman Taylor's, 
Had once more Wood upon em, than the Yard 
By which th' were meaſur'd out for the laſt purchaſe. 
Nature hath theſe viciſſitudes. She makes 
No man a ſtare of Perpetuity, Sir. . 
Fit. You're i the right. Let's in then, and conclude, 


IHE ſpies Devil. - 


v my Gght again? Til talk with you anon 
5 Pag. „ 


* 


Ware he will geld me if 1 fay, or worſe, 


Pluck out my Tongue, one o'the two. This Fool, ; 
There is no truſting of him; and ro quit him, | 


Weie a contempt againſt my Chief paſt pardon. 
It was a ſhrewd diſheartning this, at firſt! | 
Who would ha' thought a Woman ſo well harneſs'd, 
Or rather well capariſon'd, indeed, 85 

That wears ſuch Petticoats, and Lace to her 8 


Could 


. „ . Y, yaa, Ate ay hag} MH Aa 


moeks, 
Broad ſeaming Laces (as I ſee em hang there) 
And Garters which arè loſt, if ſhe can ſhew em, 


* a 
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' Could ha'done this? Hell! why is ſhe fo brave? 
It cannot be to pleaſe Duke: Dorzrel, ſure, 
Nor the dull Pictures in her Gallery, 

Nor her own dear Reflection in ber Gli; | 
Yet that may be: I have known many of em 
Begin their Pleaſures but none end it A 
(That I conſider, as I go along with it) 

They may, for want of better Company, | 
Or that they think the better, ſpend an hour;z 
Two, three, or four, diſcourſing with their e 
But ſure they have a farther Spẽculation. a 
No Woman dreſt with ſo much Cate and Study, 
Doth dreſs her ſelf in vain, I'll vex this n 
4 lrtle more, before I leave it ſure. 


8 C EN © SL. 
22 Manly, Miſtreſs Fitz-dottrel, Pug. 


Wie. This was a Fortune happy above 9 

That this ſhould prove thy Chamber; which I fear d 

Would be my greateſt trouble! this muſt be 

The very Window, and that the Room. 
Man. It is. | 

I now remember, I have Ae en there 

A Woman, but I never mark'd her muck; - 
Wit. Where was your Soul, Friend? 
Man. Faith, but now and then | 

Awake unto thoſe Objects. 

it. You pretend ſo. 
et me not live, if I am not in love | 

More with her Wit, for this direktion . 

Than with her Form, tho' I ha' prais'd that prettily, 
Since I ſaw her and you to day, Read thoſe: 
[He gives bim a Paper, wherein is the. 2 of a img F 

Ny go unto the Air you love ſo well. 5 
Try em unto the Note, may be the Muſick 

Win call her ſooner; light, ſhe's here! Sing bly: 
Vor. IV; - 1 85 1 Mari. Fil, 
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.. Fit. Either he underſtood him net; or elſe, 
The Fellow was not faithful in delivery 
Of what | bad, And, I am juſtly pay'd, a 
That might have made my Profit of his Service, 
But by, miſtaking, have drawn on bis Envy, 
And done the worſe Defeat upon my (elf. 

| Manly /ngs; Pug enters and perceives it. 
How! Muſick? then he may be there: and is ſure. 

Pug. O! Is it ſo? Is chere the Enterview? 
Have I drawn to you, at laſt, my cunning Lady? 
The Devil is an A,, fool'd off! and beaten! 
Nay, made an Inſtrument! and; could not ſcent it! 
eds ſince you've ſhewn the Malice of a Woman, 
No leſs than her true Wit and Learning, Miſtreſs, 
Pl try, if little Pug have the Malignity 
To recompence it, and; ſo fave his danger. 

"Tis not the Pain, but the Diſcredit of it, 
The Devil ſhould not keep a Bod) intire. 

Wit, Away, fall back, ſhe comes. 

Man, I'll leave you, Sir. 

The Maſter of my Chamber. I have buſineſs. 
Mit. Miſtreſs! 1 | „„ 

Mrs, Fit. You make me Paint, Sir. ( ceive 

Wit, They're fair Colours, Lady, and natural ! Ididre- 
Some Commands from you, lately, gentle Lady, 

. [This Scene is atted/at two Windows, as out of two 

: contiguous Building. . 
But ſo perplex d, and wrap'd: in the Delivery, 
As I may fear to have miſ- interpreted: 
But muſt make Suit ſtill, to be near your Grace. 

Mrs. Fit. Who is there with you, Sir? 

Wit. None but my felf.. _ 
It falls out, Lady, to be a dear Friend's Lodging, 
Wherein there's ſome Conſpiracy of Fortune 
With your poor Servant's bleſt AﬀeCtions. 

Mrs. Fit. Who was it ſung? 

Mit. He, Lady, but he's gone, 19 

Upon my Entreaty of him, ſecing you 


Api 
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Approach the Window. Neither need you doubt bim 


If he were here; he is too much a Gentleman. 
Art. Fit. Sir, if you judge me by this ſimple Action, 
And by the outward Habit, and Comp Ferien FEA 
Of Eaſineſs ir bath, to your Deſign; z 
You may with Juſtice ſay, I am a Woman: 
And a ftrange Woman. But when you ſhall: pleaſe 
To bring bur that concurrence of my Fortune! 
To Memory, which to day your ſelf did ate? 
It may beget ſome Favour like Excuſe, | 
Though none like Reaſon. © 
Wit. No, my tuneful Miſtreſs? d e 
Then, ſurely, Love hath none; nor Beauty any5 
Nor Nature violenced in both theſe: | 
With all whofe gentle Tongues 455 ſpeak, at once) 
I thought I had cg remov'd already 
That Scruple from your Breaft, and left J "alt Reaſon 3 


When thro' my Morning's Perſpective I ſhew'd you 


A Why a ſo above Excuſe, as he is the Cauſe, 
per d thing is to be done upon kim 

1 nothing calbd an Injury mifplac'd. ' 
I rather now had hope, to ſhew you how Lo 

By his Acceſſes grows more Natural; © 
And what was done this Morning with ſuch forces 
Was but devis'd io ſerve the preſent, then. 
That fince Love hath the Honour to appr bach 

He grows more familiar in i bis Contrſbip, 
Theſe Siſter-ſwelling Breaſts; and touch this ſoft 
And rofie Hand; he hath the Ski to draw © 
Their Nectar forth, with kiſſing; and could make 
More wanton aults, from this brave Promontoty, 
Down to this Valley, than the nimble Roe; 
[Plays with her Papt, kifſeth ber Hands, Ge. 

Could play the hopping Sparrom bout theſe Nets; 
And ee, Squirrel in theſe criſped Grove 
Bury himſelf in every Silk-worm's Kell, 
Is here unravell'd; run into the Snare, 
Which every Hair i is caſt into a Curl, 
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To catch a Cupid flying: Bath himſelf 
In Milk and Roſes here, and dry him there; 
Warm his cold Hands, to play with this ſmooth, round) 
And well-turn'd Chin, as with the Billyard-ball; 
Rowl on theſc Lips, the Banks of Love, and there 
At once both plant and gather Kiſſes. Lady, 
Shall I, with what I have made to day here, call 
All Senſe to Wonder, and all Faith to ſign 
The Myſteries revealed in your Form? 
And will Love pardon me the Blaſphemy _ 
Iutter'd, when I ſaid, a Glaſs could ſpeak 
This Beauty, or that Fools had Power to judge it? 


Do but look on ber Eyes! they do Light ons 
All that Love's World comprizeth! | 
Do but look on her Hair! it is bright 
A, Love's Star, when it riſetb! 
Do but mark, ber Forebead's ſmoother | 
' "Than Words that ſoorb her! 
And from her arched Broms, ſuch a Grace 
Sheds it ſelf through the Face; | 
As alone, there Triumpbs to the Life, 
All the Gain, all the Good, of the Elements ſtrife! 


I | Have ou ſeen but a bright Lilly row, 
14 Before rude Hands have touch'd it? 
= Have you mark'd but the fall of the Snow, 
bit Before the Soil bath ſmutch'd it? 


Have you felt the Wooll o' the Beuer? 
Or Swan's Down, ever? pre 
Or have ſmelt o the Bud o the Bryer? 

Or the Nard i the Fire? _ 

Or have eyed the Bag o the Bee? 


8 ©, ſowhite! O, ſo ſoft! o, ſo ſweet is he? 
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e muh. rag. 1 capa 8 
Her Hagband: 8 0 a her Backs | 


E. Is the "A Cir? and'l will keep her oz 3 
If 1 know how, or can: that wit of Mñnn 
Will do't, Flt go no farther. At this Window 
She ſhall no more be bus d at. Take your leaveon't; 
If you be ſweet Meats, Wedlock, or ſweet Fleſh, - 
All's one: I do not love this hum about you. 
| AFly-blown Wife is not fo > heed J mee | 
10 you, Sir, look to hear from me, | 
[ He ſpeaks out of his Wife Window: 
Wie: So I do, Sir. HOY 4s 
Fit. No, but in other terms. There 5 no Man offers 
This to my Wite, but pays fort. 
Wit. That have 1; Si 8 
Fit. Nay then, I tell 85 you are. 
Mit. What am I, Sir 
Fit. Why, that Vil think on, when L ha* cut your 
Wit. Go, you are an Aft. | CTR 
Fit, I am reſoly'd on't; Sir. 
Wit, I think you are. | 
Fit. To call you to 3 reckoning. - 
Wit, Away you Broker's Block, ou Property? 
Fi. Slight, if you ſtrike me, I Il rike your Miſtreſs. 
[H. 1255 his Wife. 
Wit. O! I could ſhoot mine Eyes at him for that 
now, | 
Or leave my Teeth in him, were they Cuckold's bane 
Enough to kill him. What prodigious, 
Blind, and moſt wicked change of Fortune's this . 
Tha" no Air of Patience: all my Veins 
Swell, and my Sine ws ſtart at iniquity-of it. 
| ſhall break, break, 4 [The n [peaks Fr 
| 3 
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Could you do this? gainſt me? and at this time, now? 
When I was ſo employ'd, wholly for you, 
Droven'd i' my care (more than the Land, I ſwear, 


Ia Council, and receive latelligences 


Sor d my ſweet Thoughts, all my pure Purpoſes: 
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Pug. This for the Malice of it, | 
And my Revenge may paſs! But, now, my Conſcience 
Tells me, I have profited the Cauſe of Hell | 
Bur little, in the breaking off their Loves. 

Which, if ſome other act of mine repair not, 
I ſhall hear ill of in my account. | 
Fitz-dottrel enters with his Wife as come down, 
Fit. Og Bag? ᷑ è ᷣ¶ ê;ê7„kr“0 Pim 29 dh fon 


I have hope to win) to make you peerleſs? ſtudying 
For Footmen for you, fine pac'd Huiſhers, Pages, 
To ſerve you o' the Knee; with what Knight's Wife 
To bear your Train, and fit with your four Women 


From foreign parts, to dreſs you at all Piece: 
You've (a: moſt) turn d my good Affection to you; 


1 could now find (i my very Heart) ro make 
Another Lady Duteheſa, and depoſe you. 


Well, go your ways in. Devil, you have redeem'd all, 
1 do-forgive: you. And Ill do you gd. 


SCENE vin. 
7 Meer craft, PFirz-dativel, | Engine, T, fur. 


. Meer, Why ha? you theſe Excurſions? where ba | 


Fit. Where I ha been vex'd a little with a Toy! 
Meer. O Sir! no Toys muſt trouble your grave Head, 


| Now it is growing to be great. You muſt 


Be-above all thoſe things. ; — 
Fit, Nay, nay, ſol will. oft 
Meer. Now you are to'ard the Lord, you muſt pur 

The May, Sir. arched} 

3 Eng. 
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Eng. He ſays true. | 
Meer. You mult. do nothing Fo 
As you ha' done it heretofore; not know, 
Or ſalute any Man. | 
Eng. That was your Bedfcllow 
The other Month. 
Meer. The other Month ? the Week: 
Thou doſt not know the Privileges, Sal, 
Follow that Title; nor how ſwift: To day, 


When he has put on his Lord's Pace once, then 


Et. Sir, for theſe things 1 ſhall do well enough; 
There is no fear of me. But then, my Wife is 
Such an untoward thing, the never learn 
How to comport with it! I am out of all 
Conceit, on her behalf. 
| Mer. Beft have her taught, Sir. 

Fit, Where? Are there any Schools for TY 

Is there 5 

An Academy, for Women? I do know 
For Men there was: I learn'd in it my (elf 
To make my Legs, and do BY Poltures, „ 

Eng. Sir, 5 
Do you remember the conceit you had 
O' the wes Gown, at home? | 

Engine whiſpers Meereraft: | Mecrcraſh 
turns to Fitz · dottrel. 

Meer. Ha! 1 do thank thee vo 
With all my Os dear Engine. Sir, there i 8s 
A certain Laay, here about the Town, _ i 
An Engliſh Was who hath lately travell'd, ” 
But he s call'd the Spaniard, cauſe ſhe came 
Lateſt from thence, and keeps the Spaxiſh habit. 
Such a rare woman! all our women here, 

That are of ſpirit and faſhion. flogk unto her, 
As to their Preſident; their Law, their Canary, | 
More than they ever 01d to Oracle Foreman. 2 
Such rare Receipts ſhe has, Sir, for the Face, 
Such Oil. ſuch Tinctures, ſuch Pony, | 
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Such "PR Medicines, Drinteſſences, &ci 
And ſuch a Miſtreſs of behaviour, 


She knows from the Duke's Daughter to the Doxey; 
W har is their due juſt, and no more! 
- Fit, O Sir ! 


Where is ſhe ? Let us have her. | 
Meer. By your patience, 


\ W muſt uſe means, caſt how to be iu 
Fit. Good Sir, about it. 
Meer. We muſt think how, firſt. 


Fit. O 
| 1 do not love to tarry for a thing, ing 
bl When! hayea mind tot. You.do not know me, 
i} , If you do offer it. | 
_ * Meer. Your Wife muſt ſend © 


I Some pretty token to her, with a compliment, 
f | And pray to be recciv'd in her good Graces. 
All the great Ladies dot. 
1 Fit. She ſhall, ſhe ſhall, 
1 What were it beſt to be? 
i | Meer. Some little Toy, | 
= I would not have-it any great matter, Sir: 
A Diamond Ring of forty or fifty Pound, 
Would do it handſomely, and be a gitt 
Fit for your Wife to ſend, and her to take. 
Fit. III go and tell my Wife on't ſtraight, 


[Fitz-dottrel goes an. 
Aar. Why chis 


La 

| If we could get a witty Boy now, Engine, | 

þ That were an excellent crack. I could inſtruct him 
7 To the true height. For any thing takes this Dottrel. 
1 | Eng. Why, Sir, your beſt will be one o' the Players! 
ww * Meer. No, there's no truſting them. n talk 
WA And tell their Poets, ___[or'ty 
1 Eng. What if LOS do ? the Jeft 
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You pleaſe me i this, more than mine own n greatneſs 


Is well! The Clothes we have now, but here $ this 


: Will 
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But there be ſome of em — 


will wat 1 
8. 


Are very honeſt Lads. There's Dick Robinſon 


A very pretty Fellow, and comes often 


Toa Gentleman's Chamber, a Friend's of mine, We had 


Ihe merrieſt 141 25 of ir there, one night, _ 
The Gentleman's Landlady invited him 


T' a Goſſips Feaſt: Now he, Sir, brought Dick Robi 


Dreſt like a Lawyer's Wife, amonglt em all; [/a, 
(I lent him Cloaths) but to ſee him behave it, | 
And lay the Law, and carve and drink unto em, 
And then talk baudy, and ſend Frolicks ! O! 

It would have burſt your Buttons, or not left you. 

A Scam. 


Meer. They ay he's an ingenious Youth! ' 


Eg. O Sir! and refſes himſelf the beſt! ber 


Forty o your very Ladies! did you ne er ſee him? _. 
Mer. No, I do ſeldom ſee thoſe We But think 


That we may have him; [you 


Eng. Sir, the young Gentleman © © 
I tell you of can command him, Shall W it? 


Meer. Yes, do it. Fit. 28 5 4 | 


Fit. 'Slight, I cannot get my Wife 


To part with a Ring on any terms, and yet 
The ſullen Mone 'y has * 


Meer. It were gainſt Reaſon © 


That you ſhould urge it; Sir, ſend to a Soldſmith. | 


Let not her loſe by'r. 

Fit. How does hs loſe by't? 
Is't not for her? , + 

Meer. Make it your own bounty, 
It will ha'the better ſucceſsz what is a matter 
of fry Pound to you, Sir? 

I have but a hundred 5 

Pieces, to ſhew here; that J 5050 not break — 


Meer. You ſhall ha' credit, Sir. I'll ſend a Ticket 


Unto my Goldſmith, Here 2 5 Man comes too, + 
| 1 0 
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To carry it fitly. How now, Trains? What Birds > 
1 [Trains enters, 


Tra. Your Couſin Euer. ill met me, and has beat me 


Becauſe I would not tell him where you were: 
I think he has dog'd me to the Houſe too. | 
Fit. Well. Ho 


Lou ſhall go out at the back · door then, Trains; | 1 


o 
* 


ou muſt get Gil head hither by ſome means. 
. AA nets 
Fit. Tell him we have Vuiſen, 


T'll gi' him a piece, and ſend his Wife a Plegſan 


Tra. A Foreſt, moves not, *cill that forcy Pound 
Yo! had of him laſt be paid. He keeps more ſtir 


For that ſame petty ſum, than for your Bond 


Of Six, and Statute of Eight hundred! 

Fit. Tell him V 3 
We'll hedge in that. Cry up Fiia- dottrel to him, 
Double his price: Make him a Man of mettal. 
Tra. That will not need, his Bond is current enough. 


Ti 
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Gili-head, Plutarchus. 


Git. A LL this is to make you a Gentleman: 
III have you learn, Son. Wherefore have 

i Eped you 0 <5. TH | 

With Sir Poule E:ther-/ide, but t' hive ſo much Law 

To keep your own? Beſides, he is a F»ſtice, 

Here i' the Town; and dwelling, Son, with him, 

You ſhall learn that in a Year, ſhall be worth twenty: 

Of having Raid you at Oxford or at Cambridge, 

Or ſending you to the Inns of Court, or France. 

IT am call'd for now in haſte by Maſter Meer- craft, 

To truſt Maſter Fit · dottrel, a good Man: | 

1 have enquir'd him cighteen hundred a Ycar, 


(His 
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(His name is currant) for a Diamond Ring 1 
Of forty, ſhall not be worth thirty (that's gain'd) 
And this is to make you a Genrleman ! 


Pla. O, but good Father, you truſt too much! 
Gili. Boy, boy, 


We live by finding Fools out to be truſteet. 


| Our Shop-books are our Paſtures, our Corn - grounds, 


We lay em open, for them to come into; 

And when we have em there, we drive em up 

Int' one of our Pounds, the Compters, ſtraight, 2 

And this is to make you a Gentleman! 

We Citizens never truſt, but we do cozen: 

For, if our Debtors pay, we cozen themy 

And if they do not, then we cozen. our ſelves. 

But that's a hazard every one muſt run, 

That hopes to makes his Son a Gentleman: 

Pla. 1 do not wiſh to be one, truly, Father, oy 

In a deſcent or two we come to be 

Juſt i' their State, fit to be cozen'd, like” em. 

And I had rather ha tarried 1' your Trade: 

For, ſince the Gent ſcorn the City ſo mach. 

Methinks we ould in time, holding together, | 

And matching in our own Tribes, as they lay, | 

Have got an Alt of Commen-Council for it. 

That we might cozen them out of rerum natura. 
Gilt. I, if we had an Ad firſt to forbid. - 

The marrying of our wealthy Heirs unto. zem, 

And Daughters with ſuch laviſh Portions... 

That confounds all. . 
Pla. And makes a Mungril breed, Father: Is 

And when they have your Maney. then they laugh 

gat yo, 

Or kick you down the Stairs, I cannot abide em. 

I would tain have em cozen'd, bur not truſted, 
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8 E N E II. 
Mer craft, Gili- head, Fitz-dottrel, Plutarchar 


Meer. O, is he come! I knew he would not fail 
Welcome, good Gilr-head, I muſt ha you do [me. 


A noble Gentleman a courteſie here, 
In a meer toy (ſome pretty Ring or Jewel) 


Or fifty or 1 Found. (Make it a hundred, 
And hedge in the laſt fort ber I owe you, 
And your on price for the Ring.) He's a good Man, 
And you may hap' fee him a great one! He [Sir, 


Is 5 to beſtow hundreds and thouſands 


Wi' you w if you can humour him. A great Prince 
He will be ſhortly. What do you tay? © 
Gilt. In truth, Sir, 


I cannot. T has been a long vacation with us. 


Fit, Of what, I pray thee, of Wit or  Honeſly? 


Thoſe are your Citizens long vacations. 


Pla. Good Father, do not truſt * em. 
Meer. Nay, Thom. Gili- head, 


Nie will not buy a courteſie and beg it: = 
He'll rather pay than he If you do for him, 


You muſt do chearfully. His Geil, Sir, 


Is not yet p roſtitute ! Who' s this, thy Son? 


A pret Youth what's his vcd 
"By Pues ; | 


archus, Sir. e 
- Afar. Plutarchus ! How came that about! 833 


Gili. That Year, Sir, 


That I begot him. I bought Plurarch's Lives; 


And fell fin love with the Book, as I call'd my Son, 
By his name, in hope he ſhould be like him, 


And write the Lives of our great Men! 


Meer. 1 the City ET 


And you do breed him there ? 


Gilt. His mind, Sir, lies 1 
Much to e mn >. 38 


Meer! 
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Meer. Why, then he is i“ the right way; 
Gil. But now, I had rather get him a good Wife, 
And plant him i' the Country, there to ule 
The bleſſing I ſhall leave him. 

za, U . 
And loſe the laudable means thou haſt at home here, 

T advance and make him a young Alderman? | 
Buy him a Caprain's place for ſhame, and ler him 
Into the World early, and with his lune 
And Scarfs march through Cheapſide, or along Cornhill, 
And by the vertue of thoſe, draw down a Wife 
There from a Window worth ten thouſand Pound? 
Get him the Poſture-book and's leaden Menn 
To ſet upon a Table gainſt his Miſtreſs 
Chance to come by, that he may draw her in, 
And ſhew her Finsbury Battle. 
Sili. I have plac'd him 5 
With Juſtice Eitherſide, to get ſo much Law —= 

Meer. As thou haſt Conſcience. Come, come, thou 
diooſt wrong | „ 

Pretty Plutarchus, who had not his name 
For nothing, but was born to train the Youth | 
Of London in the Military truth = 
That way his Genius lies. My Couſin Ever-ill! 


e e 
Ever · ill, Plutarc hus, Gilt- head, Meer- craft, Fitz-dottrel. 


Ever. O, are you here, Sir? pray you let us whiſper. 
Plau. Father, dear Father, truſt him if you love me. 
Sil. Why, I do mean it, Boy; but what I do 
Muſt not come eaſily from me: We muſt deal 
With Courtiers, Boy, as Conrtiers deal with us. 

If I have a Buſineſi there with any of them, 
Why I muſt wait, I'm ſure on't, Son; and though 
My Lord diſpatch me, yet his worſhipful Man 
Will keep me for his ſport a Month or two, 

To ſhew me with my Fellow. Citizens. 
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J muſt make his Train long, and full, one uarter, 
And help the ſpectacle of his greatneſs. Ihere 
Nothing is done at once but injuries, Boy, not 
And they come headlong ! all their good turns move 
Or very ſlowly. _ | 
Pla. Yet, ſweet Father, truſt him. 

Gilt. Well, I will think. 
Ever. Come, you muſt do't, Sir. 
I'm undone elſe, and your Lady Tal- bu ſb 
Has ſent for me to dinner, and my Cloaths 
Are all at pawn. I had ſent out this morning, 
Before I heard you were come to Town, ſome twenty 
Of my Epiſtles, and no one return — 
I Meer- craft zells him of his faults. 
Meer. Why, I ha? told you o*this. This comes of 
err we 7 | 
Scarlet, Gold-lace,and Cut-works ! your fine Gartring! 
With your blown Roſes, Couſin? and your eating 
Pheaſant, and God-wit, here in London! haunting 
The Globes and Mermaids! wedging in with Lords 
Still at the Table! and affecting Lechery | 
In Velvet! where could you ha” contented your ſelf 
With Cheeſe, ſalt Butter, and a pickled Herring, 
I' the Low- countries; there worn Cloth and Fuſtian ! 
Been ſatisfied with a leap o your Hoſt's Daughter, 
In Garriſon, a Wench of a Storer! or, 
Your Sutler's Wife, i the Leaguer, of two Blanks! 
You never then had run upon this flat, 
To write your Letters miſſive, and ſend out 
Vour privy Seals, that thus have frighted off 
All your acquaintance, that they ſhun you at diſtance, 
Worſe than you do the Bayliffs, | 
Ever. Pox upon you, | | 
I come not to you for Counſel, I lack Money. 
TT yo He repines. 
Meer. You do not think what you owe me already. 
Ever, I? „„ | 
They owe you that mean to pay you. Þll be TD 
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I never meant it. Come, you will project, 

I ſhall undo your Practice, for this Month elle: 

You know me. f And threatens lim. 
Meer. I, you're a right ſweet Nature! | 
Ever. Well, that's all one! 

Meer. You'll leave this Empire one day? 

You will not ever have this Tribute W 

Your Scepter o the Sword? | 
Ever. Tie up your Wit, 

Do, and provoke me not 

Meer. Will you, Sir, help 5+ 
To what I ſhall provoke another for you? 
Ever, I cannot tell; try me: I think I am not 
So utterly, of an Ore un-to-be-melred, | 
But I can do my ſelf good, on occaſions. [They join. 
Meer. Strike in then, for your part. Mr. Fiez- dottrel, 

If Itranſgreſs in point of Manners, afford me 

Your beſt conſtruction; I muſt beg my freedom 

From your Affairs, this 8 
Fit. How, Sir 5 | 
Meer. It is 

In ſuccour of this Gentlemen s Occaſions, 

My Kinſman [ Meercraft pretends * 

Fit. You'll not do me that Affront, Sir. 
Meer. I am ſorry you ſhould fo interpret it. 
But, Sir, it ſtands upon his being inveſted 
In a new Office, he has ſtood for, long: 3 
Meer- craft deſcribes the Office of e. „„ 

Maſter of the Dependances! A Place N 

Of my Projection too, Sir, and hath mt 

Much Oppoſition; but the State, now, ſees : 

That great Neceſſity of it, as after all = 

Their writing, and their ſpeaking, againſt "en; 

They have erected it. His Book is drawn —— 
For, fince there will be Differences daily | 

Twixt Gentlemen, and that the roaring manner 

Is grown offenſive that thoſe few, we call 

Tbs civil Men o' the e pq the mw 1 

. i od 


* 


Are to be fin'd 


They Il part, Sir, with no Books, without the Hand- gout 


As you do publiſh yours, By your fair leave, Sir: 
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They ſhall refer now, hither, for their Proceſs; : 
And ſuch as treſpaſs gainſt the Rule of n 


it. In troth, a preti place! 
Meer. A kind of Arbitrary Court will be, Sir. 
_ Fir. I ſhall have matter for it, I believe, 
Ere it be long: I had a Diſtaſte. 
Meer. But now, Sir, | 
My learned Council, they muſt have a feeling;.. 


Aa wa} a th 


Ee oil'd; and I muſt furniſh. If't be Money, 

To me ſtraight; I am Mine, Mint, and Exchequer, 

HY ſupply all. What is't? a hundred Pound : 
Ever. No, th. Harpey now ſtands on a hundred Pieces; 
Meer. Why, he muſt have em, if he will. To mor- 

Will equally —_— your Occaſions— [row, Sir; 

And therefore, let me obtain, that you will yield 

To-timing a poor Gentleman's Dann ba * 

In terms of hazard, ————— . 1 
Fit. By no means! 
Mer. I muſt „„ 

Get him this Money, and will.— 
Fit. Sir, I proteſt, 


70 rather ſtand engage d for it my ſelf; 


Than Td ſhould leave me. 
Moser. O good Sir, do you think 
So courſly of our Manners, that we would; 
For any need of ours, be preſt to take it: 
Though you be pleas'd to offer it. I 
Fir, Why, by Heaven . 
I mean it! 
Meer. I can never believe bc. 
But we, Sir, muſt preſerve our Dignity, 


[He offers to be gone: 
Fir. As lam a Gentleman, if you do offer 

To leave me now, or if you do refuſe me, 

1 1 not N you love mc, 43 


* 
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Meer. Sir, I honour you. 
And with juſt Reaſon, for theſe noble Notes 
Of the Nobility you pretend to: But, Sir—— 
I would know, why? a Motive (he a Stranger) 
You ſhould-do this? hy 
(Ever. You'll mar all with your Fineneſs:) 


Fit. Why that's all one, if 'twere, Sir, but my fancy. 
But I have a Buſmeſs, that perhaps I'd have 
Brought to his Oe. 8 „ 
Meer. O Sir! I have done then; E © 
If he can be made profitable to you. „ 
Fit. Yes, and it ſhall be one of my Ambitions 
To have it the firſt Byſneſs: May I not?: 
Ever. So you do mean to make't a perfe& Bujneſs. 
Fit. Nay, I'll do that, aſſure you: ſhew me once. 
Meer. Sir, it concerns, the firſt be a perfect Buſineſ; 
For bis h’ ee noe HR 
Ever. I. and th' Reputation | 
Too, of my fle © 5 
Fit. Why, why do I take this courſe, elſe? 
I am not alrogether an 4/s, good Gentlemen, 
Wherefore ſhould 1 contult you? do you think, 
To make a Song on't? How's your manner? tell us. 
Meer. Do, ſatisfie him: give him the whole courſe. 
Ever, Firſt, by requeſt, or otherwiſe, you offer 
Your Buficeſs to the Court; wherein you crave 
The Judgment of the Maſter and the Afiſtants. 
Fit Well, that's done now: what do you upon it? 
Ever. We ſtrait, Sir, have recourſe to the Springs 
Viſit the Ground, and ſo diſcloſe the nature; head? 
If it will carry, or no. If we do find, | 
By our propottions, it is like to prove 
A ſullen and black Bas'neſs, that it be 
Incorrigible, and out of Treaty then 
We file it, a Dependance! 
Fir. So 'tis fil'd: „„ 2 
W hat follows? 1 do love the Order of theſe things: - 
Ever. We then adviſe the Party, if he be 
: Vol. IV, | 1 | 
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A Man of Means and Havings, that forthwith 
He fettle his Eſtates if not, at leaſt | 
That he pretend it: For, by that, the World 
Takes notice, that it now is a Dependance. 
And this we call, Sir, Publicatiun. 5 
Fit. Very ſufficient! After Publication, now? 
Evor. Then we grant out our Proceſs, which is divers; 
Either by Chartel, Sir, or Ore-tenus, 
W herein the Challenger, and Challen ce, 
Or (with your Spaniard) your Provocador, 
And Provocado, have their ſeveral courſes —— 
Fit. I have enough on't! for an hundred Pieces? 
Yes, for two hundred, under-write me, do. 
Your Man will rake my Bond? 2 8 
Meer. That he will, ſure: 
But, theſe ſame Citizens, they are ſuch Sharks! 
There's an old Debt of forty, I ga' my word 
For one is run away to the Bermudas, 
And he will hook in that, or he wi' not do. 8 
Wy whiſpers Fitz-dottrel afide. 
Fit, Why, let him. That and the Ring, and a hun- 
Will all but make two hundred? Icdred Pieces, 
Meer. No, no more, Sir. 5 
What ready Arithmetick you have! Do you hear? 
. | [ And then Gilt-head, 
A pretty Morning's Work for you, this! Do it, 
You ſhall ha' twenty Pound on't. 5 
Gilt. Twenty Pieces? 
(lu. Good Father, do't.) 5 
Meer. You will hook ſtill? well, | 
Shew us your Ring. You could not ha' done this now, 
With gentleneſs, at firft, we might ha' thank'd you; 
Bur groan, and ha' your Courteſies come from you 
Like a hard too), and ſtink. A Man may draw 
Your Teeth out cafier than your Money, Come, 
Were little Gilz-head here, no better a Nature, 
I ſhould ne'er love him, that could pull his Lips off, 


now. He pulls Plutarchus by the Lips. 
; | EE ̃ ( 
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Was not thy Mother a Gentle woman? 35 
A,, D0..:. -- 3 
Meer. And went to the Court at Chriſtmaſs, and St? 
And lent the Lords-men Chains! George s-tide 2 
Plu. Of Gold and Pearl, Sir. n 
Meer. 1 knew thou muſt take after ſomebody! © 
Thou could'ft not be elſe. This was no Shop-look! 
I'll ha'thee Captain Gile- head, and march up, 
And take in Pimlico, and kill the Bum 
At every Tavern! Thou ſhalt have a Wife, 
If Smocks will mount, Boy. How now? you ha' there 
Some Briſtow-ſtone, or Corniſh Counterfeit [now 
You'd put upon us? [He turns to old Gilt-head, 
__ Gilz, No, Sir, I aſſure you. 4 
Look on his Luſtre! he will ſpeak himſelf! 
YI! g? you leave to put him i the Mill, ay 
H' is no great, large Stone, but a true Paragon, 
H' has all his Corners, view him well. 
Meer. H' is yellow. © „ 
Gilt. Upo' my faith, Sir, o' the right black - water, 
And very deep! H' is ſet without a Foil, too. 


HNere's one & the yellow- water, Fll ſell cheap. 


Meer. And what do you value this at? thirty Pound? 

Gilt. No, Sir, he coſt me forty ere he was ſet. 

Meer. Turnings, you mean? I know your Equivocs: 
You're grown the better Fathers of em of late. 
Well, where't muſt go 'twill be judg d, and therefore 
Look you't be right. Youſhall have fifty Pound for't; 
| | 3 [Now to Fitz - dottrel. 
Not a Denier more! And becauſe you would 
Have things diſpatch'd, Sir, I'll go preſently, 
Inquire out this Lady. If you think good, Sir, 
Having an hundred Pieces ready, you may . 
Part with thoſe now, to ſerve my Kinſman's turns, 
That he may wait upon you anon the freer; 
And take 'em, when you ha ſeal'd again, of Gilt- head. 

Fit, 1 care not if I do! + 

Meer. And diſpatch all 0 
Togett er. 9 „ 
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Fit. There, they're juſt a bundred pieces; 
I ha' told em over twice a day theſe two Months. 
| [He turns em out together; and Ever-ill and be 
fall to ſhave. 
Meer. Well, go and ſeal ten; sir; make your return 
As ſpeedy as you can, . 
Ever. Come, gi' me. A 
Meer. Soft, Sir. 
Ever, Marry, and fair too then; Pll no benni Sir. 
Meer. But you will hear? 
Ever. Yes, when I have my Dividend: 
Meer. There's forty Pieces for you. 
Ever, What is this for? __ [twen 


ty. a 
Meer, Your half. You know, that Gilt. bead muſt ha 


Ever. And what's your Ring there? Shall I ha none 
Meer. O, that's to be given to a 2 l that? 
Eu, let fo? | 

Meer. By that good light, it is. 

Ever. Come, .gi me 
Ten Pieces more, then. ; 

Meer. Why? 

Ever, For Gilt-head? Sir, 

D' you think VII allow him any ſuch Share? 

Meer, You muſt, 1 5 
Exer. Muſt 1? Do your muſts, Sir, I'll do mine; 
You wi not part with t e whole, Sir, will you? Go too, 
Gi' me ten Pieces „ 
Meer. uy what Law do you this? 


Ever. Een Lyon- law, Sir, I muſt roar elſe. 
Meer. Good! 


Ever. You've heard how th' Aſs made his . | 


Meer, And l am he: I thank you. [iſely? 
Ever, Much bend do you, Sir. 
Meer. 1 ſhall be rid o' this Tyranny one day. 


Ever. Not 
While you do eat, and lie about the Town here, 
And cozen i' your Bullions; and I ftand 
Jour name of Credit, and * your buſineſs; 
Adjourn 
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| Adjourn your Beatings every Term, and make. _ 
New Parties for 3 Projects. I have now 
A pretty Task of it, to hold you in 
WI your Lady Tail. buſb: But _ Toy will be 
5 5 we ſhall both come off? 
Meer. Leave you your doubting, 
And do your Portion, 1 8 gn d you: I 
Never fail'd yet. 
Ever. With reference to your Aids? * 
You'll fill be uathangful. Where ſhall ! meet you 
anon? 
' You ha ſome Feat to do alone, now, I ſee; 
You wiſh me gone; well, 1 will find you out, 
And bring you after to the Audit. 

Meer. *Slight! _ ; 
There's Engines Share too, I had forgot! This Reign 
Is too=too-unſupportable ! I muſt 
Quit my el of this Vaſſalage! Engine / welcome. 


SCE N E „ 
Acer. craft, E ine, Witripsl. 


| Meer, How goes the Cry? 
Eng. Excellent well! | 
Meer. Will't do? 

Where's Robinſon £ 

Eng. Here is the Gentleman, Sir, 

Will undertake't himſclf. I have acquainted bin. 

Meer. Why did you ſo? 

Eng. Why, Robinſon would ha' told him, 
You know. And he's a pleaſant Wit! will hurt 
Nothing you purpoſe. Then, he's of Opimian, | 
That Robinſon might want Audacity. 

She being juch a Gallant. Now, he has been 
In Spain, and knows the Faſhions there; and can 
Diſcourſe; and being but Mirth (he ſays) leave much 


To his care. : | 
| | U 3 1 Meer. 
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. But he is too tall! [He excepts at his Stature. 
Eng. For that, | 
He has the braveſt Device (you'll love him for 93 
To ſay, he wears Goppinos; and they do io 
In Spain. And Robinſon's as tall as he. 
Meer. Is he ſo? 
Eng. Every jot. 
„Meer. Nay, I had rather 
To. truſt a Gentleman with it o the two. ſhim! 
Pray you to go to him then, Sir, and ſalute 
2 Sir, my Friend Engine has ae you 
With a ſtrange uſineſi here. 
nt. A merry one, Sir. 
Ihe Dale of Droun d- land and his Dutcheſs 
„ „„ 
Now that the Conjurers ha! laid him by, 
Uha' _ 17575 to borrow him awhile. 
Wit. With purpoſe, yer, to put him out, I 1 7 
To his beſt oſs. Ad : 
Meer. Yes, Sir. 
Mit. For that ſmall part 
That I am truſted with, put off your care: 
I would not loſe to do it, for the mirth 
Will follow of it; and well, I have a fancy. 
Meer. Sir, that will make it well. 
Wir, You will report it ſo, 
Where mult 1 haye my dreſſing? 
Eng, At my Houſe, Sir. | 
Meer, You ſhall have caution, Sir, for whue he 
To Six Pence, yields, 
mit. You ſhall pardon me. I will ſhare, So, 
T your Sports only, nothing i' your purchaſe. 

But you muſt furniſh me with Compliments, {enna's. 
To th' manner of Spain; my Coach, my guarda aus 
Meer. Engine's your Provedore, Bur, Sir, I muſt 

(Now I have entied truſt wi' you thus far) 
Secure ſtill i' your Quality, acquaint you 
Wich ſomewhat beyond this, The Place def 


To 


ls no unfruicful Piece. 
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To be the Scene for this our merry Matter, 
Becauſe it muſt have countenance of Women, 
To draw diſcourſe, and offer it, is here by, 
At the Lady Tailbu ſbes. | | 

Vit. I know her, Sir, 
And her Gentleman- Uſher. 

Meer. Mr. Ambler ! 

Wit. Yes, Sir. . | | 

Meer. Sir, it ſhall be no ſhame to me, to confeſs ® 
To you, that we poor Gentlemen that want Acres, 
Muſt for our needs turn Fools up, and plough Laaies 
Sometime, to try what og they are: and this 

Ee: She and I vo i 

Are on a Project, for the Fact, and venting 
Of a new kind of Fucus (paint for Ladies) 
To ſerve the Kingdom: wherein ſhe her ſelf 
Hath travell'd, ſpecially, by way of Service 
Unto her Sex, and hopes to ger the Monopoly, 
As the Reward of her Invention. | 

Vit. What is her end in this? 
Meer. Meerly Ambition, 


Sir, to grow great, and court it with the Secret, 
Though ſhe pretend ſome other. For, ſhe's dealing 
Already upon caution for the ſhares, „ 
And Mr. Ambler, is he nam'd Examiner 
For the Ingredients; and the Regiſter 
Of what is vented, and ſhall keep the Office. 
Now, if ſhe break with you, of this (as 1 
Muſt make the leading Thread to your acquaintance, 
That, how Experience gotten i your being 
Abroad, will help our Buſineſs). think of ſome 
Pretty Additions, but to keep her floating: 
It may be ſhe will offer you a Part, 
Any ſtrange Names of 

Mit. Sir, I have my Inſtructions. 5 
Is it not high time to be making ready ? 

Meer. Les, Sir. : +2: 

U 4 TD Exg. 
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Eng. The Fool's in fight, Dottrel. 
Meer. Away then. | 

SCENES: 

Meer. craft, Pitz-dottrel, Pug. 


Meer. Return'd ſo ſoon? - 
Fit. Yes, here's the Ring: I ha' ſeal'd. 
Bur there's not ſo much Gold in all the Row, he ſays» 


Till't come fro' the Mint. Tis ta'en up for the Game- 


Mezer. There's a Shop-ſhiſt! plague on em. I ſters, 
Fir. He does ſwear it. =, 
Meer, Hell ſwear and forſwear too, it is his Trade, 


| You ſhould not have left him. 


Fit. Slid, I can go back, 
And beat him yet. | ' | 

Meter. No, now let him alone, 

Fu, I was ſo earneſt after the main Buſineſi, 
To have this Ring gone. 

Meer. True, and 'tis time. | „ 
] have learn'd, Sir, ſin' you went, her Lady ſbip eats 
With the Lady Tail. bu ſh, here hard by. 

Fir, I the Lane here? | | 

Meer. Y cs, if you had a Servant now of Preſence, 
Well cloath'd, and of an airy voluble Tongue, 


Neither too big or little for his Mouth, 


That could deliver your Wife's Compliment, 
To ſend along withal. | 


Fit, I have one, Sir, 


A very handſome Gentleman-like fellow, 


That | do mean to make my Dutcheſs V ſber 
I entertain'd him but this Morning too: 
I'll call him to you. The worſt of him is his Name! 
Meer. She'll take no note of that, but of his Meſ- 
ſage. : H. ſhews bim his Pug. 
Fit. Devil! How like you him; Sir. Pace, goa little, 

Let's ſee you move. . | 
| Meer, 
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| Fer, He'll ſerve, Sir; give it him, 
And let him go along with me, FI help 
To preſent him and it. | 
Fit. Look you do, Sirrah,  _— ö; 
Diſcharge this well, as you expe& your Place: 
D' you hear, go on, come off with all your Honours. 


lives him daftrutions 
| would fain ſee him do it, | 


Meer. Truſt him with it. 
Fit. Remember kiſſing of your Hand, and anſwering 
With the French time, in flexure of your Body. 
I could now fo inſtruct him —— and for his words—. 
Meer, 1'll put them in his Mouth. 
Hi. O, but I have em | 


0 the ver Academies. 


Meer. Sir, you'll have uſe for em | 
Anon your ſelf, I warrant you, after Dinner, 
When you are call'd. : 
Fit. 'Slight, that'll be juſt Pla 5 Ha 
e jouge to ſee the Pl 
It cannot be, I muſt not loſe 5 Play! 
© Meer, Sir, but you muſt, if ſhe appoint to fir. 
And ſhe's Prefidenr. 
Fit. *Slid, it is the Devil? [| Becauſe it is the Devil. 
Meer. And *rwere his Dam too, you muſt now ap- 
Your ſelf, Sir, to this wholly, or loſe all, [ply 
Fit. If I could but ſee a Piece - 1 
Meer. Sir, never think on't. 
Fit. Come but to one Act, and I did not care —— 
Bur to be ſeen to riſe and go away, 5 
To vex the Players, and to puniſh their Poet — 
Keep him in awe! | 
Meer, But ſay that he be one 55 
Wi not be aw'd! but laugh at you. How then? 
Fit. That he ſhall Rs, 's Dinner himſelf. 
Acer. Perhaps, 
He would do that twice, rather than thank you. 


*Come 
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Come get the Devil out of your Head, my Lord, 

(Il call you ſo in private ſtillj and take 

Your Lordſhip i your mind. You' were, ſweet Zora. 
[ He puts him in mind of his Quarrel, 


In talk to bring a Bujintſt to the Offce, 


Acer. Why ſhould not you, Sir, carry it o' yourſelf 


Before the Office be up? and ſhew the World 5 


You had no need of any man's direction, 


In Point, Sir, of ſufficiency? I ſpeak 


Againſt a Kinſman, but as one that tenders 
Your Grace's good. | Ta | 
Fit. I thank you; to proceed | 
Meer. To Publications: ha' your Deed drawn preſently, 
And leave me a blank to pur in your Feoffees, 
One, two, or more, as you ſee cauſe 
Fit. I thank you %%% 
Heartily, I do thank you. Not a word more, 
I pray you, as you love me. Let me alone. 


That 1 could not think o' this as well as he? 


O, I could beat my infinite Blockhead ! — 
| Heis angry with himſelf. 
Mey, Come, we muſt this way, 1 
Pug. How far ist? 
Meer. Hard by here, 


Dyer the way. Now, to atchieve this Ring i 
From this ſame Fellow, that is to aſſure it, 


[He thinks how to coden the Bearer of the Ring, 


Before he give it. Though my Spaniſh Lady, 


Be a young Gentleman of means, and ſcorn 
To ſhare, as he doth ſay, I do not know 


How ſuch a Toy may tempr his Lady ſhip, = 


And therefore, I think beft it be aſſur d. 
Pug. Sir, be the Ladies brave we go unto? 
Mer. O, yes. | 
Pug. And ſhall T ſee em, and ſpeak to em 
Meer. What elſe? ha' you your falſe Beard about 
Vou, Trains? Kt | Queſtions his og 
| ra. 
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Tra. Yes. 

Meer. And is this one of your double Clank 
774. The belt of m. 

Meer, Be © ready then. Sweet Palit, Fa: 


SCENE VL 
Meer-craft, Pirfall, Pag, Trains ; 


Pit. Away. 

Meer. Il. ſet thee up again. 
Never fear that: canſt thou get ne er a Bird! ? 
No Thruſhes hungry? Stay till cold Weather come, 
Fil help thee to an Ouſel or a Field. fare. 


Meer. Come, I muſt buſs — l. to 72 75 


Who's within with Madam? 


Pit. 111 tell you ſtraight. 
She runs in in haſte; he allows | 
Meer, Pleaſe you ſtay here awhile, Sir, PII go in. 
Pug. I do ſo long to have a little Venery 
While J am in this Body! I would taſte 
Of every Sin alittle, if it might be, 
After the manner of Man! Sheet - heart! 
Fit. What would you, Sir? 
[Pug. leaps at Pitfalls coming in. 
8 Nothing but fall in, to you, be Your Black- 
ird, 
My pretty Pi: (as the Gentligich ſaid) your rollo: 


Luye tame and taken with you; here is Gold! 


To buy you ſo much new Stuffs from the Shops 
As I may take the old up 
Tra. You mult ſend, Sir, 


The Gentleman the Ring, 


[Trains in his falſe Cloak FRO 4 | falſe | 
Meſſage, and gets the Ring. | 

Pug. There *tis, Nay look, 
Will you be wan Pit ? | 
Pit, 


Hes be Devil is an Afs. 
Pit. This is ſtrange rudeneſs, 
| Pu . Dear Pit, | 
Pit. PII call, I (wear. | 
Meer. Where are you, Sir? | 
Is your Ring ready ? Go with me. 
„EC 7 7 
[Meer- craft follows preſently, and as for it. 
Meer. Me? When? by whom? ?; 
Pug. A Fellow here, c'cn now, 
Came for it i' your Name. 
Meer. | ſent none, furs. : 
My meaning ever was, you ſhould deliver it 
Your ſelf: So was your Maſter's charge, you know. 
- Euter Trains as himſelf again. | 
W hat Fellow was it, do you know him ? 
Pug. Here, 55% | 
But now, he had it. Ea 
Meer. Saw you any, Trains? 
„„ +: ..- . 
Pug. The Gentlewoman faw him. 
Meer. Enquire. : : 
Pug, | was ſo in earneſt upon her, I mark'd not! 
l [ The Devil confeſſeth himſelf coxen d. 
My deviliſh Chief has put me here in Fleſh | 
To ſhame me! This dull Body I am in, 
. I perceive nothing with! I offer at nothing 
That will ſucceed! 
Tra. Sir, ſhe ſaw none, ſhe ſays. _ | 
Pug. Satan himſelf has ta'en a ſhape r abuſe me. 
It could not beelſe! _ ira 
Meer. This is above ſtrange! 8 
| Meer- craft accuſeth him of negligence. 
That you ſhould be ſo retchleſs. What'll you do, Sir? 
How you will anſwer this, when you are queſtion'd? 
Peg. * from my Fleſh, if I could: put off Man- 
ind! 
This's ſuch a ſcorn! and will be a new Exerciſe 
For my Arch-duke! Woe to the ſeveral Cudgels 


Muſt 


Þ 
f 
1 
I 
4 
L 
4 
4 
7 
E 
| 
Y 
4 
| 
0 
. 


5 
2 Sr 


The Devil is an Aſt. 5 317 


Muſt ſuffer on this back! Can you no Succours, Sir? 
[He acketh aid. 
Meer. Alas! the uſe of i it is ſo preſent. 
Pug. I ask, | 
Sir, Credit for another but till to morrow. 5 
Meer. There is not ſo much time, Sir; but however 
The Lady is a noble Lady, and will 
(To fave a Gentleman from check) be intreated 5 
5 Meer- eraft promi ſeth faintly, yet e bim. 
To ſay, ſhe has receiv'd it. ; 
Pug. Do you think ſo? 
Will ha be won? ä 
Meer. No doubt, to ſuch an Office, OO - 
It will be a Lady's Bravery and her Pride. 
2g ae not be known on't after, unto him? 
er. That were a Treachery! Upon my word, 
Be confident. Return unto your Maſter. _ 
My Lady Preſident fits this Afternoon, 
Has ta'en the Ring, commends her Services 
Unto your Lady Dutcheſs. You may ſay 
She's a civil Lady, and does give her 
All her Reſpects already: Bad you tell her, 
She lives but to receive her wiſh'd Commandments, 
And have the honour here to kiſs her Hands, 
For which ſhe'll tay this hour yet. Haſten n you 
Your Prince, away. 
Pug. And, Sir, you will take care 
Th' excuſe be perfect? 
Meer. You confeſs your __ 7 + 
[ The Devil. is done 
Too much. . 


Pug. The Shame i is more, I'll quit you of either. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


7. ailbuſhy Meer-rraft, Manly? 


Pox upo referring to Commiſſioners, 


You Courtiers move ſo Snail-like i“ your , 
Would I had not begun wi' ou. 

Meer, We muſt move, 
Madam, in order, by degrees; not jump i 

Tai. Why, there was Sir John Money man » could juwp 
A Buſineſs quickly. 

Meer. True, he had great Friends; 
But, becauſe ſome, ſweet Madam, can leap Ditekes, 
We muſt not all ſhun to go over Bridges. 
The harder kan I make account, are done, 

[ He flatters her, 

Now 'tis referr'd. You are infinitely bound 105 
Unto the Ladies, they ha' ſo cry'd it up! 

Tai. Do they like it then? 

Meer. They ha' ſent the Spaniſh Gals: 


10 gratulate with you — 


Tai. I muſt ſend em thanks, 
And ſome Remembrances. 
Meer, That you muſt, and viſit? em. Where s Ambler? 
Tai. Loſt, to day, we cannot hear of . 
Meer. Not, Madam ? 
Tai. No, in good faith, They ſay he lay not 
At home to night. And here has fall'n a Byf6neſs 


 Retween your Couſin and Maſter n has 


Unquieted us all. 

Meer. So I hear, Madam. 
Pray you how was it? 

Tai. Troth, it but appears 
Ill o' your Kinſman's part. You may have heard 
That Manly is a 5 to me, I doubt not. 


I had rather hear that it were paſt the Seals: 


Aeer. 


mm A 
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Meer. I gueſs'd it, Madam. 4 
Tai. And it ſeems, he truſted 
Your Couſin to let fall ſome fair Reports 
Of him unto me. ; | 
Meer. Which he did! 
Tai. So far | 
From it, as he came in, and took him rayling 
Againſt him. 
Meer. How! and what ſaid Manly to him? | 
Tai. Enough, I do aſſure you; whe. with that Scorti 
Of him, and the Injury, as I do wonder 1 
How Ever. ill bore it! But that Guilt * dune 
Many Mens Valours, 
Meer, Here comes Manly. TD 
Man. Madam, PIl take my leave 
Manly offers to be gone: 
Tai. You ſha not go, i v faith. 
vll ha' you ſtay, and ſee this Spaniſb Miracle, 
Of our Engliſh Lady. 
Man. Let me pray your Ladyſhip, | 
Lay your Commands on me ſome other time. 
Tai, Now, I proteſt; and I will have all piecd 
And Friends again. 
Man. It will be but ill ſolder'd! 
Tai. You are too much affected with 1 
Man. I cannot, | 
Madam, but think on't for th' Injuſtice. 
Tai. Sir, 
His Kinſman here is ſorry. 
Meer, Not I, Madam, 
I am no kin ro him; we but call Coal $0 
[ Meefcraft denies bim. 
And if we were, Sir, I have no Relation 1 
Unto his Crimes. - 
Man. You are not urged with 'em. 
I can accuſe, Sir, none but mine own judgment; 
For though 1 it were his Crime, ſo to betray me, 
Tm m ſure, cwas more mine own, at all to truſt _ - 
ut 


4 
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But he therein did uſe but his old Manner, 
And ſavour ſtrongly What he was . N 

Tai. Come, he will change. 
Man. Faith, I muſt never think i it. . 
Nor were it Reaſon in me to expe 75 
That for my ſake, he ſhould pu 1 a Nature 
He ſuck d in with his Milk. T may be, Fe. 
Deceivin ing Truſt, is all he has to truſt to: 
| | If ſo, I ſhall be loth, that any hope 
| Of mine, ſhould bate him of his mein. 
| U F 


% Ye ED. SR. ooo 5 nt hers ans ot 
= This Act may ma c him honeſt! .. bl AT os 0 1613 
| Man. If he were 44 
To be made honeſt by an Act of eee 
I ſhould not alter i my faith of him. 
Tai. Eitherſids! © 
Welcome, dear Eitherfde! how haſt 3 * IF 
Wench}. Ibs ſpies the. Lady Eitherſide. 
Thou * been iSi l ha not en , 


8 CE NE II. 
To them, rut. 


Eil. Ever your Servant, Madam. 
Tai. Where haſt thou bepa? 
I did ſo long to ſee the. 
Eitb. Viſiting, and ſo tir d! 

1 proteſt, Madam, 'tis a monſtrous trouble! 
Tai. And ſo it is. I ſwear I muſt to morrow.. 
Begin my Viſits (would the ey were over) at Court. 
It tortures me, to think on .. | 

Eith, 1 do hear 3 55 


| You ha' cauſe, Madam, your Sdit goes on. 
Tai. Who told thee? 
Eitb. One that can tell: Mr. Eitherfde.. 
Tai. O, thy Husband! 
I faith, there $ Life i in 5 now: ; Iti is referr'd, 
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If we once ſee it under the Seals, Wench, then, 
Have with em for the great Carroch, Six Horſes, 
And the two Coachmen, with my Ambler bare, 
And my three Women; we will live i' fait, 
The Examples o the Town, and ER We: nt. 
I'll lead the Faſhion till. | 15 
Eitb. You do that now, 55 : | | 
Sweet Madam. | 5 | 
Tai. O, but then I'll every daß 
Bring up ſome new Device. Thou and , ad, 5 
Will firſt be in ir, 1 will give it thee; 
And they ſhall follow us. Thou ſhalt, I (wear, 
Wear ny; Month a new Gown out of it. 
Eith. Thank you, good Madam. _ 
Tai, Pray thee call me Tail-buſh, ED. 
As I thee Eitherfide; I love not this Madam: | 
Bib. Then ! proteſt to you, Tail. Pub 1 am glad 
Your Buſineſs ſo ſucceeds. | 
Tai. Thank thee, good Bitherſde, 
Eith. But Maſter itberfide tells me, 2 he likes 
| Your other Buſineſs better. 
Tai, Which? 155 
Eit h. O' the Tooth-picks. 
Tai. I never heafd on't. 
Eith. Ask Mr. Meercraff. 
Meer. Madam? Wis one, in 55 rut truſt his Malice 
With any man's Credit, I would have abus'd! _ 
[Meercraft hath whiſper'd with him the while; 
Man. Sir, if you think you do pleaſe me in e 
You are deceiv . | 
Meer, No, but becauſe my Lady £7 
Nam'd him my Kinſman; I would catirfie you | 
What 1 think of him: and pray you upon it 
To judge me. | 
Man. 80 I do: that ill mens Friendſhip, 
Is as unfaithful as themſelves. 
Tai. Do you hear? 


Ha you a Bueſs about Tren als? 
KS "Ala a 8 


Meer, 
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Meer. Yes Madam, 
Did 1 neꝰer tell't you? I meant to have offer'd it 
Your Ladyſhip, on the perfecting the Patent. 

Tai. How wt? | 

Meer, For ſerving the-whole State with Tooth. 

picks; [The Project for Tooth-picks. 


5 1 an intricate Buſmeſi to diſcourſe) but 


I ſhow how much the Subject is abus d, 

Firſt, in that one Commodity; then What Diſeaſes 
And Putrefactions in the Gums are red, 

By thoſe are made of adult rate and falſe Wood; 
My Plot for Reformation of theſe, follows: 

To have all Tooth-picks brought unto an Office, | 
There ſeal'd; and ſuch as countet feit em mulcted. 
And laſt, for venting em, to have a Book 
Printed, 'to teach their Uſe, which eyery Child 
Shall have throughout the Riv dom that can read, | 
And learn to pick his Teeth he Which beginning 

Early to practiſe, with ſome other Rules, 

Of never {leeping with the Mouth open, chewing 

Some Grains of Maſtick, will reſerve the — 

Pure and ſo free from taint=— Ha what is t, ſay* ft thou? 
Fs vu bis Man whiſpers bim. 

Tai. Good faith, it ſounds a very PREV bol 

Eirb. So Mr. Eirberſide ſays, Madam. 

Meer, The Lady is come. 

Tai. Is ſhe? Good, wait upon her in. My. An 
Was never ſo ill abſent. Eberſd . | 
How do I look to day? Am I nor dreſt 7 
Spruntly? ? [be lab: i in her Qu 

Fir. Yes verily, Madam. 

Tai. Pox o' Madam, 
Will you not leave that? 

Eith, Yes, good Tailbuſb. 

Tui. So; 

Sounds not that better? What vile Eau is this 
Thou haſt got on? 
Eitb. Tis Pearl, 


Tai, 
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Tai. Pearl? Off Mer. belli: > | LS 
As I breath, Eirber/ide, I know't. Here comes e 
(They ſay) a wonder, Sirrah, has heen in ain!“ 
Will e us all! ſhe's ſent to me from Court, 
To gratulate with me! Prithee lets obſerve her, 
What Faults ſhe has, that we may laugh a e, 
When fhe is gone. EE 

Eitb. That we will heartily, Tail- -buſh: 

Wittipol enters. _ . 

Tak. 0 me! the very Infanta of the cu 4 


80G EN E "BE. 
To them, Meercraft, Winipol. : 


[Wittip ol dreſt like 4 Spaniſh Lady, 
Meer, Here is a noble” Lady, Madam, come 


From your great Friends at Court, to ee your Latyſbip, — 
And have che Honour of 18 Aer. 5 
Tai. Sir, . 1 
She does us Honour. | 
Wit. Pray you, fav to. Het Ladybio, 
It is the manner of Sain to embrace FEES 
Never to kiſs. She will excuſe the Cuſtom, _ 
| Len uſes bimſelf for nor kiſſing. 


; Tai. Your uſe of it is l Pleaſe you, 2 e 
- To take a Seat. 


Wit. Yes, Madam. 3 hdd had 
The favour, through a World of fair Report 
To know your Virtues, Madam; and in that 
Name, have deſir'd the Happinels of ra, 


My Service to your Ladyſbip. 
Tai. Your Love, Madam, a | 
I muſt not own it elſe. - Cones 
Mit. Both are due, Madam, „% ˙ 
To your great Undertakings. N | 
Tai. Great? In troth, Madam, 
They are my Friends, that think em Fre ging! 


If I can do my Sex (by em) any Serviec; 
T have my ends, Madam. 


1 X % 1 5 Wi, 
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Mit. And they are noble ones, | 

That make a Multitude beholden, Madam: 

The Commonwealth of Ladies muſt acknowledge from 
Eitb. Except ſome envious, Madam. [you. 
Mit. are right in that, Madam, 

Of which Race, I encountred ſome but lately, _ 

Who (t ſeems) have ſtudyed Reaſons to diſcredit 

. „%% & - 
Tai. How, ſweet Madan. 

Mit. Nay, the Parties [Madan 
Wi' not be worth your pauſe Moſt ruinous thingy, 
That have put off all hope of being recover'd 
To a degree of Handſomneſs. 

Tai, Bur their Reaſons, Madam? 

4 would fain hear. 

Mit. Some, Madam, I remember. . 

They ſay that Painting quite deſtroys the Face. 

EAitb. O, that's an old one, Madam. 5 
Wit. There are new ones to. 

Corrupts the Breath; hath left ſo little ſweetneſs 

In kifling, as *tis now-us'd but for Faſhion 

And ſhortly will be taken for a Puniſhment. : 

Decays the Fore-tceth that ſhould guard the Tongue; 

And ſuffers that run Riot everlaſting! 

And (which is worſe) ſome Ladies when they meet 

Cannot be merry and laugh, but they do ſpit 

In one another's Faces 

Man. I ſhould know — | 

This Voice and Face too: [Manly begins to know bim. 

Mit. Then, they ſay, tis dangerous . 
To all the fal'n, yet well diſpos d Mad-dams, 

That are induſtrious, and defire to earn 1 

Their Living with their Sweat! for any Diſtemper 

Of heat and motion, may diſplace the Colours; 

And if the Paint once run about their Faces, 

Twenty to one they will appear ſo ill-favour'd, 

Their Servants run away too, and leave the Pleaſure 

Imperfect, and the Reckoning als'unpaid., ih 

| | Ih 
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Eitb. Pox, theſe are Poets Reaſons. 

Tai. Some old Lady, © ; 
That keeps a Poet, bas devis'd theſe Scandals,” EE 

Eith, Faith we muſt have the Poet: Dani Madam, 
As Maſter Eitbexſide ſays, 

Meer. Maſter Fitz- dottrel, 
And his Wife! where? Madam, the Duke of Drown d- 
That will be ſhortly. Land, 
Mit. ls this my Lord? 1 

Meer, The lame. | 


- SCENE 1V, 
To them, Fins-dopre, W rin lune, Pug. * 


Fit. Your Servant, Madam! 
Wit. How now, Friend? offended, 
That I have found your haunt here? 
[Wirtipol whiſpers with Manly, 
Man, No, but wondrin | 
At your ſtrange faſhion'd n hither. 
Wit. It is 
To ſhew you what they are you ſo purſue, 
Man. | think *twill prove a Med'cine againſt Mar- 
To know their Manners. (riagez 
Wit. Stay, and profit then. 
Meer. The Lady, Madam, whoſe Prince has brought 
To be inſtructed. her here 
He preſents Mrs. Fitz-dottrel. 
Mit. Pleaſe you ſit with us, Lady. | 
Meer. That's Lad -Prefident. 
Fit. A goodly Wa 
I cannot ſee the Ring, though, 
Meer. Sir, ſhe has it. 
Tai. But, Madam, theſe are very fecble Ra 
Wit, So | urg'd, Madam, that the new Complexion 
Now to come orth, | in name o Vour L adpſpip f Fueus. 
Had no Higrodion: — 
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_ Tai, But I durſt eat, I aſſure you. 

Mit. So do they in Spain. _ 

Tai. Sweet Madam, be ſo liberal, 

To give us ſome o' your Spaniſh Fucuyſees. 
Wit. They are infinite, Madam. 
Tai. So I hear, they have 1 | 

Water of Gourdes, of Radiſh, the white Beans, 

Flowers of Glaſs, of Thiſtles, Roſe-marine, _ 

Raw Honey, Muſtard-ſeed, and Bread dough-bak'd, 

The Crums o Bread, Goars-milk, and Whites of Eggs, 

Camphire, and Lilly-roots, the Fat of Swans, 

Marrow of Veal, white Pidgeons, and Pine. Kernels, 

The Seeds of Nettles, Purſeline, arid Hares-gall; 

Limons, thin-skin'd — | 
Eich. How her Ladyſhip has ſtudied 

All excellent things! 
Wiz. But ordinary, Madam, . 

No, the true Rarities are, th' Alvagada 

And Argentata of Queen Iſabella? 7 

Tai. I, what are their Ingredients, gentle Madam? 

Wit. Your Allum Scagliola, or Pol-dipedra ; 

And Zuccarino; Turpentine of Abbezzo, 

Waſh'd in nine Waters; Soda di levante, 

Or your Fern Aſhes; Benjamin di gotta 

Graſſo di ſerpe; Porcellotto marino;: 

Oyls of Lentiſco; Zucche Mugia; make 

The admirable Fernifþ for the Face 

Gives the right Luſtre; but two drops rubb'd on 

With a piece of Scarlet, makes a Lady of Sixty 

Look as Sixteen, But above all, the Water 

Of the white Hen, of the Lady Eftifania'ss 

Tai, O, I, that ſame, good Madam, I have heard of: 

How is it done? 1 
Wit. Madam, you take your Hen, 

Plume it, and skin it, cleanſe it o' the Inwards; 

Thea chop it, Bones at all; add to four Ounces 

Of Carravicins, Pipitas, Sope of Cyprus, 

Make the Decoction, ſtrein it. Then diſtil it, 


And 
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And keep it in your Galley-pot well glidder'd : 
Three drops preſerves from Wrinkles, Warts, Spots, 
Blemiſh, or Sun-burnings, and keeps the Skin [Molcs, | 
In decimo ſexto, ever bright and ſmooth, 
As any Looking-glaſs; and indeed, is call'd - 
The Virgin's Milk for the Face, Ozlio reales; 
A Ceruſe, neither Cold or Heat will hurt; | 
And mixt with Oyl of Myrrb, and the red Gilliflower, | 
Call'd Cataputia, — Flowers of Roviſtico, 

Makes the beft Muta, or Dye, of the whole World, 
Tai. Dear Madam, will you let us be familie: 

Mit. Your, Ladyſhip's Servant. 

Aeer. How do you like her? 

_ Fir. Admirable! ; 

Bur yet I cannot ſee the Ring. 5 
ie i Pons about his Ring, and Merten deliver it. 
"<1 

Meer. I muſt | 
Deliver ir, or mar all. This Fool's fo Jealous. 3 
Madam Sir, wear this Ring, and pray you take 

knowledge, 
'Twas ſent you by his Wife, and give her thanks. 
Do not you dwindle, Sir, bear up. i | 
| Pug. I thank you, Sir. [let us 

Tai, But for the manner of Spain! Sweet Madam, 
Be bold, now we are in: Are all the Ladies 
There i' the Faſhion? _ 

Wit. None but Grandees, Madam, 

O' the claſp'd Train, which may be worn atlengrh toog 
Or thus, upon my Arm 

Tai. And do they wear 
Cioppino's all? 

Vit. If they be dreſt in punto, Madam, 

Eitb. Gilt as thoſe are, Madam? 

Wit. Of Goldſmith's Work, Madam; 
And ſet with Diamonds; and their Spaniſh Famed 
Of perfum'd Leather. 

75 ai, 1 ſhould think it bard 


X4 To 
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To go in em, Madam. 


Mit. At che firſt it is, n 


Tai. Do you never fall i in em ? 
Wit. Never. 


Eith, I ſwear, I ſhould 
Six times an hour. 
Tai. But you have Men at hand ills 
To help you, if you fall? 
- Wir. Only one, Madam, 


The Guards duennd's, ſuch a little 6d Man 
As this. | 


Eith, Alas! he can do nothing, this! 


Mit. I'll tell you, Madam, I ſaw in the Court of Spain 
A Lady fall i' the King's fight, along; [once 


And there the Jay, flat ſpread, as an Umbrella, 


Her Hoop here crack'd ; no Man durſt reach a Hand 


To help her, till the Guarda-duenna' came, 

Who is the Perſon onl' allow'd to touch 

A Lady there, and he but by this Finger. | 
Eith,Ha' they no Scrvants,Madam,there,nor | Friends? 
Mit. An Eſcudero, or ſo, Madam, that waits 

Upon em in another Coach, at diſtance 


And when they walk or dance,holdsby a OREN, 
Never preſumes to touch em. 


Eirh. This's ſcurvy, 
And a forc'd Gravity! I do not like i it. 
I like our own much better. 

Tai. Tis more French, 
And courtly, ours. : 

Eitb. And taſtes more Liberty, 
We may have our dozen of Viſitors at once 
Make Love t' us. 

Tai. And before our Husbands. 

Eith. Husband? 
As [ am honeſt, Tail huſb, I do think, 


If no body ſhou'd love me, but my poor Husband, 
I ſhould e'en hang my ſelf. 


Tai, Fortune orig, Wench, | 


80 


Drs Too ts, Rr 
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80 fair a Neck ſhould have ſo foul a Neck-lace. 
Eitb. Tis true, as I am handſome, ” 
Wiz. I receiv'd, Lady, + | 
A Token from you, which I would not be 
Rude to refuſe, being your firſt Remembrance. 
(Fit; O, I am fatisfied now! | 
Meer. Do you lee it, Sir?) 
Wit. But ſince you come to know me nearer, Lady, 
Ill beg the Honour you will wear it for me, | 
It muſt be fo. [Wittipol gives it Mrs. Fitz · dottrel. 
Met. Fit. Sure 1 have heard this Tongue, 
Meer. What do you mean, Sir? [Meercraft murmurs. 
Wiz. Would you ha' me mercenary? 
We'll recompence it anon, in ſomewhat elſe. 
| F [He is ſatisfied, nom he ſees it. 
Fit. I do not love to be gull'd, though in a Toy. 
Wife, do you hear? you're come into the School, Wife, 
Where you may learn, I do perceive it, any thing! 
How to be fine, or fair, or great, or proud, 
Or what you will, indeed, Wife; here tis taught: 
And I am glad on't, that you may not ſay, 
Another day, when Honours come upon you, 
You'wanted Means, I ha' done my parts; been, 
Jo day, at fifty Pound charge; firſt, for a Ring, 
[He upbraids ber with bis Bill of Coſts. 
To get you entred; then left my new Play, = 
To wait upon you here, to ſce't confirm'd, 
That I may ſay, both to mine own Eyes and Ears, 
Senſes, you are my Witneſs, ſhe hath enjoy'd 
All Helps that could be had for Love or Money 
Mrs, Fit, To make a Fool of her. 
Fit: Wife, that's your Malice, 
The wickedneſs o' your Nature, to interpret T 
Your Husband's Kindneſs thus: But VII not leave 
Still to do good, for your deprav'd AﬀeCtions ; | 
Intend it; bend this ſtubborn Will; be Great: 
Tai, Good Madam, wham do they uſe in Meſſages? 
Mit. They commonly uſe their Slaves, Madam. 


Tai. 
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But ſomewhat o' this fide, 
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Tai. And does your Lachſbip 
Think that ſo good, Madam? 
Wit. No indeed, Madam; 7 , 
Therein prefer the Faſhion of England far, 


Of your young delicate Page, or diſcreet Uther: 
Fit. And I go with your Ladyſbip in opinion, 0 


Dircaly for your Gentleman-Uſher; 


There's not a finer Officer goes on Ground. 
mit. If he be made and broken to his Place once. 
Fit. Nay, ſo I preſuppoſe him. | 
Wit. And they are fitter 
Managers too, Sir; but 1 would have * em cura 
Our Eſcudero's, = 
Fit. Good. 
Wit. Say 1 ſhould 6 | 
To your Ladyſbip, who (l preſume) has gather d 
All the dear Secrets, to know how to make 
Paſtillo's of the Dutcheſs of Braganza, 


Cuoquetta s, Almoiavana's, Mantecada's; 


Alcorea s, Muſtaccioli; or ſay it were 


The Peladore of Iſſabella, or Ball- 


Againſt the Itch, or Aqua Nanfe, or Oyl + 
Of Jeſſamins for Gloves, of the Marqueſs Muja;, 


Or for the Head and Hair; why, theſe are Offices 
Eith. Fit for a Gentleman, not a Slave. They only 

Might ask for your Piveti, Spaniſh Cole, 

To burn, and ſweeten a Room: But 128 Ateana 


Of Ladies Cabinet 


Fit. Should be elſewhere truſted. 

You're much about the Truth. Sweet honed Ladies, 
| He enters himſelf with the Ladies, 

Let me fall in wi? you. I ha my Female Wit, 
As well as my Male. And I do know what ſuits 
A Lady of Spirit, or a Woman of Faſhion! 

Wie. And you would haye your Wite ſuch? 

Fit, Yes, Madam, airy, 
Light; not to plain Diſhonefty, 1 I ncaa ; 


Mit, 
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Mit. I take you, Sir. 
He' as Reaſon, Ladies. Pll not vive this TOY 
For any Lady that cannot be honeſt 
Within a Thread. e 


Tai. Ves, Madam, and yet venture 
As far for th' other, in her Fame 
Wit, As can be 
Coach it to Pimlico, dance the Saraband, | 
Hear and talk Bawdy, laugh as loud "us a Larum, — 8 
Squeak, ſpring, do any thing. 
Eitb. In young Company, Madam. 8 
Tai. Or afore Gallants. it they be ug or Loads 
A Woman 1s ingag'd. CO ls 
Fit. I ſay ſo, Ladies. 
It x Civility to deny us nothing. 
| Pug. You talk of a Univerſity! why, Boll i is 
A Grammar-ſchool to this! [The Devil admires him. 
Eitb. But then 
She muſt not loſe a Lock en Stef or Cloth, Madam. 
Tai. Nor no courſe Fellow. © 
Wit. She muſt be guided, Madam, | 
By the Cloaths he wears, and Company he is in, 
Whom to ſalute, how fa: 


Fit. | ha' told her this; 
And how that Bawdry too, upo 1 point, 


1s (in it ſelf) as civil a Diſcourſe.— 


Wit. As any other Affair of Fleſh whatever. 

Fir. But ſhe will ne'er be capable, the is not 

So much as coming, Madam; I know not how, 

She loſes all her Opportunities, f 

Wich hoping to be forc'd. I have ciiceralt' 

He ſbew. bis Pug; 

| A Gentleman, a ounger Brother, here, 

Whom I would 18 ain breed up her Eſcudero, 


Apainſt ſome Expectations that I have, 
And ſhe'll not countenance him, 

Wit. What's his Name? 
Fit. Devil, o Darbyſhire« 


 Eith; 
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Eith. Bleſs us from him! 
Tai. Devil! 5 
Call him De- vile, ſweet Madam. 
Mrs. Fit. What you pleaſe, Ladies. 
Tai. De-vile's a prettier Name! 
Eith. And ſounds, methinks, . 
As it came in with the Conqueror 
Aan. Over Smocks ! 5 : 
What things they are! that Natwre ſhould be at leiſure 
Ever to make em! My Wooing is at an end. 
ak [Manly goes out with Indignation. 


Wit. What can he do? 
Eitb. Let's hear him. 
Tai. Can he manage? | 
Fit. Pleaſe you to try him, Ladies. Stand forth, Devil, 
Pug, Was all this but the Preface to my Torment? 
_ Fir. Come, let their Laqhſbips ſee your Honours, 
Eith. O, he makes a wicked Leg, 
Tai. As ever I ſaw! 
Wit. Fit for a Devil. 155 
Tai, Good Madam, call him De- vile. 1 
Wit. De- vile, what Property is there moſt required, 
' your Conceit now, in the Eſcudero? ; 
| 2 bey begin their Catechiſm, 
Fit. Why do you not ſpeak? 
Pug. A ſettled diſcreet Pace, Madam. 
Wit.' 1 think, a barren Head, Sir, Mountain-like, 
To be expos'd to the cruelty of Weathers- | 
Fit, I, for his Valley is beneath the Waſte, Madam, 
And to be fruitful there, it is ſufficient. 
Dulneſs upon you! Could not you hit this? 
Pug. Good Sir—— keit. ftrikes Pug. 
Wit. He then had had no barren Head. 
You draw him too much in troth, Sir. 
Fit. | muſt walk | 5 
With the French Stick, like an old Vierger, for you. 
Fug. O Chief, call me to Hell again, and free me. 
= e [ The Devil prays. 


Fit; 
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Nit. Do you murmur now? 

Pug. Not I, Sir. | 1 

Pit. What do you take, . 
Mr. De- vile, the height of your Employment, 

In the true perfect Eſeudero? FO 

Fit, When? 5 
What do you anſwer? 

Pug. To be able, Madam, 5 
Firſt to enquire, then report the working 
Of any Lady's Phyſick, in ſweet Phraſe. 

Wir. Ves, that's an Act of Elegance, and Importance. 

But what above? „„ 
Fit. O, that | had a Goad for him. 

Pug. To find out a good Corn- cutter. 

Tai. Out on him! | „ 

Eith. Moſt barbarou ? 

Fit. Why did you do this now? | | 
Of purpoſe to diſcredit me, you damn'd Devil? 
Pug. Sure, if I be not yet, I fhall be. All 
My Days in Hell were Holydays, to this! 

ai. 'Tis Labour loſt, Madam. „ 

Eith, He's a dull Fellow, | 5 
Of no Capacity! | 

Tai. Of no Diſcourſe ! | 
O, if my Ambler had been here! 

Eith. I, Madam, | 35 
Lou talk of a Man, where is there ſuch another? 
Mit. Mr. De- vile, put caſe one of my Ladies here 

Had a fine Brach, and would employ you forth © 
To trear *bout a convenient Match for her, 

What would you obſerve? | 

Pug. The Colour, and the Size, Madam. 

Wit, And nathing elſe? _ 

Fit. The Moon, you Calf, the Moon! 

Wit. I. and the Sign. 4 

Tai. Yes, and Receits for Proneneſs. 

Mit. Then when the Puppies came, what would 1 


Pug. Get their Nativities caſt, 0 
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Wi. This is well. What more? 
— Pug. Conſult the Almanach man which Pets be 
Which cleanlieſt. [leaſt 
Wit. And which ſilent'ſt? This i is wells r 
And while ſne were with Füpry! 1 
Pug. Walk her out, | 
And « air her _ Morning: 
Wit. Very 22 % | 
And Py Yo. ious to kill her Fleas! 1 
es. 5 
7. He will make a pretty Proficient. 
* Who, 5 
Coming from Hell, cont T6 for ſuch exechiſing? 2 
The Devil. is an Aſi, I do acknowledge it. 
Fit. The top of Woman! all her Sex in abſtract! 
[Firz-dottrel admires Wittipol. 
I love her, to each Syllable falls from her. 
T. Good Madam, give me leave to go aſide with 
And try him a little! | | him, 
Wit. Do, and Ill withdraw, Madam, 
With this fair Lady, read to her the TOR: | 
Tai. Come, Sir. | 
Peg. Dear Chief, relieve me, or I periſh. 
_ {The Deuil prays again, 
Wit. Lady, we'll follow 3 you are not jealous, Sir ? 
Ti. ©, Aus you ſhall ſec. Stay, Wife, Aebold, 
I give her up here abſalutely to you; : 
She is your own, do with her what fi will: 
| [He gives his Wife to him, taking him to be a Lady. 
Melt, caſt, and form her as you of think good; 
get any Stamp on: III receive her from you 


As a new thin 10 your on Standard. 


SCENE 
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eee Io ar 
Mines Fitz-dottrel, Pit- fall Evereilli P Invarchus 


Jie B But what he vou done i your. Dependence 
Inge? 6 
Fir. O, it goes on; L mer your Couſin, the Myfter-= 
Acer. Vou did not ac Wa him, Sir? 
Fit. Faith but 1 did, 5 
And, upon better dose Ws without, reaſon! | 
He being chief Officer, might ha' ta'en.1t ill elle, 
As a Contempt 19 8 bis heh and that 
In time, Sir, ha drawn on another Dependance. 
No, I did And him in good Terms, and * 
To do me any Service. 
Meer. So he faid to you? - 


Fit. Why, 1 preſum'd, 
Becauſe this Bu. 75 of wy Wife's equiv me, 
I could not hg done better: And he told $8 
Me, that he would go preſently to Fu council, 
A Mer here i' the Lane 


„ $46#-& 


But, Sir, you wean not to o make bi ne, 5 
Fit. Nay, that I'll pauſe nn 5 
Aer. How now, little Pir-fall? . | 
Pit. Your Couſin, Maſter Ever - ill, would g come in 

But he wauld I if Mr. Mazly were here. 
Meer Nel in be were; I ha made his Peace! 

Meer · craft whiſpers againſt him. 


| ner one, Sir, has no „and a Man knows Sas 


How ſuch a Truſt may tempt him. 
Fit, I conceive you. 
8 Sir, this ſame Deed is done here: 
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Meer. Pretty F 


Art thou come with it? and has Sir Poul view'd i, 1. 


Plu. His Hand is to the Draught. 408 
Meer. Will you ſtep in, Sir, 3 
An! | 
Fit. Yes. 3 . 
Eve. I pray you, a word wi' vo. 
1 [Ever-ill whiſpers againſt Meer- craft. 
Sir Pon Either-/ide will'd me gi you caution 


Whom you did make Feoffee;, for tis the Truſt. > 


O' your whole State; and though my Couſin here 
Be a worthy Gentleman, yet his Valour hass 

At the tall Board been queſtion'd; and we hold 
Any Man ſo impeach'd, of doubtful Honeſty! 


I will not juſtifie this, but give it you 


To make your profit of it; if you utter it, 
I can forſwear it, | 5 


Fit, I believe you, and thank you, Sit. 175 
 Wittipol, Mrs. Fitz=dourel, Manly, Meer-craft. 


Wit. Be not afraid, ſweet Lady; yo! are truſted 
To Love, not Violence, here: I am no Raviſher, 
But one whom you by your fair Truſt again 
May of a Servant make a moſt true Friend. 


Mrs, Fit. And ſuch a one I need, but not this way. 


Sir, I confeſs me to you, the meer minner 
Of your attempting me this morning, took me; 
And I did hold m' Invention, and my Manners, 
Were both engag'd to give it a Requital, 

Bur not unto your Ends: My Hope was then, 
(Though interrupted e er it could be utter d ) 
That whom I found the Maſter of ſuch Language; 
That Brain and Spirit for ſuch an Enterprize, 
Could not, but if thoſe Succours were demanded 
To a right uſe, employ them yertuouſly, =» 


one yl We Jar $a pg + | 


And 
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And make that Profit of his noble Parts _ 
Which they would yield. Sir, you haye now the 
To exerciſe them in: I am a Woman [ground 
That cannot ſpeak more wretchedneſs of my ſelf, 
Than you can read; match'd to a Maſs of Folly, 

That every day makes haſte to his own Ruin; 

The wealthy Portion that I brought him, ſpent, 

And through my Friends neglect) no Jointure made 

My Fortunes ſtanding in this Precipice, | (me. 

Tis Counſel that T want, and honeſt Aids zs; 

And in this Name 1 need you for a Friend, 

Never in any other; for his il! 

Muſt not af me, Sir, . | 8 PE: F m - 

| Manly cenceal d this while, s himſelf 

Man, O, Friend, forſake not . 4 5 
| The brave Occaſion Virtue offers you 

To keep you innocent: I have fear d for both, 

And watch'd you, to prevent the Ill 1 fear d. 
| Bur fince the weaker fide hath ſo aſſur'd me, 

Let not the ſtronger fall by his own Vice, 

Or be the leſs a Friend, cauſe Virtue needs him; 

We. Virtue ſhall never ask my Succours twice; 
Moſt Friend, moſt Man, your Counſels are Commands, 
Lady, I can love Goodnefi in you, more x 
Than I did Beauty; and do here intitle 
Your Virtue to the Power upon a Liſe 
You ſhall engage in any fruitful Service, 

ven to forfeit. _ DE ops 

Meer, Madam: Do you hear, Sir? 

[Meer- eraft takes Wittipol di and rhoves 
| 4 Project for himſelf. TT, $ 

We have another Leg ſtrain'd for this Dotrrel, 

H' has a Quarrel to carry; and has caus'd ' 

A Deed of Feoffment of his whole Eftate . 

To be drawn yonder; h'has't within: And 50 

Only he means to make Fro: He's fall'n 
8o deſperately enatttour'd on you, and talks 

\« Moſt like 4 Madman: you did neter heat 

| Vol. IV, * e 


. 
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A Phrentick ſo in love with his own Favour! 

Now, you do know, tis of no validity | 

In your name, as you ſtand: Therefore adviſe him 
To put in me. (He's come here.) You ſhall ſhare, Sir: 


SCE NE VII. 


Wittipol, Mes. Firz-dottrel, Manly, Msercraft, Fitz- 
Ws dottrel , Ever-ill, Plutarchus | . ; 


Fir t. 8 I have a Suit to you; and afore-hind 
I do beſpeak you; ou muſt not ceny me, 
1 will be granted. 

Wit. Sir, I muſt know it, though, 

Fit.No,Lady,you muſt not know it: yet you muſt too; 
For the Truſt of i it, and the Fame indeed, 
Which elſe were loſt me. 1 would uſe your Name 
But in a Feoffment, make my whole Eſtate 
Over unto you; a Trifle, a thing of nothing, 
Some eighteen hundred. 

Wit. Alas! 1 underſtand not 


Thoſe things, Sir: I am a Woman, and moſt loth 
To embark my ſelf —— 
Fit. You will not flight me, Madam? 
Wit, Nor you'll not quarrel me? 
Fit, No, ſweet Madam, I have 
Alrcady a Dependance; for which cauſe 
I do this: Let me put you in, dear Oy 
I may be fairly kill'd. 


Vit. You have your Friends, Sir, 
Abont you here for choice. 


Ever. She tells you right, Sir. [He bopes ro be the Man. 

Fit. Death, if ſhe do, what do I care for that? 
Say, I would have her tell me wrong. 

Wit. Why. Sir, 


If for the Truſt you'll let me have che Honour 
To name you one. 


Fit. Nay, you do me the Honour, Madam. 
Who ist? Wit, 
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Wire. This Gentleman. [Dogs Maoly. 
Fit. O no, ſweet Madam, 

He's Friend to him with whom I ki the Dependance, 
Wie. Who might he be? 
Fir. One Wirtipol; do you know him? 
Pit. Alas, Sir, he! a Toy! This Gentleman 
A Friend to him? No more than I am, Sir. 
Fit. But will your Ladyfhip undertake that, Madam? 
Mit. Yes, and what elſe, for him, you will engage me. 
Fit. What is his Name? 
Mir. His Name is Exftace Manly. 
Fit. Whence does he write himſelf 7 
Mit. Of Middleſex, Eſquire. © 
Fit, Say nothing, Madam. Clerk, come liber; 
Write Enſtace Manly, of pie o Middleſex. | 
Meer. Whar ha'you done, Sir? | 


Mit. Nam'd a Gentleman, , 
That I'll be anſwerable for to you, . 
Had I nam d you, it might ha been ſuſpected: 
This way tis ſafe. | 
Hi. Come, Gentlemen, you Hands 
For witneſs, 
Man. What is this? 7 
Ever. You ha made Election beer l are it, 
Of a moſt worthy Gentleman! 
Man. Would one of Worth 
Had ſpoke it; whence it comes, it is 
Rather a Shame ro me, than a Praiſe, | 
Ever, Sir, I will give you ad, Satisfaction. 
Man. Be ſilent es: « Falſhood commends not 
Truth, | 
Plu. You do deliver his Sir, as your TE 
To th' Uſe of Mr. Manly? 
Tit. Yes: And Sir 
When did you ſec you a5 Wi tripol ? Tam ready 
t 


For Proceſs now: Sir, this is Publication. 


He ſhall hear from me z he mou. needs be courting 
My Wife, Sir. 
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May, Les; ſo witneſſeth his Cloke there. 
Ait. Nays good Sir Aadam, you did undertake - 


. (Fits iz · dottrel is ſuſpicious of 1 0 fly. 


That he was not ane, Friend. 
Sir, — Confeſſion an. | 
Fit. O, ſhe knows not, . 
Now I remember. Aadam, this young Wittipol 
Would ha' debauch'd my Wife, and made me Cuckold 
Thorough a Caſement; he did fly her home 
To mine own Window; but I think 1 fought him, 
And raviſh'd her away out of his Pounces. 
I ha' ſworn to ha' him by the Ears: 1 fear 
The Toy wi'not do me right, . 

Wie. No! that were pity: 
What Right do you ak, ir? Here he is will de' 


Wittipol diſcovers bimſelf. 
Bi. k Ha! Wirtipol 7 e © if 


Mit. I, Sir: j no more Lady now, 
Nor Spaniard! 
Man. No indeed, tis Wirripol. 
Fit. Am I the thing I fear d? 
Wit. A Ouckold? No, Sir; 
But you were late in bill, 
F'11 tell you fo much. 
Man. But your Wife's too virtuous. 
Wit. We'll ſee her, Sir, at home, and leave ou here, 
To be made Duke o Shoreditch with a Project. 
Fit. Thieves, Raviſhers! 
Wie. Cry but another Note, Sir, 
PII mar the Tune of your Pipe. 
= Gr me my Deed then. 
| [ He would have bis Deed again. 
Wit, Neither: That fhall be kept for your Wife's 
Who will know better how to uſe i it, [ good, 
Fit. Ha! - 
To feaſt you with my 'Land? 
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Mit. Sir, be you quiet, . 
Or I ſhall gag you e er 1 go; conſult e 
Vour Maſter of Dependences, how to make this 
A ſecond Buſineſs, you have time, Sir. | 
Fit, Oh! [Wirtipol baffles bim, and goes our. | 
What will the Ghoſt of my wiſe Grandfather, 
My learned Father, with my worſhipful Mother, 
Think of me now, that left me in this World 
In ſtate to be their Heir? that am become 
A Cuckold, and an Afs, and my Wife's Ward; 
Likely to loſe my Land, ha'my Throat cut; 
All by her Practice! 
Acer. Sir, we are all abus'd! 
Fit. And be ſo ſtill! Who Dio Lye, I pray you? 
Let me alone, I would enjoy my ſelf, 
And be the Duke 9 Drown [land you ha? made me, 
Meer. Sir, we muſt play an After-game o this, 
Fit, But I am not in caſe to be 3 enge, 
I tell you once again . 
Meer. You muſt be rul'd, 
And take ſome Counſel. 
Fit. Sir, 1 do hate Counſel), 
As I do hate my Wife, my wicked Wife! 
Meer. But we may think how to recover all, 
If you will act. 
Alt. I will not think, nor act, 
Nor yet recover; do not talk to me: 
ll run out o' my Wits, rather than hear, 
] will be what 1 am, Fabian Fitz-dottrel, 
Though all the world ſay Nay to' be 
Meer, Let's follow him. 
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And does pretend to your Rank. 
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Ambler, Pitfall, Meereraft. 
—_— T has my. Lady miſ d me? 
Pit. Beyond 1 pi: 
Here has been that infinity of Strangers! | 
And then ſhe would ha' had you, to ha'ſampled you 
With one within, that they are now a teaching, 
Amb, God Fellow Pitfall, 855 
Tell Mr. Meercraft I intreat a word with bim. | 
CL . [Pit fall goes oui. 
This moſt unlucky Accident will go near 1 
To be the loſs o' my Place, I am 1a doubt. 
Meer, With mes What ſay you, Mr. Ambler? 
Amb. Sir, Tos ens | 
I would beſeech your Worſhip, ſtand between 


| Me and my Lady's Diſpleaſure, for my Abſence. 


Meer. O, is that all? I warrant you. 
Amb. I would tell you, Sir, 
But how it happen'd. 
Meer, Brief, good Mr, Ambler, 
Put your ſelf to your rack; for I have Task 
Of more importance. | Meercraft ſeems full of Buſinofc. 
Amb. Sir, you'll laugh at me! 5 
But (ſo is Truth) a very Friend of mine, 
Finding by conference with me, that I liv'd 
Too chaſte for my Complcxion, (and indeed 
Too honeſt for. my Place, Sir) did adviſe me, 
If I did love my (If, (as that I do, 
I muſt confeſs.) | 
Meer. Spare your Parentbeſis. 
Amb, To gi' my Body a little Evacuation —— 
Meer, Well, and you went to a Whore? 
Amb. No, Sir, I durſt not | 
(For fear it might arrive at ſome bodies Ear 
- - It 


L 
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It ſhould not) truſt my ſelf to a common Houſe; 

CE ee ani tells this with extraordinary Speed. 
But got the Gentlewoman to go with me, 
And carry her Bedding to a Canduit- Head, 
Hard by the Place toward Jyburn, which they call 
My Lord Mayor's Bangquerting-houſe. Now, Sir, this mor- 
Was Execution; and 1 ne' er dreamt ont, [ning 
Till I heard the Noiſe o' the People, and the Horſes; 
And neither I, nor the poor Gentle woman | | 
Durſt ſtir, till all was done and paſt; fo that | 
I the interim we fell aſleep again. +[He flags, 

_ Nay, if you fall from your Gallop, Lam gone, 

Ir. | : Rs 


Ab. But when I wak'd, to put on my Cloaths, a Sute 


I made new for the Action, it was gone, 
And all my Money, with my Purſe, my Seals, 
My Hard- wax, and my Table- books, my Studies, 
And a fige new Device I had to carr ? 
My Pen and Ink, my Civet, and my Tooth-picks, - 
All under one. Bur that which griev'd me, was 
The Gentlewoman's Shooes (with a pair of Roſes, 
And Garters) I had given her for the Buſineſsy 
So as that made us ſtay till it was dark : 
For | was fain to lend her mine, and walk 

Meer, A kind of Iriſh Penance! ls this all, Sir? 

Amb, To fatisfie my Lady. - 

Meer, 1 will promiſe you, Sir. 

Amb, I ha'told the true Di/aflere 

Meer, I cannot ſtay wi' you, „ 
Sir, to condole; but gratulate your Return. 

Amb, An honeſt Gentleman; but he's never at leiſure 
To be himſelf, he has ſuch Tides of Buſineſs, 


In a Rug, by her, barefoot, to St. Giles's. 


Pay 


Y 4 $ERNE 


SCENE l. 
P As Ambler. 


Pag. O call me home again, dear Chief, and put me 
To yoking Poxcs, milking of He-goats, 
Pounding of Water in a Mortar, laving 
The Sea dry with a Nurt-ſhell, gathering all 
The Leaves are fall'n this Autumn, drawing Farts 
Out of dead Bodies, making Ropes of Sand, 
Catching the Winds together in a Net, 
*. Muſftring of Ants, and numbring Atoms; all 
That Hell and you thought exquiſite Torments, rather 
Than ſtay me here a thought more: 1 would ſooner 
Keep Fleas within a Circle, and be accomptant 
A thouſand Year, which of cm, and how far, 
Out-lcap'd the other, than endure a Minute 
Such as I hang, within. There is no Hell | 
To a Lady of Faſhion. All your Tortures there 
Are Paſtimes to it. Twould be a refreſhing 
For me, to be i' the Fire again, from hence. 
© - [Ambler comes in, and ſurveys him. 
Amb.T his is my Sute, and thoſe the Shooes and Roſes ! 
Pug, Th' have ſuch impertinenc Vexations, 
A general Council o' Devils could not hit» 
5 | [Pug perceives it, and ſtarts, 
Ha! This is he | took aſleep with his Mench, 
And borrow'd his Cloaths. What might I do to balk 
Aub. Do you hear, Sir? + lhim? 
Pug. Anſwer him, but not to th' purpoſe. 
Amb. What is your Name, | pray you, Sir? 
Pug. I;'t ſo late, Sir? | i | 
[ He anſwers quite from the purpoſe, 
Amb. Lask not o' the Time, but of your Name, Sir. 
Pug. I thank you, Sir. Yes, it does hold, Sir, certain. 
- Amb. Hold, Sir? What holds? ! 
J muſt both hold, and talk to you | 
About theſe Clothes. Pug. 
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Pug. A very pretty Lace! | = 
But the Taylor cozen'd me. 
Amb. No, I am cozen d 
By you! robb'd. _ | 4 
Pug. Why, when you pleaſe, Sir; I am 
For three-penny Qleeł, your Man. 
Amb. Pox o' your Gleek, | 
And three-pence: Give me an Anſwer. 
Pug. Sir, „ 5 
My Maſter is the beſt at it. 
Amb. Your Maſter! 
Who is your Maſter? 8 
Pug. Let it be Friday Night. | 
Amb. What ſhould be then? „„ 
Pug. Your beſt Song's Thom. o Bethlem. 
Amb. I think you are he. 
Does he mock me trow from purpoſe ?. 
Or do not | ſpeak to him what I mean? 
Good Sir, your Name. | 
Pug. Only a couple o' Cocks, Sir; 
If we can get a Wiageon, tis in ſeaſon, 
Amb, He hopes to make one o' theſe Scipricks o' me, 
| [l For Scepticks. 
(I think 1 name em right) and does not fly me; 
I wonder at that! *tis a ſtrange Confidence! 
I'll prove another way, to draw his Anſwer, 


SCENE II. 
Meercraft, Fitz=dottrel, Ever-ill, Pug, 


Meer. It is the eaſieſt thing, Sir, to be done, 
As plain as fizzling: Roll but wi' your Eyes, 
And foam at th' Mouth. A little Caſtle-ſoap 
Will do't, to rub your Lips; and then a Nut- ſhell, 
With Tow, and Touch-wood in it, to ſpit Fire. 
Did you ne'er read, Sir, little Darrel's Tricks 
With the Boy of Burton, and the Seven in Lancaſhire, _ 
oy Sommer. 
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Sommers at Nottingbam? All theſe do teach it. 
And we'll give out, Sir, that Jour Wife has bewitch'q 
wu, [They repair their old Ply, 
Ever. And practis'd with thoſe two, as Sorcerer. 
Meer. And ga' you Potions,by which means you were 
Not Compot mentis, when you made your Feoffment, 
There's no recovery o' your State but this: 
This, Sir, will ſting. 9 | 
Ever, And move in a Court of Equity. 
Meer, For it is more than manifeſt, that this was 
A plot o' your Wife's, to get your Land. 
Fiz. 1 think it. „„ 
Ever. Sir, it appears. 1 
Meer. Nay, and my Couſin has known 
Theſe Gallants in theſe ſhapes 
Ever. T' have done ſtrange things, Sir. 
One as the Lady, the other as the Squire. 
Meer. How a Man's Honeſty may be fool'd! I thought 
A very Lady. „ him 
Fit. So did I: renounce me elſe. 
Meer. But this way, Sir, you'll be reveng'd at height. 
Ever. Upon em all. 
Meer. Yes faith, and ſince your Wife 
Has run the way of Woman thus, een give her — 
Fit. Loſt, by this Hand, to me; dead to all Joys 
Of her dear Dortrel; I ſhall never pity her, 
That could not pity her (elf. - 
Meer. Princely reſoly'd, Sir, 
And like your ſelf ſtil, in Pozenti4, © 


SCENE WW 
To them, Gilt. bead, Sledge, Plutarcbus, Serjeants. 


Meer. Gilt-head, what News? 

Fit. O Sir, my hundred Pieces: : 
et me ha'them yer? ¶ Fitz · dottrel ach for his Mom. 
Gilt. Yes, Sir. Officers, 3 
Arreſt him. ß Fit. 


The Devil it an Aſs. 347 


_ Fi. Me? 
Her. I arreſt you. 

Sle. Keep the Peace, 

I charge you, Gentlemen. | 

Fit, Arreſt me? why? 3 

Gilt. For better ſecurity, Sir, My Son Plutarchus 
Aſſures me you are not worth a Groat.. © 
Plau. Pardon me, Father, „ 

T ſaid his Worſhip had no foot of Land left: © 
And that PV Il juſtifie, for 1 writ the Deed. 
Fit, Ha'you theſe Tricks i' the City? 
Gilt. Yes, and more. 1 
Arreſt this Gallant too, here, at my ſuit. „ 
| | f [Meaning Meercraft. 

Sle. I, and at mine. He owes me for his Lodging 
Two Year and a quarter. TL | 
Meer, Why Mr. Gilt. head, Landlord, 
Thou art not mad, though th' art Conſtable, 
Puft up with th' pride of the place? Do you hear, Sirs. 

Have I deſerv'd this from you two? for all 
My pains at Court, to get you each a Patent. 

Gilt. For what? 5 

Meer. Upo* my Project o' the Forks. 

Se. Forks? what be they? [The Project of Forks. 

Meer. The laudable Uſe of Forks, | 
Brought into Cuſtom here, as they are in /caly, * 
To th' ſparing o Napkins. That, that ſhould have made 
Your Bellows go at the Forge, as his at the Furnace. 
] h#* procur'd it, ha' the Signet for it, 

Dealt with the Linen-drapers, on my private 

Bie, cauſe I fear'd they were the likelieſt ever 

To ſtir againſt, to crols it: for 'twill be 

A mighty ſaver of Linen through the Kingdom 

(As that is one o' my grounds, and to [pare waſhing) 
Now, on you two, had I laid all the Profits. | 
Gili- head to have the making of all thoſe _ 

Of Gold and Silver, for the better Perſonages; _ 
And you, of thoſe of Steel for the common ſort. 1 
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And both by Patent. I had brought you your Seals in, 

But now you have prevented me, and I thank you. 

[Sledge 7s brought about. 
Sle. Sir, I will bail you, at mine own ap-peril, 
Ateer. Nay chuſe. > + 
Plu. Do you ſo too, good Father. z 
[Aud Gilt-head comes, 
Gili. I like the faſhion o' the Project well, 

The Forks !. It may be a lucky ba, and is not 
Intricate, as one would ſay, but fir fort 
Plain Heads, as ours, to deal in. Do you hear, 

Officers, we diſcharge you. | 

Meer. Why, this ſhews 3 
A little Good- nature in you, I confeſs 
But do not tempt your Friends thus. Little Gili- bead, 
Adviſe your Sire, great Gilt- bead, from theſe courſes: 
And, here, to trouble a great Man in reverſion, 
For a matter o' Fifty, on a falſe Alarm ) 
Away, it ſhews not well. Let him get the Pieces 


„ 


And bring em: You'll hear more elſe. 


Plu. Father, 
SCENE V. 
To them, Ambler. 


Amb. O Maſter Sledge, are you here? I ha been to 
You are the Conſtable, they ſay.” Here's one [ſeck you. 
That 1 do charge with Fellony, for the Sute 
He wears, Sir. | | 5 

Meer. Who? Mr. Fitz. dottrels Man? 
Ware what you do, Mr. Ambler, 
Amb, Sir, theſe Clothes 
Til ſwear are mine; and the Shooes the Gentlewoman's 
- _— you of: And ha'him afore a Juſtice 
Wi, "474 

Pag. My Maſter, Sir, will paſs his Word for me. 

Ab. O, can you ſpeak to purpoſe now? 
Fit, Not I, 


11 
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' If you be ſuch a one, Sir, 1 will leave you 
Te your God-fathers in Law. Let twelve Men work. 
. | [ [Fitz-dottrel diſclaims bim. 


| Pug. Do you hear, Sir, pray, in private. 
Fit. Well, what ſay you? | 
| Brief, for I have no time to loſe. 
5 Pug. Truth is, Sir, 
] am the very Devil, and had leave - 
To take this Body I am in, to ſerve you: _ 
Which was a Cut-furſe's, and hang'd this Morning. 
And it is likewiſe true, I ſtole this Sute 
To cloath me with. But, Sir, let me not go 
To Priſon for it. I have hitherto 
Loft time, done nothing; ſhown, indeed, no part 
O' my Devil's Nature. Now, I will ſo help 
Your Malice, *gainſt theſe Parties; ſo advance 
The buſineſs that, you have in hand, of Miteberaſt, 
And your Poſſeſſion, as my ſelf were in you, 
Teach you ſuch Tricks, to make your Belly ſwell, 
And your Eyes turn, to foam, to ſtare, to gnaſh 
Your Teeth together, and to beat your fel C 
Laugh round, and feign fix Voices 
Fit. Out, you Rogue! 
You moſt infernal counterfeit Wretch ! avant! 
Do you think to gull me with your Æſop't Fables? 
Here, take him to you, I ha'no part in him. 
Pug. Sir. 8 7 5 
Fit, Away, I do diſclaim, I will not hear you. 
- Eh And (ends bim away. 
Meer, What ſaid he to you, Sir ü 
Fit, Like a lying Raſcal,. | 
Told me he was the Devil. | 
Meer. How! a good Jeſt! we 3 
Fit. And that he would teach me ſuch fine Devils 
For our new Reſolution. tricks 
Ever. O' Pox on him, N 
Twas excellent wiſely done, Sir, not to truſt him, 
LMeercraſt gives the Inſtruitions to bim and the reſt. 


Meer. 
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Ae. Why, if he were the Devil, we ſha not need 
bim, 
If you'll be rul'd. Go throw your ſelf on a Bed dir, 
Ag feign you ill. We'll not be ſeen wi you 
Till after, that you have a fit; and all 
Confirm'd within. Keep you with the 1 two Ladies 
And perſwade them. li to Juſtice Eitherfide 
And poſſeſs him with all. Trains ſhall ſeck 2 Bene, 1 
And they two fill the Town with't; every Cable, 
Is to be veer d. We muſt employ out all 
Our Emiſſaries now. Sir, I will ſend you 
Bladders and Bellows. Sir, be confident, 
*Tis no hard thing t out- do the Devil in; 
A Boy o'thirteen Year old made him an Aſt, 
But t' other Day. 
Fit. Well, Ell begin to praktiſe, 
And ſcape the Imputation of being Ouckold, 
By mine own act. 
Meer. You're right. 
Ever. Come, you w__ 55 7 
Your ſelf to a ſimple coll here, and your Friends, 
By ee with new Agents, in new Plots. 
Meer. No more o' that, ſweet wad 
- Ever. What had you 
To do with this Cane Witripol, for a h 
Meer. Queſtion not that; tis done. 
Ever. Vou had ſome {train 
?Bove E-l ? 
Meer. I had indeed, 
Ever. And now you crack for t. 
Meer. Do not upbraid me. 
Ever. Come, you muſt be told OR 
Vou are ſo covetous, ſtill, to embrace 
More than you can, that you loſe all. | 
Meer. 'Tis right. Tecun, 


W hat would.you more chan Guilty 4 N ow, your Suc- 
SCE N E 
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- $CENE VL 
Shackles, Pug, Iniquity, Devil. 


Pug #s brought ro Newgate. 1 TELY 
Sba. Here you are lodg'd, Sir; you muſt ſend your 
If you'll be prince. l 
Pig. There it is, Sir, lezve we. | 
To*Newgate brought? How is the Name of Devil. 
Diſcredited in me! What a loſt Fiend _ 
Shall 1 be, on return? My Chief will roar _ 
In triumph, now, that I have been on Earth 
A day, and done no noted thing, but brought 
That Body back here, was hang'd out this Morning, 
Well! would it once were Midnight, that I knew 
My utmoſt. . I think Time be drunk, and ſleeps; 
He is fo ſtill, and moves not! I do glory 
Now i' my Torment. Neither can I expect it, | 
I have it with my fact. [Enter Iniquity zbe Vice. 
Iniq. Child of Hell, be thou merry: : 
Put a Look on as round, Boy, and red as a Cherry. 
Caſt Care at thy Poſterns, and firk i' thy Fetter: 
They are Ornaments, Baby, have graced thy better: 
Look upon me, and hearken. Our Chief doth ſalute thee, 
And left our cold Iron ſhould chance to confute thee, 
H' hath ſent thee, Grant-parol by me to ſtay. longer 
A Month here on Earth, againſt Cold, Child, or Hunger. 
Pug. How? Jonger here a Month? . 
Inig. Yes, Boy, till the Seſſion Wo 
That ſo thou may'ft have a triumphal Egreſſion. 
Pug. In a Cart, to be hang'd? | 
Tniq. No, Child, in a Car, pe i oa 
The Chariot of Triumph, which moſt of them are. 
And in the mean time, to be greazy, and bouzy, 
And naſty, and filthy, and ragged, and louzy,  _ 
With damn me, renounce me; and all the fine Phraſes, 
That bring unto Tybxyn the plentiful Gazes. 


Pug. He is a Devil! and may be our Chief! 
The great Superior Devi!! for his Malice: 
Areb- devil! 1 acknowledge him. He knew 
What I would ſuffer, when he ty'd me up thus 
In a Rogue's Body; and he has (I thank him) 
His tyrannous Pleaſure on me, to confine me 
To the unlucky Carkaſs of a Cur- purſe, 
Wherein I could do nothing | 

' The great Devil enters, and upbraids him with all 
= * Deſire. IN 
Dev. Impudent Fiend, 


Stop thy lewd Mouth. Doſt thou not ſhame and tremble 


To lay thine own dull damn d Defects upon 

An innocent Caſe there? Why, thou heavy Slave! 
The Spirit that did poſſeſs that Fleſh before 
Put more true life in a Finger and a Thumb, 
Than thou in the whole Maſs. Yet thou rebell'ſt 
And murmur'ſt? What one Proffer haſt thou made, 
Wicked enough, this day, that might be call'd 
Worthy thine own, much leſs the Name that ſent thee? 
Firſt, though did'ſt help thy ſelf into a Beating 
Promptly, and with't endangered'ſt too thy Tongue: 
A Devil, and could not keep a Body intire 
One day! That, for our Credit: And to vindicate it, 


Hinder dſt (for ought thou know ſt) adeed of Darkneſi: 


Which was an act of that egregious Folly, 
As no one, to ard the Devil, could ha thought on. 
"This for your acting! But for ſuffering! why 


Thou haſt been cheated on, with a falſe Beard, 


And a turn'd Cloke. Faith, would your Predeceſſor 
The cus. purſe, think you, ha been ſo? Out upon thee 
The Hurt th' haſt done, to let Men know their Strength, 
And that they're able to out- do a Devil 

Pur in a Body, will for ever be 
A Scar upon our Name! Whom haſt thou dealt with, 
Woman or Man, this Day, but have out- gone thee 


Some way, and moſt have proy'd the better Fiends? 
Vet, you wouldbeimploy'd? Yer, Hell ſhall make you 


n « ' nts We KEY 
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Provincial o' the Cheaters! or B, | 

For this fide o' the Town! No doubt you'll render 

A rare account of things. Bane o' your Itch, 

And ſcratching for Imployment. VII ha* Brimſtane 

To allay it ſure, and Fire ro ſinge your Nails off, 

But that I would not ſuch a damn'd diſhonour: -* 

Stick on our ſtate, as that the Devil were. hang'dy. 

And could not fave a body, that he took 

From Tyburn, but it muſt come thither again; 

You ſhould e 'en ride. But up, away With him —— 

[ Iniquity. rakes him an his Back, 

Tnig. Mount, ina of darkneſs, my Shoulders are 

He that carries the Fiend, is ſure of his load. broad: 

The Devil was wont to-carry away the Evil, 

But now FRO made out-carrics the raven 


8. 0 E N E VII. 
Shackles Keepers of 


A great Wiſe, 15 heart ; in New bits « and the Keepers come 
our MS + 


Sha, O mol „ 
1 Keep, What's this? 
2. A piece of Jaſtice Hall 
Is broken down. 5 
3. Fough! what a ſteam of Bitte is here f 
4. The Priſoner's dead, came in but nom! 
Sha, Ha? where? 
4. Look here. | 
Keep 'Slid, I ſhould know his Sonett 
It is Guli=car-parſa, was hang/'d out this morning | 
Sha. is he! 
2. The Devil ſure has a hand in a this] 
3. What ſhall we do? LN 
105 Carry the news of it unto the Serif 
And to the Fuſtices. „ — 
Vor. IV. 2 „ L8 
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„ > tot, 
3. And ſavours of the Devil ſtrongly ! 
2. I ha' the Sulphur of Hell- coal i my Noſe. 
l Fough.- FE ps 18 5 
Sha. Carry him in. 
1. Away. 9 
2, How rank it is! 


SCENE Vill. 
Sir Foule, Meer «craft, Ever- ill, Trains, Pit. Fal, Fla 


. e ,, 5 
To them.] Mittipol, Manly, Miſtreſs Firz-dottrel, Engine, 
To them.] Guili- head, Sledge, Shackles. | ls 


The Fuſtice comes out wondring, at the reſt informing him, 
i 5 i i ” is a ; 


Pon. This was the notableſt Conſpiracy 
That c'cr I heard of, ” 

Meer. Sir, they had giv'n him Potions, 
That did enamour him on the counterfeit Lady — 

Ever, Juſt to the time o delivery o' the Deed —— 

Meer. And then the witchcraft *gan t' appear, for 
He fell into his fit. {ſtraight 
Ever. Of rage at firſt, Sir, > 
Which ſince has ſo increaſed, 

Tai. Good Sir Poale, ſee him, 
And puniſh the Impoſtors. 

Pon. Therefore l come; Madam. 

Eit Let Mr. Eitherſide alone, Madam. 

Pou. Do you hear? | 
Call in the Conſtable, I will have him by: 

He's the King's Officer! and ſome Citizens 

Of credit! l' diſcharge my Conſcience clearly. 
Meer, Yes, Sir, and ſend for his Wife. 

Ever. And the two Sorcerers, 
By any means. „%%% 4 

Tui. I thought one a true Lady, 
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1 ſhould be ſworn. So did you, Eitherfide - 
_ Eith. Yes, by that light, wou'd 1 INE ne 'er 25 
elſe, Tailbu ſh. 
Tai. And the other a civil Gentleman. 
Ever. But, Madam, 
| You know what | told your Lady ſip! 
Tai. I now ſee it. 
I was providing of a Banquet for em, 
Aſter 1 had done inſtructing o' the Fellow 
De- vile, the Gentleman's Man. 
Meer. Who's found a Thief, Madam, 8 
And to have robb'd your Uther, Maſter Anbler,, 
This Morning. 
Tai, How? 
Meer. I'll tell you more anon. 
Fit. G1 me ſome Garlicky Garlicks Garlick, Glick. 
[ He begins his fit. 
Meer. Hark, the poor Gentleman, how he is tor- 
V 
Fir. A47 Wifei is a Whore, ll kiſs her no more: and why? 
May ſt not * be a Cuckold as well as [? 7 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 
Pos. Thar 1 is the Devil ſpeaks and laughs in him. 
80 Juſtice interpret. hs 
Meer. Do you think "8 Sir? | 
Leu. I diſcharge my Conſcience, 
Fit. And is not the Devil good company? Tes, Wit, 
Ever, How he changes, Sir, his Voice! . 
Fit. And a Cuckold is, 
Myhere-e er he put his Head, with a: Wane. 
If his Horns be forth, the Devil's companion! 
| Look, look, look, elſe. 
Meer. How he fcams! 
Ever, And (ſwells ! 
Tai. O me! what's that there riſes in his Belly! 
Eith. A ſtrange thing ! hold it down, 
Tra. Pit, We cannot, Madam. 
Pou. Lis too ap arent this! 
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Fit. Wittipol, Wutipol. | 
[Wittipol, and Manly, and Mrs. Fitz-dottrel enter, 
Wit. How now, what play ha' we here? | 
Man. What fine new matters? 85 
M. The Cock ſcomb and the Coverlet. 
Acer. O ſtrange impudence ! 
That theſe ſhould come to face their Sin! " 
Ever. And out-face 
Juſtice; they are the Parties, Sir. 
Pon. Say nothing. 
Meer. Did you mark, Sir, upon their coming i in, 
How he call d Wirrjpol? | 
Ever. And never ſaw 'em. | 
Peu. I warrant you did I, let em play awhile, | 
Fit. Baz, bux, buz, buz, 
Tai. 'Laſs, poor Gentleman, 
How he is tortui'd! 
Mrs. Fit, Fie, Maſter Firz-dottrel! 
W har do you mean to counterfeit thus? 


[His Wife goes to him, 
Fit. O, O, 


She comes with a Needle, and thruſts it in, 
She pulls out that, and ſhe puts in a Pin, 
And now, and now, I do not know how, nor where, 
But ſhe pricks me here, and ſhe pricks me there: Oh, oh. 
ou. Woman forbcar, | | 
MN. What, Sir? 
Pou. A practice foul 
For one ſo fair. | 
Wit, Hath this, then, credit with you? 
Man. Do you believe in't? 
Por. Gentlemen, I'll diſcharge 
My Conſcience. *Tis a clear conſpiracy ! 
A dark and deviliſh practice! I deteſt it! 
Wit. The Fuſtice ſure will prove the merrier Man! 
Mun. This is moſt ſtrange, Sir! 


Pou. 


15 
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Fox. Come mor to confront Os 
Authority with Impudence: I tell you, 
I do deteſt it. Here comes the King's Conſtable, 
And with him a right worſhipful Commoner, 
My good Friend, Maſter Gil:-head! I am glad 
I can before ſuch witneſſes, profeſs 
My Conſcience, and my Deteſtation of it. 
Horrible! moſt unnatural! abominablet? _ 
Ever. You do not tumble enough. 


Meer. Wallow, gnaſh. © 
Tai. O how he is vexed! 

Pon. *Tis too manifeſt. 33 

Ever. Give him more Soap to foam witb, now lie 


: IA give him Soap to att with. 
Meer. And act a little. | Gs 
Tai. W hat does he now, Sir? 
Pow, Shew "Lg » | 
The taking of Tobacco, with which the Devil 
Is ſo delighted. | 
Fit, Hum! . 1 
Pou. And calls for Hm. 
Jou takers of ſtrong Waters and Tobacco, 
Mark this. 1 
Fit. Yellow, yellow, yellow, yellow, &c. | 
Pon. That's Starch! the Devil's Idol of that colour, 
He ratifies it with clapping of his Hands. | 
The proofs are pregnant. ß 
Gilt. How the Devil can act! 


* 


Pon. He is the Maſter of Players! Maſter Gili: head, 


And Poets too! you heard him talk in Rhime ? 
I had forgot to obſerve it to you, cer while! 
Tai, See, he ſpits Fire. 
Pay, O no he plays at Figgum, | 
The Devil is the Author of wicked Figgum 


[Sir Poule interprets Figgum to be a Jugler's Game. 


Man. W hy ſpeak you not unto him? 
1 1 Wit, 


[They whiſper him, 
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Wit. If I had 
All innocence of Man to be indanger'd, 
And he could fave or ruin it, I'd not breathe 
A ſyllable in requeſt, ro ſuch a Fool 
He makes himſelf, 
Fit. O they whiſper, whiſper, whiſper. 
We fp .ll have more of Devils 4 ſcore, 
To come to dinner, in me the Sinner, © 
Eith. alu, poor Gentleman! 
Pou. Put qc m aſunder, 
Keep em one from the other. 
Mun. Are you phrentick, Si-? 
Or what grave dotage moves you to take part 
With ſo much Villany? Weare not afraid 
Either of Law or Trial; let us be 5 
Examin'd what our ends were, what the means 
To work by, and poſſibility of thoſe means? 
Do not conclude againſt us e'er you hear us. 
Pon. I will not hear you, yet I will conclude 
Out of the circumſtances, 
Man. Will you ſo, Sir? 
Pou. Yes, they gre palpable. 
Man. Not as your folly. | 
Pin. I will diſcharge my Conſcience, and to all 
To the Meridian of Juſtice. 
Gilt. You do well, Sir. 
Fit. Provide me to eat, three or four 4 ſhes o good 
Meat, 


Pl feaſt them and their trains, 4 2 Head and 


Brains 
. Shall be the firſt. 
Pou. The Devil loves not r Juſtice 

There you may fee. . - 
Pit. A Spare-rib o' my Wife, 

And a Whore's Purt'nance! a Gilt-head Shots. 
Pu. Be not you troubled. Sir, the Devil ſpeaks it. 
Fit. Yes, 2 Knight, foie, 1 05 1 225 Owl, font, ent 


boul. 
| P 0s 
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Pon. Cramb, another of the Devil's Games? _ 

- Meer, Speak, Sir, ſome Rs it you Can. 555 not 

the Juſtice 8 
A ſolemn Gameſter? 

Ever. Peace. . 

Fit. Ot pat, nano duo, | 
Kat ſronaxod aiuay, %* regis, KG THT AXIS 
Kat doc, 2 Abe. 

Pon. He curſes | 
In Greek, I think. | 

Ever. Your Spaniſh, chat 1 taughr you. 

Fit. Quebrè mos el ojo de burlas. | 

Ever. How? your reſt 
Ler's break his Neck in jeſt, the Devil ſays. 

Fit. Di gratia Signor mio ſe hauete denari faramene 

arte. 

Mo Whar, would the Devil borrow Money? 
Fit. O, 2 Monſieur, un pauvre Diable! Diablet in! 
Pou. It is the Devil, by his ſeveral Languages. 

Sha. Where's Sir Poul Eitherſide? 

[ Enter the Keeper of aue 

Pou. Here, what* s the. matter? 05 | 

Sha. O! ſuch an accident fall'n out at Newgate, Sir: 
A great piece of the Priſon is rent down ! | 
The Devil has been there, Sir, in the body 
Of the young Cur-pur/e, was hang'd out this morning, 
But in new Cloaths, Sir; every one of us know him. 
Theſe things were found in his Pocket. 

Amb. Thoſe are mine, Sir. 

Sha. | think he was committed on your charge, Sir, 
For a new Felony. © | 

Amb, Ves. 

Sha. He's gone, Sir, now, 

And lefc us the dead Body. "But wichat 95 
Such an infernal ſtink and ſteam behind; | 
You cannot ſee St. Palchres Steeple yet. 

They ſmelt as far as Ware, as the wind lics, 
PE. this time ſure. | 
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360 be Devil is an Afs. 
Fit. Is this upon your credit, Friend? 
„„ [ Fitz-dottrel leave. counterfeiting, 
Sha, Sir, you may ſee, and ſatisfie your ſelf. 
Fit. Nay, then, tis time to leave off counterſciting, 


Sir, 1 am not bewitch'd, nor have a Devilz | 


No more than you, I do defie him, I, 


And did abuſe you. Theſe two Gentlemen 
Put me upon it. (I have faith againſt him.) 


They taught me all my tricks. I will tell truth, 


And ſhame the Frend, See, here, Sir, are ny Bellows, 


And my falſe Belly, and my Mouſe, and a 
That ſhould hy come forth. 
Man. Sir, are not you aſham'd 
Now of your ſolemn ſerious Vanity? | 
Pon. I will make honourable. amends to Truth. 
Fit. And fo will I, But theſe are Coxener, ſtill, 


1 


And ha' my Land, as Plotters, with my Wife; 


Who, though ſhe be not a Witch, is worſe, a W hore, 
Man. Sir, you belie her. She is chaſte and virtuous, 
And we are honeſt. I do know no glory - 
A Man ſhould hope, by venting his own Follies 
But you'll ſtill be an 4/5 in ſpight of Providence. 
Pleaſe you go in, Sir, and hear truths, then judge 'em, 
And make amends for your late raſhneſs, when 
You ſhall but hear the pains and care was taken 
To fave this fool from ruin, (his Grace of Droun'd- 
„„ © | 
Fit. My Land is drown'd indeed — 
Poa, Peace. „„ 
Man. And how much 


+ 


His m deſt and too worthy Wife hath ſuffer d 


By miſcon ſtruction from him, you will bluſh, 
Firit, for your own belief, more for his actions! 
His Land is his; and never, by my Friend 

Or by my ſelf, meant to another uſe, 

Bat for her ſuccours, who hath equal right. 


If any other had worſe Counſels in't, 


(I know | ſpeak to thoſe can apprehend me) T 
| | | et 


| The Devil is an Aſs. 361 
Let em repent em, and be not detected. 
It is not manly to take joy or pride 
In human errors (we do all ill things, 
They do em worſt that love em, and dwell there, 
Till 3 comes.) The few that have the 
ce „ 3 
Of goodneſs left, will ſooner make their way 
To a true life, by Shame than Puniſhment. 


14 IT * 
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The EPILOGUE. 
HUS the projector here is EV 8 


But I have now a Project of mine own, 
If it may paſs, that no Man would invite 
The Poet from us, to ſup forth to night, 
If the Play pleaſe. If it diſpleaſant be, 
We do preſume that no Man will, nor we. 
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Jam Japides fans ardor agit ferrumq; tenetur, 
Illecebrig— Claud. de Magnet. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


* 


Lady Loadſtone, be Magnetick Lady. 


Mifireſs Poliſh, ber Goſſip and Sbe-parafite, 


Miſtreſs Placentia, ber Neice, 

7 Pleaſance, ber Waiting-woman, 
Miſtreſs Keep, tbe Neice's Nurſe. 
Mother Chair, be Midwife. 

Ar. Compaſs, @ Scholar Matbematick. 
Captain Ironſide, a Soldier. 

Parſon Palate, Prelate of the Pariſh, 
Door Rut, Phyfician to the Houſe. 
Tim. Item, his Aporhecary, . 


« Sir Diaph Silkworm, & Courtier. 


Ar. Practiſe, a Lawyer: 


Sir Moath Intereſt, an Uſurer, or . | 


Mr. Bias, a Vi-politick, or Sub. ſecretary. 


Mr. Need le, tbe Lady's Siggrard and Taylor. 


The Chorus by way of Induftion. 
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Two 8 Ss i: be Ode” 
Ar. Probee and Mr. Damplay. = 
A Boy of the Houſe meets them, 


| Boy, We AT do you lack, Gentlemen? what ist 
you lack?, Any fine Fancies, Figures, Hu- 
mours, Characters, ideas, Definitions of Lords and 
Ladies? Waiting-women, Paraſites, Knights, Cap- 
tains, Courtiers, Lawyers? what do you lack? 
Pro, A pretty prompt Boy for the, Poetick Shop. 
Dam, And a bold! Where's one o' your Maſters, 
Sirrah, the Poet? | 
Boy. Which of 'em? Sir we have divers that drive 
that Trade, now: Pocts, Poet accios, Poetaſters, Po- 
etito's 
Dam. And all Haberdaſhers of ſmall Wit, I pre- 
ſume; we would ſpeak with the Poet o' the day, Boy. 
Boy. Sir, he is not here. But I have the Dominion 
of the Shop, for this time, under him, and can ſhew 
200 all the yariety the Stage will afford for the oe: 
ent. 70. 


366% | The Tudiftion, 
Pro. Thercin you will expreſs your own good Parts, 


Ham. And tye us two to you for the gentle Office. 
Pro, We are a Pair of publick Perſons (this Gen- 
tleman and my ſelf) that are ſent, thus coupled unto 
you, upon State - buſineſ. Cf 
Boy. It concerns but the State of the Stage, I hope. 
Dam. O, you ſhall know that by degrees, Boy. No 
Man leaps into a Buſineſs of State, without foarding 
firſt the State of the Buſineſs. © 6 5 

Pro. We are ſent unto you, indeed, from the People. 

Boy. The People! which fide of the People? 

Dam. The Veniſon fide, if you know it, Boy. 

Boy. That's the left fide. I had rather they had 
been the right, :! 
Pro. So they are. Not the Faces, or Grounds of 
your People, that fit in the oblique Caves and Wedges 
of your Houſe, your ſinful Six- penny Mechanicks- 

Dam. But the better and braver ſort of your Peo- 
ple! Pluſh and Velvet Outſides ! that ſtick your Houſe 
round like ſo many Eminence — | 

Boy. Of Cloaths, not Underſtandings? They are at 
Pawn, Well, I take theſe as a Part of your People 
thoughz what bring you ro me from theſe People? 

Dam. You have heard, Boy, the ancient Poets had 
it in their purpoſe, ſtill to pleaſe this People. 

Pro. I, their chief Aim was — __ | 
Dam. Populo ut placerent : (if he underſtands ſo 
much.) | TS . 4 = 

Boy. Quas feciſſent fabulas.) 1 underſtand that, fin' 
1 learn'd Terence, i' the third Form at Weſtminſter: Go 


» 


„„ 00 

Pro. Now, theſe People have employed us to you, 

in all their Names, to intreat an excellent Play from 

— - . | 

: Dam. For they have had very mean ones from this 
Shop of late, the Stage as you call it. 

Boy. Troth, Gentlemen, I have no Wares When 


The Induttiom, 3867 
I dare thruſt upon the People with Praiſe, But this, 
ſuch as it is, 1 will venture with your People, your 
ay gallant People: So as you, again, will undertake 
or them, that they ſhall know a good Play when 
they hear it; and will have the Conſcience and In- 
genuity beſide to confeſs it. | | 
Pro, We'll paſs our Words for that; you ſhall have 
a Brace of us to ingage our ſelves. 
Boy. Vou'll tender your Names, Gentlemen, to our 
Book then? | | 
Dam. Yes, here's Mr, Probee; a Man of moſt pow- 
erful Speech, and Parts to perſwade. 3 
Pro. And Mr. Damplay will make good all he un- 
dertakes. | Oh EE iii © 
Boy. Good Mr. Probee, and Mr. Damplay! I like 
your Securities: Whence do you write your ſclyes? - 
Pro. Of London, Gentlemen; but Knights Brothers, 
and Knights Friends, I aſſure you. 
Dam. And Knights Fellows too. Every Poet writes 
Squire now. 8 
Boy, You are good Names! very good Men, both 
of * I accept you. „ 
am. And what is the Title of your Play, here? 
The Maenetick Lady? | 5 
Boy. Ves, Sir, an attractive Title the Author has 
given it. LEH | 222 
Pro. A Magnete, 1 warrant you. Os” 
Dam. O, no, from Magnus, Magna, Magnum. 
29: This Gentleman hath found the true Magni- 
tude 7 | | | 
Dam. Of his Portal or Entry to the Work, accord- 
ing to Vitruvius. . | | 5 
Boy. Sir, all our Work is done without a Portal- 
or Vitruvius. In Foro, as a true Comedy ſhould be. 
And what is conceal'd within, is brought out, and 
made preſent by Report. _ 
Dam. We ſee not that always obſcrv'd by your Au- 
thors of theſe Times; or ſcarce any other. 


Boy. 
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diverſity of Gueſts, all Perſons 
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. Where it is not at all known, how ſhould it 


be obſerv'd? The molt of thoſe your People call Au- 


tbors, never dreamt of any Decorum, or what was pro- 
per in the Scene; but grope at it i the dark, and feel 
or fumble for it; I ſpeak it, both with their leave 
and the leave o * 1 5 


Boy. I can ſatis fie you there too; if you will. But, 
perhaps you deſire not to be ſatisfied. 
Dam. No? Why ſhould you conceive ſo, Boy? 

Boy, My Conceit is not ripe yet; VII tell you that 


| anon. The Author beginning his Studies of this kind, 


with Every Man in Vis Humour; and after, Every Man 
ont of bis Humour; and fince, continuing in all his 
Plays, eſpecially thoſe of the Eomick Thread, where- 
of the New- Inn was the laft, fome recent Humours 
ſtill, or Manners of Men, that went along with the 
Times; finding himſelf now near the cloſe, or ſhut- 
ting up of his Circle, hath fancy'd to himſelf, in Idea, 


this Magnetick Miſtreſs: A Lady, a brave bountiful 
Houſe-kceper, and a virtuous Widow; who having 
a young Neice, ripe for a Man and marriageable, he 


makes that his Center attractive, to draw thither a 
of different Humours 
to make up his Perimiter. And this he hath calld 


 Humours recuncil'd. 


Pro. A bold Undertaking, and far greater than the 
Reconciliation of both Churches; the Quarrel be- 
tween Humours having been much the ancienter; 
and, in my poor Opinion, the Root of all Schiſm 


and Faction both in Church and Common-wealth. 


Boy. Such is the Opinion of many wiſe Men, that 


meer at this Shop ſtill; but how he will ſpeed in it, 


we cannot tell, and he himſelf (it ſeems) leſs cares. 
For he will not be intreated by us, to give it a Pro- 


* Hogue. He has loſt too much that way already, be 


ſays. He will not wooe the Gentile Ignorance fo much. 


UE 


teſs of all vulgar Cenſure, as not depending 
on common Approbation, he is confident it ſhall ſu- 
_ per-pleaſe judicious Spectators, and to them he leaves 
it to work with the reft, by Example or otherwiſe. 
Dam. He may be deceived in that, Bay: Few fol- 
low Examples now, eſpecially if they be good. 
B). The Play is ready to begin, Gentlemen, I tell 
you, left you might defraud” the Expectation of the 
cople, for whom you are Delegates : Pleaſe you 
take a couple of Sears and =— your ſelves, here, as 
near my Standing as you can: Fly every thing you fee 
to the Mark, and cenſure it, freely; ſo you interrupt 
not the Series or Thread of the Argument, to break 
or pucker it, with unneceſſary Queſtions. For, I 
muſt tell you, (not out of mine own Dictamen, but 
the Aurbors) A good Play is like 2 Skain of Silk; 
which, if you take by the right End, you may wind 
off at pleaſure, on the Bottom or Card of your Di- 
courſe, in a Tale, or ſo; how you will: But if you 
light on the wrong End, you will pull all into a knor 
or Elfe-lock; which nothing but the Sheers,, or a 
Candle, will undo or ſeparate...  _ 
Dam. Stay! who be theſe, I pray you? | 
Boy. Becauſe it is your firſt Queſtion (and theſe be 
the prime Perſons) it would in civility require an 
Anſwer : But I have heard the Poer affirm, that to 
be the moſt unlucky Scene in a Play, which needs an 
Interpreter; eſpecially, when the Auditory are awake; 
And ſuch are you, he preſumes; Ergo 
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CT LC SCENE .1.. 
Compaſs, Ironſide. 


COMPASS... 
iElcome good Captain Trovfo a, FS Bro- 


1 
| 


mer; 
You hall, along with me. I'm lodg'd 
hard by 
| Here, at a noble Lady's s Houſe i' th 
—— = Street, 
The Lady Loadſtone's (one will bid us welcome) 
W here there are Gentlewomen, and Male Gueſts, 
Of ſeveral Humours, Carriage, Conſtitution, 
Profeſſion too; but ſo diametral =. 


One to mother, and ſo much oppos d, 1 
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de Magnetick Lady. 371 
As if I can but hold them all together, 2 
And draw em to a Sufferance of themſelves, 
But till the Diſſolution of the Dinner, 
I ſhall have juſt Occaſion to believe 
My Wit is magiſterial; and our ſelyves 
Take infinite delight i' the Succeſs. 8 
Iron. Troth, Brother Compaſs, you ſhall pardon me; 
I love not fo to multiply Acquaintance , _ 
At a Meal's coſt; *twill take off o' my Freedom 
So much; or bind me to the leaſt Obſervance. - 
Com. Why, Iroyfide, you know I am a Scholar, 
And part a Soldier; I have been employed 
By ſome the greateſt States-men o'the Kingdom, 
Theſe many Years; and in my time convers'd 
With ſundry Humours, ſuiting ſo my ſelf 
To Company, as honeſt Men, and Knaves, 
Good-fellows, Hypocrites, all ſorts of People, 
Though never ſo divided in themſelves, 
Have ſtudied to agree ſtill in the Uſage 
And handling of me (which hath been fair too.) 
| tron. Sir, I confeſs you to be one well read 
In Men, and Manners; and that, uſually, 
The moſt ungovern'd Perſons, you being preſent, 
Rather ſubje& themſelves unto your Cenſure, 
Than give you leaſt Occaſion of Diſtaſte, 
By making you the Subject of their Mirth: . - 
But (to deal plainly with you, as a Brother? 
When ever l diſtruſt i' my own Valour, 
I'll never bear me on another's Wit, 
Or offer to bring off, or ſave my ſelf 
On the opinion of your Judgment, Gravity, 
Diſcretion, or what elſe. But (being away) 
Vou' e ſure to have leſs- wit work, gentle Brother, 
My Humour being as ſtubborn as the reſt, 
And as unmanageable. 
Com, You do miſtake - [oe 
My Caract of your Friendſhip all this while! 
Or at what rate I reckon your Aſſiſlance, 
; Aa 2 Knowing 


37% The Magnetick Lady. 
Knowing by long Experience, to ſuch Animals, 
Half-heaxted Creatures, as theſe are, your Fox there | 
Unkennel'd with a Cholerick, ghaftly Afpe&, 
Or two or three comminatory Terms, 
Would run their Fears to any hole of Shelter, 
Worth a day's Laughter! I am for the Sport: 
For nothing elſe. 
Tron. But, Brother, I ha'ſeen 
A Coward, meeting with a Man as valiant 
As our St. George (not knowing him to be ſuch, 
Or having leaſt Opinion that he was ſo) ” 
Set to him roundly, I, and ſwinge him ſoundly: 
And i' the vertue of that Error, having 
Once overcome, reſolv*d for ever after 
To err; and think no Perſon, nor no Creature 
More valiant than himſelf, e 
Com. I think that too: . 
But, Brother, (could 1 over intreat you) 
I have ſome little Plot upon the reſt, 
If yau would be contented to endure 
A liding Reprehenſion at my hands, 
To hear your ſelf or your Profeſſion glanc'd at 
In a few lighting Terms; it would beget 
Me ſuch a main Authority, o' the bie, 
And do your ſelf no Difrepute at all!! 
Iron. Compaſs, I know that univerſal Cauſes 
In Nature produce nothing, but as meeting 
Particular Cauſes, to determine thoſe, | 
And ſpecifie their Acts. This is a piece 
Of Oxford Science, ſtays with me Cer ſince 
J left that place; and I have often found 
The truth thereof, in my private Paſſions: 
For 1 do never feel my ſelf perturb'd 
With any general words gainſt my Profeſſion, 
Unleſs by ns ſmart Stroke upon my felf 
They do awake, and ftir me: Elſe, ro wife 
And well experienc'd Men, Words do bur ſignifie; 
Ihey have no power, ſave with dull oe our ee 
| 0 
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Whoſe Souls are nought but a Syntaxis of them. 
Com. Here comes our Parſon, Parſon Palate here; 
A venerable Youth ! I muſt ſalute him, x 
And a great Clerk! he's going to the Ladies: 

And tho? you ſee him thus, without his Cope, 

I dare aſſure you, he's our Pariſh Pope! | 
God fave my reverend Clergy, Parſon Palate. - 


1. 4 S@R NS 
Palate, Compaſs, Tronfde. 


Pal. The witty Mr. Compaſs! how is't with you? 
Com, oy Lady ſtays for you, and for your Counſel, 
Touching her Neice, Mrs. Placentia Steel? 
Who ſtrikes the fire of full fourteen to day, 
Ripe for a Husband. on 
Pal. I, ſhe chimes, ſhe chimes. _ 
Saw you the Doctor Rue, the Houſe Phyſician? 
He's ſent for too. 5 
Com. To Counſel? time yo! were there. 
Make haſte, and give it a round quick Diſpatch : 
That we may go to Dinner betimes, Parſon ; 
And drink a Health, or two more, to the buſineſs. 
ton, This is a ſtrange Put-off! a reverend Youth, 
You uſe him moſt ſurreverently methinks! 
What call you him? Palate Pleaſe ? or Parſon Palate? 
Corn, All's one, but ſhorter !I can gi' you his Character. 
He is the Prelate of the Pariſh, here, - 
And governs all the Dames, appoints the Cheer, 
Writes down the Bills of Fare, pricks all the Gueſts, 
Makes all the Matches and the ee Feaſts 
Within the Ward; draws all the Pariſh Wills, 
Deſigns the Legacies, and ftrokes the Gills | 
Of the chief Mourners: And (whoever lacks) 
Of all the Kindred, he hath firſt his Blacks. 
Thus holds he Weddings up, and Burials, _ 
As his main Tithing; with the Goſſips Stalls, | 
7 e Their 
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Their Pews; he's top ſtill, at the publick Meſs, 
Comforts the Widow, and the Fatherleſs, 
In funeral Sack: Sits bove the Alderman 
For of the Ward-mote 945 he better can 
The Myſtery, than the Levitick Law: 

That piece of Clark-ſhip doth his Veſtry awe. 
He is, as he conceives himſelf, a fine e 
Well furniſh'd, and apparelled Divine. 

Tron. Who made this Epigram, you? 

Com. No, a great Clerk : | 

As any's of his Bulk (Ben. Fobnſon) made it. 

Iron. But what's the other Character, Doctor Rut? 

Com. The ſame Man made em both: but his is ſhorter, 
And not in Rhime, but Blanks. III tell you that, too. 
Kut is a young Phyſician to the Family: 1 
That, letting God alone, aſcribes to Nature 
More than her ſhare; licentious in Diſcourſe, 
And in his Life a profeſt Voluptuary; 
The Slave of Money, a Buffoon in Manners; 
Obſcene in Language, which he vents ſor Wit; 
Is awcy in his Logicks, and diſputing z 
Is any thing but Civil, or a Man. 
See here they are! and walking with my Lady, 
In conſultation, afore the Door; 
Me will lip in, as if we ſaw em not. 


SCENE III. 
Lady, Palate, Rut. 


Lad. I, *tis his fault, ſhe's not beſtow'd, 
My Brother Intereſt's. pe 
Pal. Who, old Sir Moath? | 
Lad. He keeps off all her Suitors, keeps the Portion 
Still in his Hands; and will not part with all, 
On any terms, Lek 
Pal. Hinc illa lachryme | 
Thence flows the Cauſe o' the main Grievance. 


Rut, 


* 
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Rut. That | . 
It is a main one! how much i is the Portion? 
Lad. No petty um. 
Pal. But ſixteen thouſand Pound. | 
Rut. He ſhould be forc'd,. Madam, to RON, it down; 
When is it payable? - . 
Lad. When ſhe is married. OE 
Pal. Marry her, marry her, Madam, 
Rut. Ger her married. ” 
Loſe not a Day, an Hour | 
Pal. Not a minute. 
| Purſue your Project real, Mr. Compaſe | 
Advis'd you to. He is the perfect Inſtrument 
Your Ladyſhip ſhould fail b). 
Eur. Now, Mr. Compaſs 
Is a fine witty. Man; I ſaw him go in, now. 
Lad. Is he gone in? 
Pal. Yes, and a Feather with him, 
He ſeems a Soldier. 
Rut. Some new Suitor, Madam. 
Lad. I am beholding to him; he brings ever 
Variety of good Perſons to my Table, 
And I muſt thank him, tho' my Brother Intereſt 
Diſlike of it a little. 
Pal. He likes nothing 
That runs your way. | 
Rut. Troth, and the other cares not. 
He'll go his own way, if he think it right. 
Lad. He's a true Friend! and there's Mr. Practice, 
The fine young Man of Law, comes to the Houſe: 
My Brother brooks him not, becauſe he thinks 
He is by me aſligned for my Neice: 
He will not hear of it. 
Kut. Not of that Ear: 
But yet your Ladyſhip doth wiſely ii in it 
Pal. Twill make him to lay down the Portion ſooner, 
If he but dream you'll match her with a Lawyer, 
Lad. So Mr. raf. ſays. It is between 
Aa 4 The 
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"The Lawyer, and the Courtier, which ſhall have her, 
Pal. Who, Sir Diapbanous Sillb. worm? 
Rut. A fine Gentleman, 
Old Mr. Sil&-worm's Heir. 
Pal. And a neat Courtier, 
Of a moſt elegant Thread. 
Lad And fo my Goſſip | 
Poliſh aſſures me. Here he comes ! good 1 Pol 7 
Welcome in troth ! How do'ſt thou, gentle: Poliſh? 
Rut. Who's this? - 
Pal. Dame Poliſh, her She-paraſire, tf 
Her talking, een ſometime ns Goſlp. 


8 CE N E W. 
Poliſh, Lady, Palate, Rur. 


a pal. Your Ladyſhip is till the Lady. Loadftone, 
That draws, vt ma unto you, Gueſts of all ſorts : 
The Courtiers, and the Soldiers, and the Scholars, 
The Travellers, Phyſicians, and Divines, 
As Doctor Ridley — 5 and Doctor Barlow. 
They. both have wrote of you, and Mr. Compaſs. 
Lad, We mean, they ſhall write more, erc it be 
lon 
Pol. . they are both dead, and't pleaſe you 3 but 
Your Ladyſhip means well, and ſhall mean well, 
So long as I live. How does your fine Neice, 
My Charge, Miſtreſs Placentia Steel ? 
Lad. She is not well. , 
Pol. Not well? 
Lad. Her Doctor ſays ſo. 7 8 
Rut. Not very well; ſhe cannot ſhoot at Buts, 
Or manage a great Horſe, but ſhe can cranch | 
A Sack of Small- coal! eat you Lime, and Hair, 
Soap-aſhes, Loam, and has a _— ſpice 
O' the Green-ſickneſs! 
Pol, Od thield! 


Rutz 5 
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Rat. Oe 3 / 5 * ets, 
A toy, a t ing 0 nothi 5 in $a Ad her 5 
Her N Aunt. 5 1-21 e 
Pol. She is a noble Aunt! 
And a right worſhipful Lady, and a virtuous; 
know it well! . . 
Rat. Well, if you know it, peace, 
Pal. Good Siſter Poliſh, hear your betters ſpeak. 
Pol. Sir I will ſpeak, with my good Lady's leave, 
And ſpeak, and ſpeak again; I did bring up- 
My Lady's Neice, Mrs. Placentia Steel, 
With my own Daughter (who's Placentia too) 
| And waits upon my Lady, is her Woman: 
Her Ladyſhip well knows Mrs. Placentia - 
Keel (as 1 ſaid) her curious Neice, was left 
A Legacy to me, by Father and Mother, 
With the Nurſe Keep that tended her: her Mother 
She died in Child*bed of her; and her Father 
Liv'd not long after: for he lov'd her Mother! 
They were a godly couple! yet both dy'd, 
(As we muſt all.) No Creature is immortal, 
I have heard our Paſtor ſay: no, not the faithful! 
And they did dye (as I ſaid) both in one month. 
Rut. Sure ſhe is not long liv'd, if ſhe ſpend: Breath 
thus. 1 . 
Pol. And did bequeath her to my care and hand, 
To poliſh and bring up. I moulded her, 
And faſhion'd her, and formꝭd her; ſhe had the ſweat 
Both of my Brows and Brains. My Lady knows it 
Since ſhe could write a quarter ol. 
Lad. I know not 
That ſhe could write ſo early, my good Goſſip. 
But I do know ſhe was ſo long your care, 
Till ſhe was twelve year old; that I call'd for her, 
And took her home, for which I thank you, Poliſh, 
And am beholden to you. . . 


h 7 
She had a Leaſe of talking for nine lives _ 


Rat, OY t 
| | P als 
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Pal. It may be ſhe has. 

Pol. Sir, ſixteen thouſand Pound 0 
Was then her Portion! for ſhe was, indeed, 
Their only Child! and this was to be paid 
Upon her Marriage, ſo ſhe married {till 
With my un Lady's liking here, her Aunt : 
(I heard the Will read) Mr. Steel, her Father, 
The World condemn'd him to be very rich, 
And very hard; and he did ſtand condemn'd 


With that vain World, till, as *twas prov'd, after 


He left almoſt as much more to good uſes 


In Sir Moath Intereſt's hands, my Lady's Brother, | 


W hoſe Siſter he had married: he holds all 
In his cloſe gripe. But Mr. Steel was liberal, 
And a fine Man; and ſhe a dainty Dame, 

And a religious, and a bountiful 


© SCENE v. 
To them, Compaſi, Ir onſidt. 
Pol. You knew her, Mr. Compaſ5? 
Com, Spare the torture, 


I do confeſs withour it. 
Pol. And her Husband, | 


What a fine couple they were? and how they liv'd? 


Com. Yes. 

Pol. And lov'd together like a pair of Turtles! 

Com, Ves. 

Pol. And feaſted all the Neighbours. 

Com. Take her off ; . 
Some body that hath merey. 

Rut. O he knows her, 
It ſeems ! | 

Com. Or any meaſure of compaſſion: 
Doctors, if you be Chriſtians, undertake | 
One for the Soul, the other for the Body! 


Fol. 


W 
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Pol. She would diſpute with the Doctors of Divi- 
At her own Table! and the Spittle Preachers! Luity, 
And find out the Armenians. 

Rut. The Armenians? © 

Pol. I ſay, the Armenians. 

Com. Nay, I ſay fo too! 

Pol. So Mr. Poliſh call'd em, the tact 


Com. And Medes and Perſians, did he not? | 
Pol. Yes, he knew 'em, © 


And ſo did Miſtreſs Steel: 
She was his Pupil. 
The Armenians, he would fy; were wer Hh Pa: 


And then the Perſians were our Puritans, [piſts: 
Had the fine piercing wits! 1 


Com. And who, the Medes? 215 
Pol. The middle Men, the luke-warn oteſtants; 
Rut. Out, out. 
Pol. Sir, ſne would find them by their branching: 
Their branching Sleeves, brancht Caſſocks, and branchr 


Beſide their Texts. I Ooctrine, 
Kut. Stint Karlin: I'll not hear. | 
Confute her, Parſon.  * 


Pol. I reſpect no Parſons, 

Chaplains, or Doctors, I will ſpeak. 

Lad. Ves, ſo't be Reaſon, 

Let her. : 

Rut. Death, ſhe cannot ſpeak Rein, 

Com. Nor Senſe, if we be Maſters of our Senſes! 

Iro. What mad Woman ha' they got here to bait? 

Pol. Sir, Iam mad in truth, and to the purpoſe; _ 
And cannot but be mad, to hear my Lady's 
Dead Siſter lighted, witty Mrs. Steel. 
Iro. If ſhe had a wit, Death has gone near to ſpoil i it, 
Aſſure your ſelf, 

Pol. She was both witty and zealous, 
And lighted all the Tinder o' the truth 
(As.one ſaid) of Religion, in our Pariſh ; 

She was too learned to ä ug with s 


She 
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She could the Bible in the Holy Tongue, 

And read it without Pricks; had all her Maſoreth; 
Knew Burton and his Bull, and Scribe Prin, Gent. 
Preſto-be-gon, and all the Phariſees, _ „ 

Lad. Dear Goſlip, | 
Be you gone, at this time, too, and youchſafe 
To ſee your Charge, my Neice, 

Pol. I ſhall obey 8 
If your wiſe Ladyſhip think fit; I know Y- 

To yield to my Superiors. - 
Lad. A good Woman! | 

But when ſhe is impertinent, grows carneſt, 
A little troubleſome, and out of ſeaſon: - 
Her love and zeal tranſport her. 

Com. lam glad To | 
That any thing could port her hence. We now 
Have hope of Dinner, after her long Grace, 
I have brought your Lady ſhip a hungry Gueſt here, 

A Soldier, and my Brother Captain /ronfde : 
Who being by cuſtom grown a Sanguinary, 

The ſolemn and adopted Son of ſlaughter, 
Is more delighted i the chaſe of an Enemy, 
An execution of three days and nights 
'Than all the hope of numerous ſucceſſion, 
Or happineſs of Iſſue could bring to him, 
Nut. He is no Suitor then? 

Pal. So't ſhould ſem. 

Com. And if he can get pardon at Heaven's han 
For all his murthers, is in as good caſe 


As a new-chriſten'd Infant: (his Imployments 


Continu'd to him, without interruption, 

And not allowing him, or time, or place 

To commit any other ſin, but thoſe) [dam. 

Pleaſe” you to make him welcome for a meal, Ma- 
Lad. The nobleneſs of his profeſſion makes 

His welcome perfect; though your courſe deſcription 

Would ſeem to ſully it. . 15 8 
Iro. Never, where a beam 5 


je Magnetich Lady, 3387 
Of ſo much favour doth illuſtrate it, = 
Right knowing Lady. ' 
Pal. She hath cur'd all well, 
Kut. And he hath fitted well the Compliment. . 


To them, Sir Diaphanong, Prattice, 


Cm. No, here they come: the prime Magnetic 
Our Lady Loadflone ſo reſpects: the Artick! [Gueſs 
And th' Antartick! Sir Diaphanous Sitk-worm! 
A Courtier extraordinary; who by diet *' _ 
Of Meats and Drinks, his temperate Exerciſe, | 
Choice Muſick, frequent Barhs, his horary ſhifts 
Of Shirts and Waſte- coats, means to immortalize 
Mortality itfelf, and makes the effence 
Of his whole happineſs the trim of Court. 
Dia, I thank you, Mr. Compaſi, for your ſhort. 
Encomiaſtick. _ „ | 
Kut. It is much in little, Sir. „„ 
Pal. Conciſe and quick; the true ſtile of an Orator. 
Com. But Mr. Practice here, my Lady's Lawyer, 
Or Man of Law (for that's the true writing:) | 
A Man ſodedicate to his profeffion, _ 
And the preferments go along with it, 
As ſcarce the thund'ring brote of an Invaſion, 
Another eighty eight, threat'ning his Country 
With ruin, would no more work upon him, 
Than Syracuſa's Sack on Archimede: 
So much he loves that Night-cap! the Bench-gown! 
With the broad Guard o' th' back! Theſe. ſhew-. 

A Man betroth'd unto the ſtudy of our Laws! 
Pra. Which you but think the crafty impoſitions 
Of ſubtile Clerks, feats of fine underſtanding, 
To abuſe Clots and Clowns with, Mr. Compaſ/i, 

Having no ground in nature to ſuſtain it, 
Or light, from thoſe clear cauſes; to the muy : 
| ns n 
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And ſearch of which, your Mathematical Head 


Hath ſo devow'd itſelf, 

Com, Tut, all Men are ; 
Philoſophers, to their inches. There's within 
Sir Intereſt, as able a Philoſopher, 

In buying and ſelling? has reduc'd-his thrift 
To certain principles, and i that method! 

As he will tell you inftantly, by Logarythms, 
The utmoſt profit of a ſtock imployed: 
(Be the commodity what it will) the place, 
Or time, but cauſing very, very little, 
Or, I may ſay, no paralax at all, 
In his pecuniary obſervations ! 
He has brought your Neice's Portion with him, Ma- 


At leaſt, the Man that muſt receive it: Here ¶ dam; 


They come negociating the affair; 1 
You may perceive the Contract in their Faces, 
And read th' Indenture. If you'll ſigu em: So. 


SCENE VI. 
To them, Intereſt, Bias. 


Pal. What is he, Mr. Compaſi? 
Com. A Vi-politick! 
Or a ſub-aiding Inſtrument of State! 
A kind of a laborious Secretary 
To a great Man! (and likely to come on) 
Full of attendance |! and of ſuch a ſtride 
In buſineſs Politick or Oeconomick, 
As well his Lord may ſtoop t' adviſe with him, 
And be preſcribed by him in affairs 
Of higheſt conſequence, when he is dull'd, 
Or wearied with the leſs. | 
Dia. Tis Mr. Bias, © 
Lord Mhach' um's Politick., 
Com, You know the Man? 


— Dia. 
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Dia. I ha' ſeen him wait at Court, there, with his 
Of Papers and Petitions. [ [Maniples 
CCC | 
That over-rules, tho' by his authority ; 

Of living there; and cares for no Man elſe: 

Neglects the Sacred Letter of the Law; 

And holds it all to be but a dead heap 

Of civil Inſtitutions: the reſt only | 

Of common Men, and their cauſes, a Farrago, 

Or a made diſh in Court; a thing of nothing. : 
com. And that's your quarrel at him? a juſt plea. 
Int. I tell you, Siſter Loadſtone —— —ꝛ . 
Com, (Hang your Ears 2 | 

This way, and hear his Praiſes : now Moath opens.) 
Int. I ha' brought you here the very Man! the jewel 

Of all the Court! cloſe Mr. Bias! Siſter, 

Apply him to your fide! or you may wear him 

Here o' your Breaſt! or hang him in your Ear! 

He's a fit Pendant for a Lady's tip! 

A Chryſolite, a Gem; the very Agate 

Of State and Polity z cut from the Quar 

Of Machiavel, a true Cornelian, | 

As Tacitus himſelf! and to be made - 

The broach to any true State-cap in Europe! | 
Lad. Y ov praiſe him, Brother, as you had hope to 

ſell him. 7 „ 

Com. No, Madam, as he had hope to ſell your Neice 
Unto him. — 

Lad. Ware your true Jeſts, Mr. Compaſs ; 

They will not reliſh. _ | 
Int. I will tell you, Siſter, _ 

I cannot cry his Carra& up enough : 

He is unvaluable: All the Lords 

Have him in that eſteem, for his Relations, 

Corrants, Aviſes, Correſpondences 

With this Ambaſſador, and that Agent! He 

Will ſcrew you out a Secret from a Statiſt 
Com, So eaſie, as ſome Cobler worms a Dog. , ; 

ED | it. 
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'Thus cM 


In. And loek-it in the Cabinet of his memory 
Com Till't turn a politick Inſect or ; Fly! 


Int. You may be merry, Mr. co Compa aft 


But though you have the a of - Office, 


You are not in't, Sir. 


Bia. Remember that. 


Com. Why ſhould that fright me, Mr. EY from 


Whoſe AG you are? ll̃telling 


Int. Sir, he's one, can do 


His turns there, and deliver too his Letters 


As pun&tually, and in as-good x faſhion, 
As cer a Secretary can in Court, 
Tro. Why, is it any matter in what faſhion 


A Man deliver his Letters, ſo he not open em? 


| Bia, Yes, we have certain precedents in Court, 
From which we never ſwerve once in an Age: 
And (whatſbe'er he thinks) I know the Arts 
And Sciences do not directlier make 
A Graduate in our Univerſities, ” 


Than an habitual gravity pretets 


A Man in Court. 


com. Which by the truer ſtile, 


Some call a formal flat Servility. 


Bia. Sir, you may call it what you pleaſe ; but we 
(That tread the path of publick buſineſſes) | 


Know what a tacit ſhrug is, or a ſhrink z 
The wearing the Callot, the politick Hood, 


And twenty other Parerga, o the bie 
You Seculars underſtand not: I ſhall trick him, 
If his Reverſion come i my Lord's way. 
Dia. What is that, Mr. Praftice ? You on know? 


. Mas? Comp es Reverfgon? . 


. ne place 
5 ol the Projects Eee 


I would had it. 


Pal. What is't worth? 
Pra. ata 


The et TY 3; 
A Nemo ee „ © 
Lad. We'll think on t afore Dioner, 


CHORUS. 


| By. N O W, Gentlemen, what cenſure you of our 

Prog Gs, or firſt Ad? | 

Pro. Well, Boy, it is a fair Preſentment of your „ 

Kors; and a handſome Promiſe of ſome what to come 

hereafter. 

Dam. But, there is nothing done i in it, or conclu- 
ded: Therefore I ſay, no Ar. 

Bar. A fine piece of Logick! Po ou look, Mr: Domo 

play, for Concluſions in a Protaſis? I thought the Law- 

of Comedy had reſerv'd to the Cataſtrophe; and that the 

Epitaſit (as we are taught) and the Caraſtaſir, had been 

intervening parts, to have been expected. But you 

would have all come together, it ſeems: The Clock 
ſhould ſtrike five at once, with the Acts. 

Dam. Why, if it could do fo, it were well, Boy. 

Boy. Yes, if the nature of a Clock were to folk, 
not ſtrike, So, if a Child could be born in a Play, and 
grow up to a Man, i the firſt Scene, before he went 
off the Stage: and then after to come forth a Squire, 
and be madea Knight: and that Knight to travel be- 
tween the Acts, and do wonders i' the Holy Land or 

_ elſewhere z kill Paynime, wild Boars, dun Cows, and 

other Monſters; beget him a Reputation, and marry . 

an Emperor's Daughter: for his Miſtreſs convert her 

Father's Country; and at laſt come home lame, and 

all-ro-be-laden with Miracles. 

Dam. Theſe Miracles would pleaſe, I affure you: 
and take the People! For there be of the People, that 
will expect Miracles, and more than Miracles from 

R 

Boy. Do they think this Pen can juggle? I would 

we had Hokos pokos for em then, your People, or Tra- 

vitanto Tue so. : 

VoL. IV. Bb  D 
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Dam. Who's that, Boy? TT 
Boy. Another Juggler, with a long Name. Or that 
your Expecters would be gone hence now, at the 
firſt Act; or expect no more hereafter than they un» 
Dam. Why ſo, my peremptory Jack? 


Boy. My Name is Fob», indeed Becauſe, who 
expect what is impoſſible, or beyond Nature, defraud 
themſelves. . 
Pro. Nay, there the Boy ſaid well: They do de- 
fraud themſclves indeed, = 
Boy. And therefore, Mr. Damplay, unleſs like a ſo- 
lemn Juſtice of Wit, you will damn our Play, un- 
heard, or unexamin'd; I ſhall intreat your Miſtreſs, 
Madam Expectation, if ſhe be among theſe Ladies, to 


have Patience, but a piſſing while: Give our Springs 


leave to open a little, by degrees; a ſource of ridicu- 


lous matter may break forth anon, that ſhall ſtcep 


their Temples, and bathe their Brains in laughter, to 
the fomenting of Stupidity it ſelf, and the awaking 
any velvet Lethargy in the Houſe, „ 
Pro. Why do you maintain your Poets Quarrel ſo 
with Velvet, 5 good Clothes, Boy? we have ſecn 
him in indifferent good Clothes, ere now. 


Boy. And may do in better, if it pleaſe the King 


(his Maſter) to ſay Amen to it, and allow it, to whom 


he acknowledgeth all. But his Clothes ſhall never 
be the beſt thing about him, though; he will have 
ſomewhat beſide, either of human Letters, or ſevere 


Honeſty, ſhall ſpeak him a Man, though he went 


' _Haked. | 
Pero. He is beholden to you, if you can make this 
good. Boy. „ 5 
Boy. Himſelf hath done that already, againſt Envy. 
Lam What's your Name, Sir? or your Country? 
Boy. Jobn Try-guſt my Name: A Corniſh Youth, and 
the Poer's Servant. : | — 
Dam, Welt country Breed I thought, you were ſo 


j 
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| Foy, Or rather ſawcy z to find out your Palate, 
Mr. Damplay. Faith we do call a Spade, @ Spade in 
Cornwal. If you dare damn our Play, i' the wrong 


place, we ſhall take heart to tell you ſo. 
Pro. Good Boy. 


8: 


ACTI. scENE IL 


Keep, Placentia, Pleaſance. 


Keep. . GWee: Miſtreſs, pray you be merry: You 10 


To have a Husband now. "PR 
Pla. I, if the Store . 
Hurt not the Choice. 
Ple. Store is no Sore, young Miſtreſs, 
My Mother is wont to ſay. 
Keep. And ſhe'll ſay wiſely 
As any Mouth i' the Pariſh. Fix on onez | 
Fix upon one, good Miſtreſs. | 
Plz; At this call too, 
Here's Mr. Praftiſe, who is call d to the na 
Of purpoſe. 
Keep. Yes, and by my Lady mea 
Ple. Tis thought to be the Man. 
Keep. A Lawyer's Wife. 
Pie. And a fine Lawyer's Wife. 
Keep. Is a brave Calling. 
Pls. Sweet Miſtreſs Praiſe! 
Keep. Gentle Miſtreſs Praiſe ! 
Pie. Fair, open Miſtreſs Praftiſe?. 
Keep. I, and cloſe, 5 
And cunning Miſtreſs Pracbiſe! 
Pla. I not like that; 
The „ s is the neater Calling. 
Pie. Ves 
My Ly Silk-worm, 


Bb 3 Bw Keep, 
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Keep ep. And to ſhine in Pluſn. 
Pe. Like a young Ni ee a Diaphanou Silk 
worm. 
| Keep, Lady Diaphinouc ſounds moſt delicate! 


Ple. Which would you chuſe n Miſtreſs? 
Pla. Cannot tell. 


The Copy does confound one. 


Bo. Here's my Mother. | 


SCENE U. 
Poliſh, Keep, Placentia, Pleaſance, Needle. 


pol. How now, my dainty Change, and diligent Norſe? 
What were you chanting on? (God bleſs you, Mai- 
den.) To her Daughter kneeling. 
Keep. We were inchanting ally wiſhing a Husband 


For my young Miſtreſs hers A man to pleaſe her, 


Pol. She ſhall have a man, good 0 and muſt 
have a man: 


A man and a half, if we can chuſe him out: 

We are all in Counſel within, and ſit about it: 
The Doctors and the Scholars; and my Lady, 
Who's wiſer than all us Where's Mr. Needle? 
Her Ladyſhip ſo lacks him to prick out 

The man: How does my ſweet young Miſtreſs? 
You look not well methinks l how do you, dear Charge? 


Vou muſt have a Hus band, and you ſnall have a Hu: band. 


There's two put out to making for you; a third 


Your Uncle promiſes :' But you muſt ſtill 
Be rul'd by your Aunt, according to the Will 


Of your dead Father and Mother (who are in Heaven,) 
Your Lady-Aunt has choice i rhe Houle for you: 
We do not truſt your Uncle; he would keep you 

A Batchelor ſtill, by keeping of your Portion: 

And keep you not alone without a Husband, 

But in a Sickneſs: l, and the Green- ſickneſe, 

The Maidens Malady; which is a Sickneſs: 
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A kind of Digg, 1 can aſſure you, 
in 


And like the Fiſh our Mariners call Remora 
Keep. A Remora, Miſtreſs! | 

Pol. How now, Goody Nurſe? | 
Dame Keep of Katerns? what? have you an Oar o 
I the Cock-boat, cauſe you are a Sailor's Wife, 
And come from Shadwell? | ſay a Remora : 
For it will ſtay a Ship that's under Sail! 
And Stays are long and tedious things to Maids! 
And Maidens are young Ships that would be ſailing 
When they be rigg'd; whereforc is all their trim elſe? 
Mes. True; and for them to be ſtaid ——— 
Pol. The Stay is dangerous: 
You know it, Mr. Needle. | 

Nee. I know ſome what: | I» 
And can aſſure you, from the Doctor's Mouth, 
She has a Dropſie; and muſt change the Air, 


© 


Before ſhe can recover. 
Pol. Say you fo, Sir? 
Nee. The Doctor ſays ſo. 
Pol. Says bis Worſhip ſo? 
T warranc em he ſays true then; they ſometimes 
Are Sooth-ſayers, and always cunning Men. 
Which Doctor was it? e 
Nee. E'en my Lady's Doctor: . 
The neat Houſe- Doctor: But a true Stone- Doctor. 
Pol. Why? hear you, Nurſe? How comes this 
Jeer to paſs? 5 | 
This is your fault in truth: Tt ſhall be your fault. 
And muſt be your Fault: Why is your Miſtreſs fick'? 
She had her Health, the while ſhe was with me. 
Keep. Alas, good Miſtreſs Poliſh, I am no Saint, 
Much leſs, my Lady, to be urg'd give Health, 
Or Sickneſs, at my Will; but to wait . 
The Stars good Pleaſure, and to do my Dut 7. 
Pol. Vou muſt do more than your Duty, fooliſh Nurſe: 
You muſt do all you can; and more than you can; 
More than is poſſible; when Folks are ſick, 
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She ſwells, and ſo ſwells wit 
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* a Miſtreſs, 4 young Miftreſs. 


Here's Mr. Doctor himſelf cannot do . 


bor, Doctor Do- all can do it. Thenee he's call'd fo, 


SCENE Il. 


Rut, P oli, Lac, Keep, Placenta. 


Rut. Whence? what's he call'd? 
Pol. Doctor, do all you can, 

I pray you, and beſeech you, for my Charge here; 
Lad. She's my tendring Goflip, loves my Neice. 
Pol. I know you can do all things, what you pleaſe,Sir, 

For a young Damſel, my good 8855 8 Ne 


You can do what you lift. 


Rur. Peace, Tiffany. 
Pol. Eſpecially in this new Caſe o' the Dropſie. 
The Gentlewoman (I do fear) is leven'd. . 
Rur. Leven'd? what's that? 
Pol. Puft, blown, and'r pleaſe your Workhip. 
Fur. What! Dark by darker? What is blown? 
uff d? ſpeak Engliſh—— 


Po. Tainted (and't pleale you) ſome do call it. 


Rut. Give her Vent, 
If ſhe do ſwell. A Gimblet muſt be ind: 
It is a Tympanites ſhe is troubled with; 
There are three kinds: The firſt is Aua. ſarca 


Under the Fleſh a "Tumour ; that's not hers. 
The ſecond is Aſcites, or Aquoſus, 


A watry Humour; that's not hers neither. 
But Tywpanites. (Which we call the Drum) 


A Wind bombs in her Belly, muſt be unbrac'd, 
And with a Faucet, or a Peg, let out, 
' And ſhe'll do well: Get her a Hurband. 


Pol. Yes, 


I fay ſo, Mr. Doctor, and betimes too. 
Lad. as 


Soon 


eice here! 
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Boon as we can: Let her bear up to day, 
Laugh, and keep Company, at Gleek or Crimp. 
Pol. Vour Lady ſh ip ſays rig h 
Rut. Yes, and Gleek too; peace Goflip Tirtle-rattle, 
| She muſt to morrow down into the Country, | 
Some twenty miles; a Coach and fix brave Horſes: 
Take the freſh Air a Month there, or five Weeks; 
And then return a Bride up to the Town, 
For any Husband i' the Hemiſphere | 
To chuck at; when ſhe has dropt her Tympary- 
Ps. Muſt ſhe then drop it? 
Rut. Thence, tis call'd a Dropſie. 
The Impanites is one ſpice of it; 
A Toy, a thing of nothing, a meer Vapourz 
I'll blow't away, 
Lad. Needle, get you the Coach 
Ready againſt to morrow morning. 
2.4 Ves, Madam. 
ad. lll down with her my felf,and thank the Doctor. 
Pol. We all ſhall thank him. But, dear Madam, think, 
Reſolve upon a- Man this day. | 
Lad. I ha' done't, 
To tell you true (ſweet Goſſip) here is none 
But Maſter Poctar, he ſhall — o' the Counſel ; 
The Man I have deſign'd her to, indeed, 
Is Maſter Praiſe; he's a neat young man, 
Forward, and growing up in a Profeſſion! 
Like to be ſome body, if the Hall ſtand! _ 
And Pleading hold! A prime young 8 8 Wife, 
Is a right 9 Fortune. | 
Rut. And ſhe bringing 
So plenriful a Portions they may live 
Like King and Queen at Common Law together? 
Sway Judges; guide the Courts; command the Clerks; 
Ai tright the Evidence; rule at their Fleaſuren 
Like petty Sovereigns in all Caſes, al 
Pol. O, that i 
Will be a work of Time ſhe may be ol: 2 
5 b 4 Before 


t. Crimp ſure will cure her ; 
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Before her Husband riſe to a chief Judge; 
And all her flower be gone. No, no, a Lady 
O' the firſt Head I'd have her; and in Court: 
The Lady Silk-worm, a Diaphannus Lady: | 
And be a Vi- counteſs, to carry all | 
Before her, (as we ſay) her Gentleman- Uſher: 
And caſt-off Pages, bare, to bid her Aunt 
Welcome unto her Honour at her Lodgings. 

Rur. You ſay well, Lady's Goſſip; it my Lady 
Could admit that, to have her Neice precede her. 


Lad. For that, I muſt conſult mine own Ambition, 


My zealous Goſſip. F 
Pol. O, you ſhall precede her: 

You ſhall be a Counteſs ! Sir Diapbanbus 

Shall get you made a Counteſs! Here he comes; 

Has my Voice certain: O fine Courtier! 

O bleſſed Man! the Bravery prickt our, 

To make my dainty Charge a Vi-counteſs: 

And my good Lady, her Aunt, Counteſs at large! 


SCENE IV. 


70 them, Diaphanous, Palate. 


Dia. I tell thee, Parſon, if I get her, reckon 

Thou haſt a Friend in Court; and ſhalt command 

A Thouſand Pound, to go on any Erraid, 
For any Church-preferment thou haſt a mind to. 


Val. I thank your Worſhip: I will ſo work for yew 


As you ſhall ſtudy all the ways to thank me: 

Fil work my Lady, and my Lady's Friends 

Her Goſſip, and this Doctor, and Squire Needle, 
And Mr, Compaſs, who is all in all; 1 
The vey Fly ihe moves by; he is one 

That Went to Sea with her Husband, Sir John Loadſtone, 
And brought home the rich Prizes; all that Wealth 
Is left her; for which Service ſhe reſpc&s him; 

A dainty Scholar in the Mathematicks ; 
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And one he wholly imploys. Now Dominus Practiſe 
ls yet the man (appointed by her Ladyſhip) 
But there's a trick to ſet his Cap awry, 
If 1 know any thing: he hath confeſt 
To me in private that he loves another, | 
My Lady's Woman, Mrs. Pleaſance's 5 HOY: 
Secure you of Rivalſhip. | 
Dia. I thank rhee, | 
My noble Parſon; there's Five bundred Sean 
Waits on thee more for that. | 
pal. Accoft the Neicez © 
Vonder ſhe walks alone; I'll move FT Aunt: 
But here's the Goſſip; ſhe expects a morſel. 
Ha' you ne er a Ring or Toy to throw away? © 
Dia. Yes, here's 3 Diamond of ſome Threeſcore 
I pray you give her that. Pou 
pal If 15 Wl KEI, "7 | 
Dia. And there's an Emerald for the Doctor too: 
Thou Parſon, thou ſhalt coin me; I am thine. 
Pal. Here Mr. Compaſi comes: Do you ſee, my Lady, 
And all the reſt, how they do flutter about him? 
He is the Oracle of the Houſe and Family. 5 
Now is your time; go nick it with the Neice: 
| will walk by, and hearken how the Chimes go. 


SCENE v. 
To them, Compaſi. 


Com. Nay, eee ſtand not off; you may approach: 
This is no ſuch hid Point of Stare we han 


But you may hear it; for we are all of Counſel. 
The gentle Mr. Practiſe hath dealt clearly 
And nobly with you, Madam. 

Lad. Ha' you talk'd with him, | 
And made the Overture? | 2 | 
Com. Yes, firſt I mov'd | - 
The Buſineſs truſted to me by your Lal 


AGE os 2c koi 
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Know you the Party Mr. Praftiſe means? 
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T your own words, almoſt your very Syllables, [gance; 


Save where my Memory treſpaſs'd *gainſt their Ele, 
For which I hope your Pardon. Then I inlarg'd, 


In my own homely Stile, the ſpecial goodneſs 


And greatneſs of your Bounty in your Choice, 
And free conferring of a Benefit 


So without ends, conditions, jp. Mo. 
ue of it, 


But his meer Virtue, and the v 
To call him to your Kindred, to your Veins, 
Inſert him in your Family, and to make him 


A Nephew by the offer of a Neice, 
With ſuch a Portion; which when he had heard, 
And moſt maturely acknowledg'd (as his Calling 


ends all unto maturity) he return'd 

Thanks as ample as the Courteſie, 
(In my Opinion); ſaid it was a Grace 
Too great to be rejected or accepred 

By him! But as the Terms ſtood with his Fortune, 
He was not to prevaricate with your Ladyſhip, 
But rather to require ingenious ho, | 


He might with the ſame love that it was offer'd 


Refuſe it, ſince he could not with his honeſty, 
(Being he was ingag'd before) receive it. 
Pal. The ſame he ſaid to me. 
Com. And name the Party ? 
Pal. He did, and he did not. 
Com. Come, leave your Schemes, 
And fine Anphibolies, Parſon, 
Pal. You'll hear more, Þ ” 
Pol. Why, now your Ladyſhip is free to chuſe 
The Courtier, Sir Diaphanous: he ſhall do it, 
I'll move it to him my ſelf. ” 
Lad. What will you move to him? 
Pol. The making you a Counteſs, 
Lad. Stint, fond Woman. 


[To Compaſs, 


Com, No, but your Parſon ſays he knows, 9-99) 
, | | ad, 
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Lad. I fear he fables; Parſon, do you know 
Where Mr. Practiſe is ingag d? 
Pal Mitel ont TE E272 
But under ſeal, her Mother muſt not know: 
_ 'Tis with your Ladyſhip's Woman, Mrs. Pleaſance. 
JJ 8 Fs . 
Lad. He is not mad? | 
Pal. O hide the hideous Secret | | 
From her, ſhe'll trouble all elſe. You do hold 
A Cricket by the Wing. 4 TE,” 
Com. Did he name Pleaſance? 
Are you ſure, Parſon! 
Lad, O tis true, your Miſtreſs ! | | 
I find where your Shooe wrings you, Mr. Compaſs: 
Bur you'll look to him there. 5 e 
Com. Yes, here's Sir Moath, | 
Your Brother, with his Bias, and the Party 
Deep in diſcourſe; twill be a Bargain and Sale, 
I ſee by their cloſe working of their Heads, 
And running them together ſo in Counſel, _ 
Lad. Will Mr. Praitiſe be of Counſel againſt us? 
Com. He is a Lawyer, and muſt ſpeak for his Fee, 
Apainft his Father and Mother, all his Kindred; + 
His Brothers or his Siſters; no exception 
Lies at the Common-Law. He muſt not alter 
Nature for Form, but go on in his Pat 
It may be he will be for us. Do not you 
Offer to meddle, let them take their Courſe : 
Diſpatch, and marry her off to any Husband ; 
Be not you ſcrupulous; let who can have her: 
So he lay down the Portion, though he geld it; 
It will maintain the ſuir againſt him; ſomewhat, 
Something in hand is better than no Birdsz 
He ſhall at laſt accompt for the ucmoſt Farthing, 
If you can keep your hand from a Diſcharge. 
Pol. Sir, do but make her worſhipful Aunt a 
Counteſs, 15 
And ſhe is yours: her Aunt has Worlds to leave my g 


# 
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The Wealth of fix Eaſt- Indian Fleets at leaſt! 
Her Husband, Sir Johr Loadſtone, was the Governour 
O' the Company ſeven years. = 
Dia. And came there home 
Six Fleets in ſeyen years? | 
Pol. I cannot tell, 


1 muſt attend my 3 good Ladyſhip. 


Pla. And will you make me a Vi- counteſs too? For, 
How do they make a Counteſs? in a Chair? , 
Or *pon a Bed? 


Dia. Both Ways, ſweet Bird 5 mm ſhew you, 
| SCENE VI 
TD them, Intereſt, Praftiſe, Bias, Compaſi, Palate, Rus, 


' Jronſide, © 


Int. The truth is, Mr. Praiſe, now we are ſure 
That you are off, we dare come on the bolder: 
The Portion left was Sixteen thouſand pound, 
I do confeſs it, as a juſt man ſhould, _ 
And call here Mr. Compaſs, with theſe Gentlemen, 
To the relation; I will ſtill be juſt. | 
No for the Profits every way ariſing, 
It was the Donor's Wiſdom, - thoſe ſhould pay 
Me for my Watch, and breaking of my Sleeps; 
It is no petty charge, you know that ſum, 
To keep a man awake for Fourteen year, 

Pra, But (as you knew to uſe it i that time) 

It would reward your waking. 

int, That's my Induſtry, Ed 
As it might be your Reading, Study, and Counſel; 


2B 


And now your Pleading, who denies it you? 

I have my Calling too. Well, Sir, the Contratt 

Is with this Gentleman, Ten thouſand pound. 

(An ample Portion for a younger Brother, 
With a ſoft, tender, delicate Rib of Man's Fleſh, 


That be may work like Wax, and print upon.) , 
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He expe &s no more, than that ſum to be tendred, 
And <p receive it; thoſe are the Conditions, © 
Pra. A direct Bargain, and in 5 ſale Market. 
Int. And what I have furniſh'd him withal o' the 
Io appear or fo; a matter of Four e [by. 
To be deduc'd upo 'the payment — | 8 
Bia. Right. 55 
You deal like a juſt Man ſtill. 
Int. Draw up this, 1 8 
Good Mr. Practiſe, for us, and be ve edy. 
Pra. But bere's a mighty gain, Sir, you have made 
Of this one Stock! the Principal firſt doubled, 
In the firſt Seven year; and that redoubled 
I' the next Seven! beſide Six thouſand pound, 
There's Threeſcore thoufand got in Fourteen year. 


After the uſual Rate of Ten i the Hundred, 
And the Ten thouſand paid. 
Int, I think it be! 


Pra. How will you ſcape the Clamour and thi En- 
Int. Let em exclaim and envy; what care I? [yy? 
| Their Murmurs raiſe no Bliſters my Fleſh. 
My Monies are my Blood, my Parents, Kindred 
And he that loves not thoſe, he is unnatural, 
I am perſwaded that the love of Mony 
Is not a Virtue, only in a Subject, 
But might befic a Prince, And (were there need) 
I find me able to make good the Aſſertion 
To any reaſonable man's mrs. 
And make him to confeſs it. 

Com. Gentlemen, 

Doctors, and Scholars, you'll hear this, and look ſor 
As much true ſecular Wit, and deep Lay- ſenſe, 
As can be ſhown on ſuch a common Place. 

Int. Firſt, we all know the Soul of man is infinite 
In what it covets. Who defireth knowledge, 
Deſires it infinirely. Who covers Honour, 
Covets. it infinitely. It will be then 
No bard thing for a coveting man to prove, 


r 
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Or to confeſs, he aims at infinite Wealth, - 
Comm. His Soul lying that way. : 
Int. Next, every man — 
Is i the hope or poſſibility 


Of a whole World; this preſent World being nothing; 


But the diſperſed Iſſue of firſt one. 

And therefore I cannot ſee, but a juſt man 

May with juſt reaſon, and in office ought 
Propound unto himſelf —— 5 

Cum. An infinite Wealth! 

I'll bear the Burden: Go you on, Sir Moath; 
Int. Thirdly, if we conſider man a Member 

But of the Body Politick, we know, 

By juſt Experience, that the Prince hath need 


ore of one wealthy, than ten fighting Men. [us! 


cum. There you went out o the Road, a little from 


Int. And therefore, if the Prince's aims be infinite, 


It muſt be in that, which makes all. 
Com... Infinite Wealth — 
Int. Fourthly, tis natural to all good Subjects, 
To ſet a price on Mony, more than Fools . 
Ought on their Miſtreſs Picture; every Piece 


Fro the Penny to the Twelve-pence, 1 the Hire 
r 


And ſacred Sculpture of the Soveraign. | rogliphicks 
Cm. A manifeſt Concluſion, and a ſafe one. 
In. Fifthly, Wealth gives a Man the leading Voice 

At all Conventions; 0 diſplaceth Worth, 

With general allowance to all Parties: 

It makes a Trade to take the Wall of Virtue, | 

And the meer Iſſue of a Shop Right Honourable; 

Sixthly, It doth inable him that bath it, 

To the performance of all real Actions, 

Reſerring him to himſelf ſtill, and not binding 

His Will to any Circumſtance, without him. 

It gives him preciſe knowledge of himſelf; 

For, be he rich, he ſtraight with evidence knows 

Whether he have any compaſſion, . 
Or Inclination unto Virtue, or no; 


* 
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| Where the poor Knave erroneouſly believes, 
If he were rich, he would build Churches, or 
Do ſuch mad things. Seventhly, your wiſe poor Men 
Have ever been contented to obſerve; 1 
Rich Fools, and ſo to ſerve their turns upon them; 
Subjecting all their Wit to the others Wealth, 
And become Gentlemen Parafites, Squire Bawds, 
To feed their Patrons honourable Humours, 
Eighthly, Tis certain that a Man may leave 
His Wealth, or to his Children, or his Friends; 
His Wit he cannot ſo diſpoſe by Legacy, 
As they ſhall be a Harrington the better fort. 

Com. He may intail a jeſt upon his Houſe, 
Or leave a Tale to his Poſterity, | 
To be told after him. Es 

> Enter Tronſide, 
Tro. As you have done here? 1 
T' invite your Friend and Brother to a Feaſt, 
Where all the Gueſts are ſo meer Heterogene, 
And Strangers, no Man knows another, or cares 
If they be Chriſtians, or Mahometans! - 
That here are mer. ig us 

Com. Is 't any thing to you, Brother, . 
To know Religions more than thoſe you ſight for? 
Iro. Yes, and with whom I cat. I may diſpute, 
And how ſhall I hold Argument with Gick, 
] neither know their Humours nor their Hereſies; 
Which are Religions now, and ſo receiy'd? 
Here's no Man among theſe that keeps a Servant, 
J“ inquire his Maſter of: yet i' the Houſe * 
I hear it buz'd there are a brace of Doctors, 
A Fool, and a Phyſician; with a Courtier, 
That feeds on Mulberry-leaves, like a true St -- rm; 
A Lawyer, and a mighty Mony-Bawd, | 
Sir Moath! has brought his politick Bias with him: 
A man of a moſt animadverting humour; | 
- Who, to endear himſelf unto his Lord, 
Will tell him, you and I, or any of us, 
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That here are met, are all pernicious Spirits, 
And men of peſtilent purpoſe, meanly affected 


Unto the State we live in; and beget 


Himſelf a thanks with the great men o' the time, 
By breeding Jealouſies in them of us, 

Shall croſs our Fortunes, fruſtrate our Endeavours, 
Twice ſeven years after: And this trick be call'd 


Cutting of Throats, with a Whiſpering, ora Pen-kniſe; 


I muſt cut his Throat now: I am bound in Honour, 
And by the Law of Arms, to ſee it done; 
I dare to do it, and I dare profeſs RE 


| The doing of ir; being to fach a Raſcal, 


Who is the common Offence grown of ' mankind, 


And worthy to be torn up from Society. 


Com. You ſhall not do it here, Sir. 

tro, Why? will you FF 

Intreat your ſelf into a beating for him, 

My courreous Brother? If you will, have at you. 


No man deſerves it better (now I think on't) 


Than you, that will keep conſort with ſuch Fidlers, 
Pragmatick Flies, Fools, Publicans, and Moaths, 


And leave your honeſt and adopted Brother. 

Int. Beſt raiſe the Houſe upon him to ſecure us; 

He'll kill us all! „ | TT» 
Pal. I love no Blades in Belts. 


"Ra NotT | 
Bia. Would I were at my Shop again, 
In Court, ſafe ſtow'd up with my politick Bundles. 
Com. How they are ſcatrer'd! Ts 
Iro. Run away like Cimici, 


| Into the crannies of a rotten Bed- ſted. 


Com. I told you ſuch a paſſige would diſperſe em, 
Although the Houfe were their Fee - ſimple in Law, 
And they poſſtſt of all the bleffings in it. 

Iro. Pray Heaven they be not frighted from their 
That ſo my Lady's Table be disfurniſt'd* [ Stomachs, 
Of the Proviſſo mm 2 e 

. Com, No; the Parſen's calling, 
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By this time, all the Covey again together. | 63 
Hers comes 252 Tidkogs Boner 's © "OR a 


8 C E N E vu. 
Compoſe, Pleaſence, 


1 Stay, Mrs. Pleaſancey1 mult ak you a queſtions 
ou any Sutes in Law? 15 
A I, Mr. Compaſs? 5 
Com. Anſwer me briefly, it is dinner time. = 
They ſay you have retain'd brick Mr. Practise 
Here, of your Council; and are to By join d | 
A Patentec with him. 
Ple. In what? who ſays ſo? 
You are diſpog'd to jeſt, _ 
Com. No, I am in eurneſt. 
It is given out i the Houſe ſo, I aflure you; 6 
But keep your Right to your ſelf, and not acquaind 
A common Lawyer with your Caſe. If he. Fa 
Once find the Gap, a thouſand wi leap after, 
Ul. tell you more anon. 
Ple. This Riddle ſhews | 
A little like a Love-trick, o one face, 1 5 
If I could underſtand it. I will * it. 


# 


CHORUS, 


Dam. But whom doth your Poet mean now he this 
Mr. Bias? what Lord's Secretary doth he purpoſe to 
perſonate or perſtringe ? 

Boy. Vou might as well ask me, what 1 
or Alderman's Mate, he meant by Sir Moarh Intereſt? | 
or what eminent Lawyer, by the ridiculous Mr. Pra. 
ice? who hath rather his Name invented for Laughs 
ter, than any Offence or Injury it can ſtick on the 
RI TIONS of the Laws And ſo the wiſe ones 
WIII thin 
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Pro, It is an inſidious Queſtion, Brother Damplay / 
Iniquity it ſelf would not have urg'd it. Ir is picking 


the Lock of the Scene, not opening it the fair Way 
with a Key. A Play, though it apparel, and preſent 
Vices in general, flies from all particularities in Per- 


ſons, Would you ask of Plautut, and Terence, (if 
they both liv'd now) who were Davns or Pſeudolus in 
the Scene? who Pyrgopolinicet or Thraſo? who Euclio 
of Menedemus ? V 
Boy. Ves, he would: And inquire of Martial, or 
any other Epigrammatiſt, who he meant by Titius or 
Sejus, (the common Fohu a Note, or John a Stile) 


under whom they note all Vices and Errors, taxable 


to the Times: As if there could not be a Name fora 
Folly fitted to the Stage, but there muſt be a Perſon 
in nature found out to own it. 


Dam. Why, I can fancy a Perſon to my ſelf, Boy, 


« 


who ſhall hinder me? _ 

Boy. And in not publiſhing him, you do no Man 
an Injury, Bur if you will utter your own ill Mean- 
ing on thar Perſon, under the Author's Words, you 
mane a Libel of his Comedy, /// 

Dam. O, he told us that in a Prologue, long ſince, 

Boy. If you do the ſame reprehenſible ill things, 
ſtill the ſame Reprehenſion will ferve you, tho? you 
heard it afore: They are his own words: I can in- 
vent no better, nor he. C229 | 

Pro. It is the ſolemn vice of Interpretation, that 
deforms the Figure of many a fair Scene, by drawin 
it awry; and, indeed, is the civil Murder of th. 

ood Plays: If I ſee a thing vively preſented on the 

tage, that the Glaſs of Cuſtom (which is Comedy) is 


ſo held up to me by the Poet, as I can therein view 


the daily Examples of Mens Lives, and Images of 
'Fruth, in their Manners, fo drawn for my Delight, 
or Profit, as I may (either way) uſe them: and will 
I, (rather than make that true Uſe) hunt out the Per- 


ſons to defame, by my Malice of miſapplying? and 
OT | g | | 1 
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mperil the Innocence and Candour of the Author, by 

his Calumny? It is an unjuſt way of hearing and be- 

holding Plays, this, and moſt unbecoming a Gene. 
man to appear malignantly witty in anothers Work. 

Boy. They are no other but narrow and ſhrunk na- 

, tures, ſhrivell'd up, poor things, that cannot think 
well of themſelves, who dare to detract others. That 
Signature is upon them, and it will laſt. A half-wit- 

ted Barbariſm! which no Barbers Art, or his Balls, 
will ever expunge or take out. | . 
Dam. Why, Boy? This were a ſtrange Empire, or 
rather a Tyranny, you would entitle your Poet to, 
over Gentlemen, that they ſnould come to hear, and 
ſee Plays, and ſay nothing for their Monex. 
Box. O, yes, ſay what you will; fo it be to purs 
poſe and in place. | „ rao 
Dam. Can any thing be out of purpoſe at a Play? I 
ſee no reaſon, if I come here, and give my eighteen 
Pence, or two Shillings for my Seat, but I ſhould 
take it out in Cenſure, on the Sage. 5 | 
Boy. Your two Shilling worth is allow'd you: but 
you will take your ten Shilling worth, your rwenty 
Shilling worth, and more: And teach others (about 
you) to do the like, that follow your leading Face; 
as if you were to cry up and down every Scene by 
confederacy, be it right or wrong. | . 
Dam. Who ſhould teach us the right, or wrong, 
at a Play? %% + 
Boy. If your own Science cannot do it, or the love 
of Modeſty and Truth; all other Intreaties, or Ate 
tempts are vain. You are fitter Sectators for the Bears, 

þ than us, or the Puppets. This is a popular Ignorance 

7 indeed, ſomewhat better apparel'd in you, than the 

: People; but a hard-handed and ſtiff Ignorance, wor- 

thy a Trewel, or a Hammer-man; and not only fit to 

| be ſcorn'd, but to be triumph'd oer. Fa. 

, Daw. By when, By Co In 

| Boy. No particular, but the general Neglect, and 

ee -  filence; 
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404 | 
_ filence. Good Maſter Damplay, be your ſelf ſtill, 
without a Second: Few here are of your Opinion to 


The Magnetick Lady. 


day, I hope; to morrow, I am ſure there will be 
none, when they have ruminated this. 3 
Pro. Let us mind what you come for, the Play, 


which will draw on to the Epiraſis now. 


ACT WL. SCENE I. 


15 : Item, Needle, Keep, Pleaſance. 


Item. Here's Mr. Doctor 1 


Nee. O, Mr. Tim. Item, 


His learned Pothecary! you arc welcome: 


He is within at Dinner. 
Item. Dinner! Death! . 
That he will eat now, having ſuch a Buſineſs, 


That ſo concerns him! 


Nee, Why, can any buſineſs 
Concern a Man like his Meat? 

Tem. O, twenty Millions, 
To a Phyſician that's in Practice: I - 
Do bring him News from all the Points o'the Compaſs, 
(That's all the parts of the ſublunary Globe) 
Of times, and double times. | 

Nee, In, in, ſweet Item, 


And furniſh forth the Table with your News: 


Deſerve your Dinner: Sow out your whole Bag full: 


| The Gueſts will hear it. 


Item. I heard they were out. „„ | 
Nee. But they are piec'd, and put together again; 
You may go in, you'll find them at high eating: 
The Parſon has an edifying Stomach, 
And a eee (like his Name:) 
He hath begun three draughts of Sack in Dofrines, 
And four in Uſes. 5 
lim. And they follow him? Nes. 
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Nee. No, Sir Diaphanous is a Recuſant 

In Sack. He only takes it in French Wine, 

With an allay of Water, In, in, Item, 

And leave your peeping. 

Keep. I have a month's mind, 

To peep a little too, Sweet Mas' Needle, 

How are they ſct? 

Nee. At the Boards-end, my Lady 
Keep. And my young Miſtreſs by her? 

Mes. Yes, the Parſon 

On the right Hand (as he'll not loſe his Place 

For thruſting) and *gainſt him Mrs. Poliſh - 

Next, Sir Diaphanous, againſt Sir Math; 

Knights, one again another: Then the Soldier, 

The Man of War; and Man of Peace, the Lawyer; 

Then the pert Doctor, and the politick Bias, 

And Mr. Compaſs circumſcribeth all. 
ple. Nurſe Keep, Nurſe Keep!” [LA Noiſe within; 
Nee. What Noiſe is that within? 

Ple, Cometo my Miſtreſs, all their Weapons are out} 
Nee. Miſchief of Men! what day, what hour is this? 
Keep. Run for the Cellar of Strong · waters, rs y. 


8 S E N E II. 
T0 them after, conpeſi bent * 


Com. Were you a Mad-man to do this ar Table? 
And trouble all the Gueſts, to affright the 1 
And Gentle women? 

tron, Pox upo' your Women, 

And your half-man there, Court Sir Amber gin, 

A perfum'd Braggart: He muſt drink his Wine 

With three parts Water; and have Amber in that too; 
Com. And you muſt therefore break his Face with 

And waſh his Noſe in Winee (a 2277 | 
Iron. Cannot he drink f 2 

In Orthodox, but he muſt have his Gur, WET 

And Panym Drugs? Com. 
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EKecp. She's ſomewhat better. 
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com. You ſhould have us'd the Glaſs 


Rather as Balance, than the Sword of Juſtice: x 
But you have cut his Faee with it, he bleeds. 


Come, you ſhall take your Sanctuary with me; 


The whole Houſe will be up in Arms *gainſt you elſe, 


Within this half hour: this way to my Lodging. 


Rut, Lad V Poliſn, Keep carrying Placentia over the Stage, 
Pleaſance, Item. - 


Rur. A moſt rude Aion! carry her to her Bed; 
And uſe the Fricace to her, with thoſe Oils. 


Keep Jour News, Item, now, and tend this buſineſs. 


Good Goſſip look to her. 


Pol. How do you, ſweet Charge? 
Keep. She's in a Sweat. 1 5 


' , Pal. I, and a faint Sweat, marr . 


Rut. Let her alone to Tim; he has Directions. 


I'll hear your News, Tim. Item, when you ha' done. 
Lad. Was ever ſuch a Gueſt brought to my Table? 


Nut. Theſe boiſtrous Soldiers ha' no better Breeding, 
Here Mr. Compaſs comes: Where's your Captain, 
Rudbudibraſs de Ironſide ? the | 

Com. Gone out of Doors. | | 

Lad. Would he had ne*er come in them, I may wiſh. 
He has diſcredited my Houſe, and Board, 
With his rude ſwaggering Manners, and endanger'd 
My Neice's Health (by drawing of his Weapon) 
God knows how far; for Mr. Doctor does not. 

Gm. The Doctor is an Aſs then, if, he ſay ſo, 


And cannot with his conjuring Names, Hippocrates, 


Galen, or Raſis, Avicen, Averroes, i 
Cure a pure Wenches falling in a Swoon: 


Which a poor Farthing chang'd in Roſa ſolis, 


Or Cynnamon Water would. 
Lad. How now? how does ſhe? 


e Magnetick Lady. 10 
Mr. Item has brought her | 
A little about. .  .--- 76 

Pol. But there's Sir Moath, your Brother, 
Is fall'n into a fit o the Happyplex, a 
It were a happy place for him and us 
If he could ſteal to Heaven thus: All the Houſe 
Are calling Mr. Doctor. Mr. Doctor. . 
The Parſon he has gi'n him gone, this half hour; 
He's pale in the Mouth already for the fear 


9 


O' the fierce Captain. 5 
Lad. Help me to my Chamber, 
Nurſe Keep: would I could ſee the day no more, 
But night hung over me, like ſome dark Cloud; 
That, buried with this loſs of my good name, 
I and my Houſe might periſh, thus forgotten 
Com. Her taking it to heart thus, more afflicts me 


Than all theſe accidents, for they'll blow over, 
SCENE III. 
Practice, Silk-worm, Compaſs. 


Pra. It was a barbarous injury, I confeſs: 

But if you will be counſell'd, Sir, by me, 

The reverend Law lies open to repair 

Your Reputation. That will gi you damages; 

Fixe thouſand Pound for a Finger, I have known 

Given in Court; and let me pack your Jury. 4 
Silk. There's nothing yexes me, but that he has ſtain'd 

My new white Sattin Doublet, and beſpatter'd 

My ſpick and ſpan Silk-ſtockings o the day 

They were drawn on; and here's a ſpot i' my Hoſe too. 
Com. Shrewd maims! your Clothes are wounded 

deſperately; | 1 


And that (I think) troubles a Courtier more, 
An exact Courtier, than a gaſh in his Fleſh. [much 
Silk, My Fleſh? 1 ſwear had he giv'n me twice 
I never ſhould ha' reckon'd it. But my Clothes 
To be defac'd and * ſo foully! ö 
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I take it as a Contumely done me 5 

Above the wiſdom of our Laws to right, 
Com. Why, then you'll challenge him? 
— 8 - 

Though Mr. Practice here doth urge the Law; 

And reputation it will make me of credit 

Beſide great damages. (Let him pack my Jury.) 
Com, He ſpeaks like Mr. Practice, one that is 

The Child of a Profeſſion he's vow'd to, 

And ſervant to the ſtudy he hath taken, 

A pure Apprentice at Law! But you muſt have 

The Counſel o' the Sword, and ſquare your action 

Unto their Canons, and that Brotherhood, 

If you do right. | 
Pra. I tell you, Mr. Compaſi, | 

You 7 9c not like a Friend-unto the Laws, 

Nor ſcarce a Subject, to perſwade him thus 

Uto the breach o' the Peace; Sir, you forget 
There is a Court above, of the Star- Chamber, 

To puniſh Routs and Riots. | 
Com. No, young Maſter, 1 Ls 

Although your Name be Practice there in Term-time, 


* 


I do remember it. But you'll not hear bah 
What I was bound to ſay; but like a wild © 

_ Young haggard Juſtice, fly at breach o' the Peace, 
Before you know whether the amorous Knight 
Dares break the Peace of Conſcience in a Duel. 

Silk, Troth, Mr. Compaſs, I take you my Friend 

You ſhall appoint of me in any matter 4 
That's reaſonable, ſo we may meet fair, 

On even terms. | 1” If 

Com. I ſhall perſwade no other, 1 1 

(And take your learned Council to adviſe you) 

I'll run along with him. You ſay you'll meet him 

On even terms. I do not ſee indeed 

How that can be "twixt /ronſide and you, 

Now | conſider it. He is my Brother. 


1 do confeſs (we ha' calld fo twenty year:) 


But | 
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But you are, 'Sir, a Knight in Court, allied there, ä 18 5 
And ſo befriended, you may eaſily anſwer 
The worſt Succeſs: He a known, noted, bold 


Boy o' the Sword, hath all Mens Eyes u 
And there's no London- Jury, but are led 
In Evidence, as far by common Fame, 
As they are by preſent Depoſition. | 
Then you have many Brethren; and near Kinſmen, 
If he kill you, it will be a laſting Quarrel 


pon him; 


Twixt them, and him. Whereas. Rud. Tronfide, + 
Although he ha' got his Head into a Beaver, 
With a huge Feather, s but a Corriers Son, 
And has not two old Cordov'an Skins to leaye 
In Leather Caps to mourn him in, if he die. 
Again, you are generally beloy'd, he hated _ 
80 much, that all the Hearts and Votes of Men 
Go with you, in the wiſhing all Proſperity - 
. Unto your Purpoſe: He's a fat, corpulent, . 
Unwieldy Fellow; you, a dicted Spark, 
Fit for the Combat. He has kill'd ſo many, 
As it is ten to one his Turn is next: 
You never fought with any; leſs, flew any: 
And therefore have the hopes before you. 
I hope theſe things, thus ſpecified unto you, 
Are fair advantages; you cannot encounter 
Him upon equal terms. Beſide, Sir Si/&-worr, . 
He hath done you wrong in a moſt high degree: 
And ſenſe of ſuch an Injury receiv d. 
Should ſo exacuate, and whet your Choler, | 
As you ſhould count your ſelf an Hoſt of Men. 
Compar'd to him. And therefore you, Brave Sit, 
Have no more Reaſon to provoke, or challenge 
Him, than the huge great Porter has to try | 
His Strength upon an Infant. | 
Silk. Mr, co, „ 
You rather ſpur, me on, than any way 
Abate my Courage to the Enterprize, 4 
Cam. All Counſel's as it's taken; If you ſtand | 


On 


„ 
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On point of Honour, not t' have any Odds, 
I have rather then diſſuaded you, than otherwiſe: 
If upon Terms of Humour and Revenge, 
J have encourag'd you. So that I think, 

I have done the part of a Friend on either fide: 

In furniſhing your Fear with matter firſt, 

If you have any: Or, if you dare fight, 

To heighten and confirm your Reſolution. 

Pra. I now do crave your Pardon, Mr, Compaſs : 

I did not apprehend your way before, 1 
The true Perimiter of it; you have Circles, 

And ſuch fine Draughts about! 

' Silk, Sir, I do thank you, 
I thank you, Mr. Compaſs, heartily. 
I muſt confeſs, I never fought before, 

And I'll be glad to do things orderly, 

In the 2 — lace: I pray you inſtruct me. 

Ist beſt J fight ambitiouſly, or maliciouſly ? 

. Om. Sir, if you never fought before, be waty, 
Truſt not your ſelf too much. „ 
Silk. Why? I aſſure you, | 

I'm very angry. - | 

Com. Do not ſuffer, though, 

The flatuous, windy Choler of your Heart, 

To move the Clapper of your Underſtanding, 

Which is the guiding Faculty, your Reaſon : 

You know not, if you'll fight, or no, being brought 
 Upo' the Place. | Co 
Silk, O yes, I have imagin d 

Him treble arm'd, provok'd too, and as furious 
As Homer makes Achilles; and I find 

My ſelf not frighted with his Fame one jot. 

Com. Well, yet take heed. Theſe Fights imaginary 

Are leſs than Skirmiſhes; the fight of Shadows: 

For Shadows have their figure, motion, 

And their umbratil Action, from the real 

Poſture and motion of the Body's Act: 
Whereas (imaginarily) many times, 


Thoſe 


jund fp. x J 
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Thoſe men may fight, dare ſcarce eye one another, 
And much leſs meer. Bur if there be no hel 
Faith I would wiſh you, ſend him a fair Chalings: 
Silk. 1 will go pen it preſently. hs 
Com, But word it 
In the moſt generous terms, 
Silk. Let me alone. 
Pra. And ſilken Phraſe; the courtlieft kind of el 
Com. He'll make it a Foririon for bis Peace. 


Pra. O, yes, of Right, and be may dit by Law, 
8 


Rut, Palate, Bias bringing out Intereſt in a Chair 8 
b : item, Poliſh, following. 


Rur. Come, bring him out into the Air a little: 
There, ſet him down. 2 him, yet bow him more, 
Dafh that ſame Glaſs of Water in his Face: 

Now tweak him by the Noſe. Hard, harder yet: 

If it but call the Blood up from the Heart, 

I ask no more. See, what a Fear can do! 

Pinch him in the Nape, of the Neck now; nip him, nip 
Ite. He feels, there's Life in him. 925 [ him, 
Pal. He groans, and ſtirs, | 
Rur. Tell him the Captain 5 gone. 

Int. Ha! 

Pal. He's gone, Sir. 

_ 05 him a box, hard, hard, on his left Ear, 

Rur. How do you feel your ſelf 2 

Int. Sore, ſore. 

Rut. But where? „ 

Int. I' my Neck, 

Rur. I nipt him ene 

Int. And i' my Head. 

Rut 1 box'd him twice, or thrice, to moys Re 

Sinews., | 
Bia, I ſwear you did, „ Tol. 
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Pol. What a brave Man's a Doctor, 
Ta beat one into Health! I thought his Blows 


Would een ha? kill'd him; he did feel no more 


Than a great Horſe. 
Int. Is the wild Captain gone? 
That Man of murther ? 
Bia. All is calm and quiet. 
Int. Say you ſo, Couſin Bias? Then all's well, 
Pal. How quickly a man is loſt! 
Bia. And ſoon recover d! 
Pol. Where there are means, and 1 men, 
And their Apothecaries, who are not now, 
(As Chaucer ſays) their Friendſhip to begin. 
Well, could they teach each other how to win 
J their ſwath Band 
Kut. Leave your Poetry, good Gollip, 


' Your Chaucer's Clouts, and waſh your Diſhes with em; 


We muſt rub up the Roots of his Diſeaſe, 

And craye your Peace awhile, or elſe your Abſence, 
Fol. Nay, I know when to hold my Peace. 

* + Mut. Then-doit..- 5 - 
 Gi' me your Hand, Sir Alaarb. Let's fecl your Pulſe. 
It is a Purſineſs, a kind of Stoppage, 

Or tumour o the Purſe, for want of Exerciſe, 

That you are troubled with: Some Ligatures 

I'ch' Neck of your Vie, or Marſupium 

Are fo cloſe knit, that you cannot evaporate z 

And therefore you muſt uſe Relaxatives. | 

Beſide, they ſay, you are ſo reſtive grown, 

You cannot bur with trouble put your Hand 

Into your Pocket, to diſcharge a Reckoning. 

And this we Sons of Phyſick do call Chiragra, 

A kind of Cramp, or Hand-gout. You hall purge fort. 
Ire. Indeed your Worſhip ſhould do well t adviſe him 

To cleanſe his Body, all the three — 91005 


| That i is, by Sweat, Purge, and Phleb 0t0my. 


Rut. Youſay well, learned Tim I'll firſt preſeribebim 
To give his Purſe a Purge, once, twice a Week 
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Ar Dice, or Cards: And when the Weather is open, 
Sweat at a Bowling-Ally z or be let Blood 
I' the lending Vein, and bleed a matter of fifty, 
Or threeſcore Ounces at a time. Then put 
Your Thumbs under your Girdle, and have ſomebody 
Elſe pull out your Purſe for you, till with more. cale, 
And a good Habit, you can do it your ſelf. 
And then be ſure always to keep good Diet; 
And ha' your Table furniſh'd from one end 
Unto t'other: It is good for the Eyes 
But feed you on one Diſh ſtill, ha' your Diet-drink 
Ever in Bottles ready, which muſt come 


From the King's-head: I will preſcribe you nothing, 
Bur what I'll take before you mine own ſelf: _ 
That is my courſe with all my Patients. 
Pal. Very methodical, ſecundum Artem. 
Bia, And very ſafe pro captu recipientis, _ . 
Pol. All errant learned Men, how they ſpute Latin! 
Rut. 1 had it of a Few, and a great Rabbi, 
Who every morning caſt his Cup of White-wine 
With Sugar, and by the Reſidence i' the bottom, 
Would make report of any Chronick Malady, 
Such as Sir Moatb's is, being an Oppilation, 
In that you call the Neck o the Money - bladder, 
Moſt anatomical, and by Diſſection. | 
Enter Nurſe. 1 be 
Keep. O, Mr. Doctor, and his Pothecary! 
Good Mr. Item, and my Miſtreſs Poliſh! 
We need you all above! She's fall'n again, 
In a worſe Fit than ever. 35 
Pol. Who? _ | | 
Keep. Your Charge. | 
Pol. Come away, Gentlemen, 
Int. This Fit with the Doctor, 
Hath mended me paſt Expectation. 
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Cs 'SC E NE . 5 
ene, Diaphanous, Praftice, Bias, Tronfude: 


. O Sir Diaphanous, ha you Genet. 


Dis, I ha brought it. 

Pra. That's we 5 

Com. But who ſhall carry it now? 

Dia. A Friend: 
Tl] find a Friend to carry it; Mr. Bias here 
Will not deny me that. 

Bia. What is't? 

Dia. To carry 


A Challeng el Fave. writ unto the Captain. 
t 


Bias, Faith, but I will, Sir; you ſhall pardon me 


Fora twi-reaſon of State: I'll bear no Challenges; 


I will not hazard my Lord's Favour ſo; 

Or forfeit mine own Judgment with his Honour, 
To turn a Ruffian: I have to commend me 
Nought but his Lordſhip's good Opinion; 

And to't my Kallygraphy, a fair Hand, 155 
Fit for a Secretary: Now you know, a Man' $ Hand 
Being his executing Part in fight, 

Is more obnoxious to the common Peril 


Dia. You ſhall not fight, Sir, you ſhall only ſcarch 


My Antagoniſt, commit us fairly there 


Upo' the Ground on equal terms. 
Bia. O, Sir! 


But if my Lord ſhould hear I ſtood at end 


Of any Quarrel, 'twere an end of me 
In a State-courſe! I ha' read the Politicks; 
And heard th' Opinions of our beſt Divines. 
chm. The Gentleman has Reaſon! Where was firſt 
The birth of your Acquaintance? or the Cradle _ 
Of your ftri Friendſhip made? : 
Dia. We met in France, Sir. 
Om. In Fance! that Garden of Handley; 1 
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The very Seed-plot of all Courtefies 
I wonder that your Friendſhip ſuck d that Aliment, - 
The Milk of France; and ſee this four Effect 
It doth produce, gainſt all the ſweets of Travel: 
There, every Gentleman profeſſing Arms, 
Thinks he is bound in Honour te. imbrace = 
The bearing of a Challenge for another, 
Without or queſtioning the Cauſe, or asking 
Leaſt colour of a Reaſon. There's no Cowardice, 
No ha. ph like urging why? wherefore? 
But carry a Challenge, die, and do the thing, 
Bias. Why, hear you, Mr. Compaſs, I but crave 
Your Ear in private: I would carry his Challenge, 
If 1 but hop'd your Captain angry enough 
To kill him: For (to tell you truth) this Knight 
Is an Impertinent in Court, (we think him:) _ 
And troubles my Lord's Lodgings, and his Table 
With frequent, and unneceſſary Viſits 
Which we (the better ſort of Servants) like not: 
Being his Fellows in all other Places 
But at our Maſter's Board; and we diſdain 
To do thoſe ſervile Offices, oft · times, . | 
His fooliſh Pride and Empire will exact, 
Againſt the Heart, or Humour of a Gentleman. 
Com. Truth, Mr. Bias, I'd not ha'you'think 
I ſpeak to flatter you; but you are ne 
O' the deepeſt Politicks I ever met, 
And the moſt ſubtilly rational. I admire you. 
But do not you conceive in ſuch a caſe, | 
That you are acceſſory to his Death, - 
From whom you carry a Challenge with ſuch purpoſe. 
Bie. Sir, the Corruption of one thing in Nature, 
Is held the Generation of another; | 
And therefore, . 1 had as lieve be acceſſory _ 
 Vato his Death, as to his Life. 
Moral Philoſophy too! you'll carry*t then: 
Moral Philoſophy too! yow'll carry-t then. 
Bias, If 1 9 ſure 'twould not incenſe his Ro 
1 5 ; f To 
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To beat the Meſſenger. 

m. O ll ſecure you, 
You ſhall deliver it in my Lodging, fafely, 
And do your Friend a ſervice worthy thanks, 

Bias. I'll venture it upon ſo good Induction, 

To rid the Court of an Impediment, 3 


This Baggage Knight. Enter Ironſide. 


Iro. Peace to you all, Gentlemen, 
Save to this Muſhroom, who 1 hear is menacing 


Me with a Challenge; which I come to ab, tire? 


And ſave the Law a labour. Will you fight, Sir? 
Dia, Yes, in my Shirt, 

Iro. O, that's to fave your Doublet; 
I know it a Court · trick; you had rather have 
An Ulcer i in your Bedy, than a Pink 5 
More i' your Clothes. 

Dis, Captain, you are a Coward, . 

If you'll not fight i' your Shirt. | 
Ae Sir, L do not mean . 
2 it off for that, nor yet my Doublet: 0D 
u've cauſe to call me Coward, that more fear 

The ſtroke of the common and life-giving Air, 
Than all your Fury, and the l 

Pra. (Which is at beſt, but a thin Linnen Armour.) 
I think a Cup of generous Wine were better, ” 
Than fightin ng er Shirts... 

Dia. Sir, Sir, my Valour, 
It is a Valour of another nature, | 
Than to be mended by a Cup of Wine, 
cm. | ſhould be glad to hear of any Valours, 
Differing in kind; who have known hitherto, | 
Only one Virtue, they call Fortitude, 
Worthy the name of Valour, 

Iro. Which, who hath not, 
Is juſtly thoughr a Coward: And he is ſuch, 


Dia, O, you ha“ read the Play there, the New Inn, 


of Jobnſon 's, that decries all other W, 
But what is for * publick. 


(; 3 


9 rw 


Iro. 
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Tro. I do that too, VVV 
Bur did not learn it there; I think no Valour 
Lies for a private cauſe. | 33 
Dia. Sir, I'Il redargue you 
By diſputation, _ 
Com. O let's hear this! „ 
I long to hear a Man diſpute in his Shirt 
Of Valour, and his Sword drawn in his Hand. 
Pra. His Valour will take cold; put on your Doublet. 
Com. His Valour will keep cold, you are deccig d; 
And reliſh much the ſweerer in our Ears: "US 
It may be too, i' the ordinance of nature, 
Their Valours are not yet ſo combatant, 
Or truly antagoniſtick, as to fight, 
But may admit to hear of ſome diviſions 
Of Fortitude, may put em off their quarrel. 
Dia. 1 would have no Man think me ſo ungovern'd, 
Or ſubje& to my paſſion, hut I can | 
Read him a Lecture twixt my undertakings 
And executions: I do know all kinds 5 
Of doing the buſineſs, which the Town calls Valour. 
Com. Ves, he has read the Town, Town-top's his Au- 
Your firſt ? TO OT, TT. [thor! 
Dia. Is a raſh headlong unexperience. 5 
Tom. Which is in Children, Fools, or your Street- 
O' the firſt head. | ___ [Gallants 
Pra. A pretty kind of Valour! _ Vang, 
Com. Commend him, he will ſpin it out in's Shirt, 
Fine, as that Thread, | 
Dia, The next, an indiſcreet 7 —- : 
Preſumption, grounded upon often ſcapes. > 
Com. Or th inſufficiency of Adverſaries: 2 
And this is in your common fighting Brothers. 
Vour old Perdu's, who (after a time) do think, 
The one, that they are Shot- free, the other Sword- 
Your third? | free. 
Dia. Is nought but an exceſs of choller, 
That reigns in teſty old Men —= _ a 
Vo L. IV. : D d £4 , Con. 
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Com. Noble Mens Porters, 
And ſclf-conceited Poets; . 
Dia. And is rather 
A Peeviſhneſs, than any part of Valour, . 
Pra. He but rehearſes, he concludes no Valour. 


Com. A hiſtory of Diſtempers, as they are _—_ 


His Harangue undertaketh, and no more. 
Your next? 

Dia. Is a dull deſperate reſolving. 8 
Com. In caſe of ſome neceſſitous miſcry, 0 or 
Incumbent miſchief, 

Pra. Narrowneſs of Mind, 

Or Ignorance being the root of it. 


Dia. Which thouſhalt ſind in 1 | 


Com, Bankrupt Merchants, undiſcovered Traytors. 
Fra. Or your exemplified Malefactors, 

That have turviv'd their infamy and puniſhment. 
Com. One that hath loſt his Ears by a juſt ſentence 
O' the Star- Chamber, a right valiant Knave — 

And is a Hiſtrionical contempt 
Of what a Man fears moſt ; it being a miſchief 
In his own apprehenſion unavoidable. ; 
Pra. Whic is in Cowards wounded mortally, 
Or Thieves adjudg{d to die. 8 
Com. This is a Valour 
I ſhould deſire much to ſee incourag - dz 
As being a ſpecial entertainment 
For our rogue People, and make oft good ſport 
Unto em, from the Gallows to the Ground. 
Dia. But mine is a judicial reſolving, 
Or liberal undertaking of a danger —— 
Com. That might be avoided. 
Dia. I, and with aſſurance, | 
That it is found in een and Gentlemen 
Of the beſt ſheaf. 
Com. W ho baving Lives to loſe, 
Like private Meg have yet a world of Honour 
And Pe tation to defend: 90 
| Lia. 


4. 


The Magmeich Lady. 419 


Dia. Which in the brave hiſtorificd- ST 
And Romans, you ſhall read of. 

Com. And (no doubt) 
May in-our Aldermen meet it, and their Deputies, 
The Soldiers of the City, valiant Blades, 
Who (rather than their Houſes ſhould be ranſack' Dy 
Would fight it out, like ſo many wild Beaſts; 4 
Not for the fury they are commonly arm'd with, 


But the cloſe manner of their fight, and cuſtom 
Of joyning Head to Head, and Foot to Foot. 


„o. And which of theſe ſo well-preſt reſolutions 
Am I to encounter now? For commonly, | 
Men that have ſo much choice before em, have 


Some trouble to reſolve of any one. 


Bia. There are three Valours yer, which Sir Dia- | 


Hath (with his leave) not touch'd. 8 [phanons 


Dia. Lea; which are thoſe ? 

Pra. He perks at that! 

Com. Nay, he does more, he chatters. 
Bia. A philoſophical contempt of Death 


Is one: Then an infuſed kind of Valour, 


Wrought in us by aur Qenii, or good Spirits; 
Of which the gallant Erhnicks had deep ſenſe, 
Who generally held, that no great Stateſman, 
Scholar, or Soldier, cer did any thing 

Sine divino aliquo afflatu. 


Pra. But there's a Chriſtian Valour bove theſe too; 


Bia, Which is a quiet patient toleration, 
Of whatſoever the malicious World 


With Injury doth unto you; and conſiſts | 


In Paſſion more than Action, Sir Diaphanous. 
Dia, Sure, I do take mine to be Chriſtian Valour--- 
Com, You may miſtake though. Can 88 juſtifis 
On any cauſe this ſeeking to deface 
The divine Image in a Man? | 
Bia, O, Sir! 


Let 'em alone: Is not Diaphanous 


As much a divine DO as is Ironfide? Let 
Dil | 


2 
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Let Images fight, if they will fight, a God's Name 


SUCENE 
To them intervening, Keep, Needle, Intereſt. 


Wee are undone. 
Com, What ails the frantick Nurſe? 
Nep. My Miſtreſs is undone, ſhe's eryivg out! 
Where is this Man trow? Mr. Needle? 
- Nan Fare. 
Keep. Run for the Party, Mrs. Chair, the Midwife: 
Nay, look how the Man ſtands as he were gok't! 
She's loſt if you not haſte away the . 
Nee. Where is the Dodtor??!k 
Keep. Where a ſcoffing Man is. 
And his Apothecary, little better; 
They laugh and jeer at all: will you diſpatch, 
And fetch the party quickly to our Miſtreſs? 
We are all undone! The Tympany will out elſe. 
Int. N Ik news, good news, better than butter d 
news 
My Neice is found with Child, the Doctor ls me, 
Aud fall'n in labour, 
Com, How? | 
Int. The Portion's paid! 
The Portion — O the Captain! Is be here? ¶ Exit. 
Fra. H' has ſpy'd your Swords out! put em up, 


Keep, Where's Mr. Needle? Saw you Mr. Needle ? 


up; 
You're driven bim hence, and yet your quarrel's end- 
Iro. In a moſt ſtrange diſcovery. led. 


Fra. Of light Gold. 


Dia. And crack d within the Ring. I take the Omen 
As a good Omen. 


Pra. Then put up your Sword, 
And on your-Doublet. Give the . thanks. 
Dia. I had been ſlur'd elſe. Thank you, noble Captain; 
Your 1 caus d all this. 


Iro. 


| tro, Where's Compaſi? 

Pe. Gone, mY TS 1 A 

Shrunk hence, contracted to his Center, I fear. 
Ire. The lip is his then. 

Dia. I had like t' have been 

Abusꝰ'd i' the buſineſs, had the flip ſlur'd on me, 

A counterfeit. „ : 

Bias. Sir, we are all abus'd: 

As many as were brought on to be Suitors; 

And we will joyn in thanks, all to the Captain, 

And to his fortune that ſo brought us off. | 


CHORUS. 
Dam. This was a pitiful poor ſhift o your Poet, 


Bor, to make his prime Woman with Child, and fall in 


labour, juſt to compoſe a quarrel. 

Boy. With whoſe borrowed Ears have you heard, 
Sir, all this while, that you can miſtake the current 
of our Scene ſo} The ſtream of the Argument threat- 
ned her being with Child from the very beginning; 
for it preſented her in the firſt of the ſecond Al 
with ſome apparent Note of Infirmi:y or Defect, from 
knowledge of which the Auditory were rightly to be 


ſuſpended by the Author, till the Quarrel, which was - 


but the accidental Cauſe, haſtned on the Diſcovery 
of it, in occaſioning her affright, which made her 
fall into her Throws preſently, and within that com» 
| Paſs of time allowed to the Comedy; wherein the Poet 
expreſt his prime Artifice, rather than any Error, that 


the detection of her being with Child, ſhould deter- 


mine the Quarrel, which had produc'd ir. | 
Pro. The Boy is too hard for you, Brother Damplay, 
beſt mark the Play, and let him alone. | 


Dam. I care not for marking the Play; I'll damn it, 
talk, and do that I come for. I will not have Gentle- 


men loſe their Privilege, nor I my ſelf my Preroga- 
tive, for ne'cr an over-grown or ſuperannuated Poet 
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of 'em all. He ſhall not give me the Law: I will 
cenſure and be witty, and take my Tobacco, and en- 
joy my Magna Charta of Reprehenſion, as my Prede- 
ceſſors have done before me. „ 
Boy. Even to licence and abſurdity. . 
Pro, Not now, becauſe the Gentlewomas is in tra- 
vel, and the Midwife may come on the ſooner, to 
put her and us out of our pain. 
Dam, Well, look to your Buſineſs afterward, Boy, 
that all things be clear, and come properly forth, ſuit- 
ed and ſet together; for I will ſearch what follows 
ſeverely, and to the nail. 
Boy. Let your Nail run ſmooth then, and not ſcratch, 
leſt the Author be bold to pare it to the quick, and 
make it ſmart: you'll find him as ſevere as your ſelf. 
Dam. A ſhrewd Boy! and has me every where. The 
Midwife is come, ſhe has made haſ te. 


1 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
| L Chair, Needle, Keep. | 


Cha. 81 AY, Mr. Needle, you do prick too faſt 
Upo' the Buſineſs : I muſt take ſome breath: 

Lend me my Stool; you ha' drawn a Stich upon me, 
In faith, Son Needle, with your haſte, 

Nee. Good Mother, piece up this Breach: III gr 
you a new Gown, ' ( - 
A new Silk Grogoran Gown, Tl do't, Mother, 
Keep. Whar'll you do? You ha? done too much al- 


ready, 1 

With your prick- ſeam and through- ſtitch, Mr. Needle. 
] pray you it not fabling here oſd Tales, 

| Good Mother Chair, the Midwite, but come up. 


: _ SCENE 
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-$CENE l. 
Cumpaſi, Keep, Practice. 


cm. How now, Nurſe? where's my Lady? 
Keep. In her Chamber, 5 8 
Lock d up, I think: ſhe'll ſpeak with no body. 
Com. Knows ſhe o' this accident? 1 
Keep. Alas, Sir! no: _ | 
Would ſhe might never know it. 
Pra. I think her Ladyſbip 
'Toc vertuous, and too nobly innocent, 
To have a hand in ſo ill-form'd a Buſineſs. | 
Com. Your Thought, Sir, is a brave Thought, and a 
The Child now to be born is not more frec | ſafe one; 
From the aſperſion of all ſpot than ſhe. — 
She have her Hand in plot *gainſt Mr. Practice, 
If there were nothing elſe, whom the ſo loves, 
Cries up and values ? knows to be a Man 
Mark'd out for a Chief Juſtice in his Cradle, 
Or a Lord Paramount, the Head o' the Hall, 
The Top or the Top-gallant of our Law? 
Aſſure your ſelf, ſhe could not ſo deprave 
The rectitude of her Judgment, to wiſh you 
Unto a Wife might prove your Infamy, _ 
Whom ſhe eſteem'd that part o' the Commonwealth; 
And had up for Honour to her Blood. | | 
Pra. I muſt confeſs a * Bcholdingneſs 
Unto her Ladyſhip's Offer, and good Wiſhes. 
But the truth is, I never had affeftion, _ 
Or any liking, to this Neice of hers, 
Com, You foreſaw ſomewhat then? 
Pra, I had my Notes, | 
And my Prognoſticks. 
Com. You read Almanach, | | 
And ſtudy em to ſome purpoſe, I believe. 
Pra, I do confeſs, I do believe, and pray too. 
„ G4 Accord- 
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According to the Planets, at ſome times. 

Com. And do obſerve the Sign in making Love? 

Pra, As in Phlebotomy, 

Com, And chuſe your Miſtreſs 
By the good Days, and leave her by the bad? 

Pra. 1 do, and 1 do not. | 

Com. A little more 5 
Would fetch all his Aſtronomy from Alaris. 

Pra, I tell you, Mr. Compaſi, as my ron 
And under Seal, I caſt mine Eye! Sac on 
'- Upo'the other Weich, my Lady's "ac 
Another manner of Piece for Handſomneſs, 

Than is the N cice, (bur that is ſub fegillo, 
And as I give it you) in hope o te aid, 

And counſel in the Buſineſs. 

Com. You need counſel? 51 

The only famous Council o the kingdom, | 

And in all Courts? Thar is a Jcer in faith, 

Worthy your Name, and your Profeſſion too, 
Sharp Mr. Pratlice. 

Pra. No, upo' my Law, 

As I am a Bencher, and now doubly Reader, 

I meant in meer ſimplicity of Requeſt. | 

Com. If you meant ſo, th' affairs are now perplex'd, 
And full of trouble ; give em breath and ſettling, 
Fil do my beſt. But in the mean time do you 
Prepare the Parſon. (lam glad to know 
This; for my ſelf lik'd the young Maid before, 

And lov'd her too 9 Ha' you a Licence? 
| Pra, No; 
But I can ck one ſtraight, 

Com, Do, do, and mind _ | 
The Parſon's Pint t' ingage bim the Buſineſs; 
A knitring Cup there muſt be. 

Pra. I ſhall do it, 
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SCENE III. 


Bias, Intereſt 3 Compaſs. ; 


Bias. *Tis an Affront from you, Sir; you here | 


Unto my Lady's, and to woo a Wife, [brought me 
Which ſince is prov'd a crack'd Commodity: 
She hath broke Bulk too ſoon, | 
Int. No fault of mine, 
If ſhe be crack'd in pieces, or broke round: 
It was my Siſter's Fault, that owns the Houſe, 
Where ſhe hath got her clap, makes all this noiſe. 
I keep her Portion ſafe, that is not ſcatter d; 
The Monies rattle not, nor are they thrown, 
To make a Muſs yet*mong the gameſome Suitors. 
Com. Can you endure that Flout, cloſe Mr. Bias, 
And have been ſo bred in the Politicks? . 
The Injury is done you, and by him only: 
He lent you Impreſt- mony, and upbraids it; 
Furniſh'd you for the Wooing, and now waves you. 
Bias. That makes me to expoſtulate the Wrong 
So with him, and reſent it as I do, 
Cm. But do it home then. 
Bias. Sir, my Lord ſhall know it. 
Com. And all the Lords o' the Court too, 
Bias. What a Moath | | 
You are, Sir /ntereſt! 
Int. Wherein, I entreat you, 
Sweet Mr, Bias? | 
Com. To draw in young Stateſmen, 
And Heirs of Policy, into the Nooſe 
Of an infamous Matrimony. 
Bias. Les, N 7 
Infamous, quaſi in communem faman : 
And Matrimony, q#afi Matter of Mony. 
Com, Learnedly urg'd, my cunning Mr. Bias. 


Bias. With his lewd, known, and proſtituted Neice. 


Int. 


11 


i. 
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Int. My known, and proſtitute! how you miſtake, 
And run upon a falſe ground, Mr. Bias ! 
(Your Lords will do me right,) Now ſhe is proftitute, 

And that I know it, (pleaſe you underſtand me) 

I mean to keep the Portion in my Hands, 

And pay no Moneys. CTY 

Com. Mark you that, Don Bias? 55 
And you ſhall ſtill remain in Bonds to him, 

For wooing Furniture, and Impreſt-Charges, 
Int. Good Mr. Compaſs, for the Sums he has had 

Of me, I do acquit him; they are his own. : 

Here, before you, 1 do releaſe him, 

Com, Good! f . 
Bias. O Sir! F Hb 
Com. 'Slid, take it: I do witneſs it: 

He cannot hurl away his Money better. ED 
Int. He ſhall get fo much, Sir, by my Acquaintance, 

To be my Friend; and now report to his Lords 

As I deſerve, no otherwiſe, lt LD 
Cm. But well; 5 | 

And J will witneſs it, and to the value: 

Four hundred. is the Price, if I miſtake not, 

Of your true Friend in. Court, Take hands, you ha 

And bought him cheap. ____ » [bought him, 
Bias, | am his Wor ſhip's Servant. 7 
cm. And you his Slave, Sir Moatb, ſeabd and deliver'd, 

Ha'you not ſtudied the Court-Complement ? 

Here are a pair of Humours rcconcil'd now, 

That Money held at diſtance, or their Thoughts, 

Baſer than Money. „ 176 


Poi , Keep, Compaſs. a 
Pol. Out, thou Kaitiff Witch! 


Bawd,. Beggar, Gipſey; any thing indeed 
But honeſt Woman. : : 5 f 


, 


— 
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Kee. What you pleaſe, Dame Poliſh, 

My Lady's Stroaker. _ 
Com. What is here to do! 
The Goflips out! 

Pol. Thou art a Traytor to me, 55 
An Eve, the Apple, and the Serpent too; 
A Viper, that haft cat a Paſſage through me, 
Through mine own Bowels, by thy wretchleſneſs. 

Com. What frantick Fit is this? I'll ſtep Tees 
And hearken to it. 

Pol. Did | truſt thee, Wretch, 
With ſuch a Secret, of that Conſequence, 
Did fo concern me, and my Child, our Livelihood, 
And Reputation? And haſt thou undone us, 
By thy Connivance, nodding in a Corner, 
And ſuffering her be got with Child fo baſely? 
 Sleepypunlucky Hag! Thou Bird of NS 

And all Miſchance to me. 

Kee. Good Lady Empreſs ! | 
Had I the keeping of your Daughter's Clicker 
In charge? Was that committed to my Truſt? 
Cm. Her Daughter! 

Pol. Softly, Devil, not ſo loud: 
You'd h# the Houſe hear, and be whit, would you? 

Kee. Let all the World be witneſs. - Afore I'll 


Endure the Tyranny of ſuch a Tongue p 
And ſuch a Pride 


Pol. What will you do? 

Ree. Tell Truth, 
And ſhame the hom devil; in puff'd Sleeves z 
Run any Hazard, by revealing all | 

Unto my Lady; how you chang d the Cradles, 
And chang'd the Children in em. 

Pol. Not ſo high! 

Aee. Calling your Daughter Pleaſance there RC Ee 
And my true Miſtreſs by the Name of Pleaſance. 

Comr. A horrid Secret this! worth the Diſcovery. 

Pol. And muſt you be thus loud? * 

es. 
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Ke. I will be louder, 5 
And cry it thro' the Houſe, thro* ev'ry Room, 
And every Office of the Laundry-maids, 4 
Till it be born hot to my Lady's Ears, | 
Etre J will live in ſuch a Slavery, 
T'll do away my ſelf. „ | 
Pol. Didſt thou not fwear . 
To keep it ſecret? and upon what Book? 
(1 do remember now) The Praftice of Piety. 
Kee, It was a Practice of Impiety, 
Out of your wicked Forge, I know it now, 
My Conſcience tells me. Firſt, againſt the Infants, 
To rob them o' their Names, and their true Parents; 
T' abuſe the Neighbourhood, keep them in Error; 
But moſt my Lady: She has the main wrong: 
And 1 will let her know it inſtantly, 
Repentance (if it be true) ne er comes too late; 
Pol. What have | done? Conjur'd a Spirit up, 
I ſha' not lay again? Drawn on a Danger, 
And Ruin on my ſelf thus, by provoking _ 
A peeviſh Fool, whom nothing will pray off, 
Or ſatisfie, I fear? Her Patience ſtirr'd, 
Is rurn'd to Fury. I have run my Bark 


On a ſweet Rock, by mine own Arts and Truſt j 
And muſt get off again, or daſh in pieces. 
Com. This was a Buſineſs worth the liſtning after. 


SCENE V. 
Pleaſance, Compaſs. 
Ple. O Mr. Compaſs, did you ſee my Mother? * 


Miſtreſs Placentia, my Lady's Neice, 
Is newly brought to Bed of the braveſt Boy! 


Will you go lee it? 


Gm. Firſt I'll know the Father, ; 
re I approach theſe Hazards. 
Ple. Miſtreſs Midwife 


Has 
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Has promis'd to find out a Father for it, | 
If there be need, | 
Com. She may the ſafelier dot, 
By vertue of her Place. But pretty Pleaſance, 
I have a News for you, 1 think will pleaſe you. 
Ple. What is't, Mr. maſ s- 
Com. Stay, you muſt | | 
Deſerve it, ere you know it. Where's my Lady? 
Ple. Retir'd unto her Chamber, and ſhut up. 
Cam. She hears o' none o' this yet? Well, do you 
Command the Coach, and fit your ſelf to trayel 
A little way with me. 
Pie. Whither, for God's ſake? | | = 
Cm. Where I'll entreat JH not to your Loſs, believe il 
If you dare truſt your ſelf. 1 „ i 
Ple. With you the World o'er. 
Com. The News will well requite the Pains, I aſſure 
And i” this Tumult you will not be miſs'd. [you. 
Command the Coach; it is an inſtant Buſineſs, 
Wo? not be done without you. Parſon Palate, 
Moft opportunely met; ſtep to my Chamber; 
Il come to you preſently : There is a Friend, 
Or two, will entertain you. Mr. Practice, 
Ha' you the Licence? . | 


SCENEW 
Prafiice, Compaſs, Plea, ance, Palate. 


Pra. Here it is. 
Com. Let's (ee it: 
Your Name's not int. 
Pra. I'II fill that preſently. 
It has the Seal, which is the main, and regiſter'd. 
The Clerk knows me, and truſts me. 
Com. Ha you the Parſon? | | | 
Pra. They ſay he's here, he*pointed to come hither. 
Com, I would not have him ſeen here for a 3 
| 0 
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To breed Suſpicion, Do you intercept him, 
And prevent that. But take your Licence with you, 
And fill the Blank; or leave it here with me, 
I'll do it for you; ſtay you for us at his Church, 
Behind the Old Exchange, we'll come i'th' Coach, 
And meer you there within this Quarter at leaſt, 
Pra. | am much bound unto you, Mr. Campa ſs; 
You have all the Law and Parts of Squire Practice 
For ever at your Uſe, I'll tell you News too: 
Sir, your Reverſion's fallen; Thin-wiz's dead, 
Surveyor of the Projects general. 
Com, When dy'd he? 
Pra. Een this Morning; I receiv'd it 
From a right Hand. ' 
Com. Conecal it, Mr. Practice, 5 5 
And mind the main Affair you are in hand with. 
Ple. The Coach is ready, Sir. „ 
Com. Tis well, fair Pleaſance, . 
Though now we ſhall not uſe it; bid the Coachman 
Drive to the Pariſh-Church, and ſtay about there, 
Till Mr. Practice come to him, and employ him: 
I have a Licence now, which muſt have Entry 
Before my Lawyer's. Noble Parſon Palate, 
Thou fhalr be a Mark advanc'd; here's a Piece, 
And do a Feat for me. m7 3 
Pal. What, Mr. Compaſs? - | | 
Com. But run the words of Matrimony over 
My Head, and Mrs. Pleaſance's, in my Chamber : 
There's Captain Ironſide to be a Witneſs: | 
And here's a Licenſe to ſecure thee, Parſon! - 
What do you ſtick at? 5 
Pal. It is Afternoon, Sir; 
Directly againſt the Canon of the Chureh: 
You know it, Mr. Compaſs : And beſide, 
1 am ingag'd unto our worſhipful Friend, 
The learned Mr. Practice, in that Buſineſs. ” 
cm. Come on, ingage your ſelf: Who ſhall be able 
To ſay you married us, but in the Morning, 


The 
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The moſt canonical minute o' the Day, | 


If you affirm it? That's a ſpic'd Excuſe, 
And ſhews 2 have ſet the Canon Law before 


Any Profeſſion elſe, of Love, or Friendſhip. 
Come Mrs. Pleaſance, we cannot prevail 
With th' rigid Parſon here; but, Sir, Pll keep you 
Lock'd in my Lodging, till't be done elſewhere, 
And under fear of /ronfide. | 
Pal. Do you hear, Sir? 
Com. No, no, it matters not. 
Pal. Can you think, Sir, | 
I would deny you any thing? not to loſs 
Of both my Livings: I will do it for you; 
Ha you a Wedding Ring? 
cem, I, and a Pockes . . 
Annulus hic nobis, quod ſcit uterqus dabit, 
Pal. Good! Ny 5 | © 
This Ring will give you what you both deſire. 
I'll make the whole Houſe chant it, and the Pariſh. 
Com. Why, well ſaid Parſon. Now, to you my News, 
That comprehend: my Reaſons, Mrs, Pleaſance. 


SCENE VI. 
Chair, Needle, Poliſb, Keep. 


| Cha. Go, get a Nurſe, procure her at what rate 
You can; and out o'th* Houſe with it, Son Needle. 
It is a bad Commodity. ; 
Wee. Good Mother, | . 
4 know it, but the beſt would now be made on'r. 
Cba. And ſhall. You ſhould not fret ſo, Mrs. Polio, 
Nor you, Dame Keep; my Daughter ſhall do well, 
When ſhe has ta en my Cawdle. I ha? known 
Twenty ſuch Breaches piec'd up, and made whole, 
Without a bum of Noiſe. You two fall out? 
And tear up one another? . | nes 

Pol. Bleſſed Woman! 1 5 
Bleſt be the Peace-maker, 1 Keep. 


15 


Be thou yet better, by this grave ſage Woman, | 
Who is the Mother of Matrons, and great Perſons, 
And knows the World. $13 
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Keep. The Peaſe-drefler! 


: Fll hear no Peace from her, I have been wrong' d, | 


So has my Lady, my good Lady's Worſhip, 
And I will right her, hoping ſhe'll right me. 


Pol. Good gentle Keep, I pray thee Miſtreſs Nurſe, | 


Pardon my Paſſion, I was miſadvis d. 


Keep. I do confeſs, ſhe knows 


ö Something and I know ſomething | 


Pol. Put your ſomethings 
Together then. „ 

Cha. I, here's a Chance fal'n out | 
You cannot help; leſs can this Gentlewoman 


I can and will, for both. Firſt, I have ſent | 
By- chop away; the Cauſe gone, the Fame ceaſeth. 


Then by my Cawdle, and my Cullice, Iſet 
My Daughter on her Feet, about the Houſe here: 
— 25 oung, and muſt ſtir ſomewhat for Neceſſity, 

r Youth will bear it out. She ſhall pretend 
T have had a fit o' the Mother; there is all. 


If you have but a Secretary Landfeſs, 5 
To blanch the Linnen Take the former Counſels 


Into you; keep them ſafe i' your own Breaſts, 


And make your Market of em at the higheſt, 


Will you go peach, and cry your ſelf a Fool 
At Granam's Croſs? be laugh'd at, and deſpis'd? 
Betray a Purpoſe, which the Deput . 


Of a double Ward, or ſcarce his e | 


With twelve of the wiſeſt Queſtmen could find out, 
Imployed by the Authority of the City? {| ters, 


Come, come, be Friends; and keep theſe Women-mar+ - 


Smock- ſecrets to our ſelves, in our own Verge. 
We ſhall mar all, if we once ope the Myſteries 
O' the Tyring-houſe, and tell what's done within: 
No Theaters are more cheated with Appearances, 


Or theſe Shop- lights, than th' Ages, and Folk in them, 
That ſeem moſt curious. 9 Pol. 


Pol. Breath of an Oracle! VET ht 


You ſhall bem _ dear Mother; wileſt Wend 
That ever tip'd her Tongue, with point of Reaſons, 
To turn her Hearers! Miſtreſs Keep, 1 | 
did abuſe thee; I confeſs ro Penance: 

And on my Knees ask thee e 5 

Cha. Riſe, | 
She doth begin to melt, I ſee it, — _ 

Keep, Nothing TY” 
Griev'd me ſo much, as when you a call'd me Bawyd: 
Witch did not trouble me, nor Gipſie; no, 

Nor Beggar. But a Bawd, was ſuch a Name! 

Cha. No more Rehearſals z Repetitions 
Make things the worſe : The more we ſtir {you know 
The Proverb, and it _—_— a ſtink. 

What's done, and dead, let it be buried. 


New Hours will fit freſh Handles to new Thoughts 
898 E N E VIII. 


Intereſt, with his Foot-boy. To theth Compaſs Ton- 
de, Silk-worm, Palate, Pleaſance. To them, the 
Lady; and after, Practice. 


unt. Run to the Church, Sit Get all the Drunkards 
To ring the Bells, and jangle them for Joy 

My Neice hath brought an Heir unto he Houſe, 
A luſty Boy. Where's my Siſter Loadſftone? 
Aſleep at Afﬀternoons! It is not wholelome; 
Againſt all Rules of Phyſick, Lady Sifter, 
The little Doctor will not like it. Our Neice 
Is new deliver'd of a chopping Child, 
Can call the Father by the Name already, 
If it but ope the Mouth reund. Mr. Compaſs, 
He is the Man, they ſay, Fame gives it our, 
Hath done that AQ of Honour to our Houſe, 
And Friendſhip, to pump our a Son and Heir 


That (hall inherit — furely nothing ” 
Vol. IV. Ee From 
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From me, at leaſt, I come t' invite your nr 5 


To be a Witneſs | will be, your Partner, 
And give it a Horn-ſpoon, and a T reen-dithy - 
Baſtard, and Beggars Badges, with a Blanket 
For Dame the Doxey to march round the Circuit, 
With Bag and Baggage. 

chm. Thou malicious Knight, 5 
Envious Sir Moath, that ears on that which feeds thee, 
And frets her Goodneſs, that ſuſtains thy Being; 
W hat company of Mankind would own thy Brother- 
Fat as thou haſt a Title to her Blood, | hood, 
W hom thy lI|-nature hath choſe out t -inſal Ds 
And vex thus, ſor an Accident in her Houſe, 
As if it were her Crime! Good innocent Lady. 
Thou ſhew'ſt thy ſelf a true corroding mani 
Such as thou art. 

Int Why, gentle Mr. Compaſs ? | 
| Becauſe I wiſh you Joy of your young Son, 
And Heir to the Houle, you ha'tent us? 

Com. I ha' ſent you? ts 
. I know not what J ſhall do. Come in Friends: 


Madam, I pray you be ple d to trult _ ſelf. 
Unto our Company. | 1 


Lad. 1 did that too late, 
W hich brought on this Calamity upon me, 
With all the Infamy I hear; your Soldier, 
1 hat ſwaggering Gueſt. 

Com. Who 1s return'd here to you, 
' Your vowed Friend and Servant, comes to ſup with you, 

So we do all; and III prove he hath deſervd 

hat ſpecial Reipeét and Pavour from you, 
s not your Fortunes, with your ſelf to boot, 
Cift on a Feather- bed, and ſpread o' th' Sheets 
Under a brace of your beſt Perſian Carpets, 
Wie ſcarce a Price co thank his hapf y Merit. 
Int. What Impudence i is this? can en indure 
To hear it, Siſter? 


Cim Yes, and you ſhall hear it; 


F & aw 


Who 
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Who will indure it worſe. What deſerves he, 
In your Opinion, Madam, or weigh'd Judgment, 
That things thus hanging (as they do in doubt) 
Suſpended, and ſuſpected, all involv'd 8 
And wrapt in Error, can reſolve the Knot? 
 Redintegrate the Fame, firſt of your Houſe? 
Reſtore your Ladyſhip's Quiet? render then 
Your Neice a Virgin, and unvitiated? 
And make all plain, and perfect, (as it was) 
A Practice to betray you, and your Name? 
Int. He ſpeaks Impoſſibilities. | 
Cm. Here he ſtands, ö ES 
W hoſe Fortune hath done this, and you muſt thank him. 
To what you call his Swagger ing, we owe all this. 
And that it may have credit with you, Madam, 
Here is your Neice, whom 1 have married, witneſs 
Theſe Gentlemen, the Knight, Captain, and Parſon, 
And this grave Politick Fell- troth of the Court. 
Lad. What's ſhe that I call Neice then? 
mn Puli Daughter, © 
Her Mother Goodwy' Poliſb hath-confeb'd it 
To Grannum Keep, the Nurſe, how they did change 
The Children in their Cradles. 
Lad. To what purpoſe? N 
Com. To get the Portion, or ſome part of ir, 
Which you muſt now disburſe intire to me, Sir, 
If I but gain her Ladyſhip's Conſent. | 
Lad. I bid God give you joy, if this be true. 
Com. As true it is, Lady, Lady, i'th' Song. 
The Portion's mine, with Intereſt, Sir Moarh; 
J will not 'bate you a ſingle Harrington, 
Of latereſt upon Intereſt. In mean time, 
I do commit you to the Guard of Iron ſide, 
My Brother here, Captain Rud buclibraſs- 

From whom I will expect you, or your Ranſom. 
Int. Sir, you muſt prove it, and the poſſibility, 
Ere I believe it. 
Com. For the poſſibility, 1 

1 Ee 2 1 
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I leave to Trial. Truth ſhall ſpeak it ſelf. 
O, Mr. Practice, did you meet the Coach? 
Pra, Yes, Sir, but empty. 1 5 
Com. Why, I ſent it for you. 
The buſineſs is diſpatch'd here, ere you come; 
Come in, I'll tell you how; you are a Man 
Will look for Satisfaction, and muſt have it. 
All. So we do all, and long to hear the right. 


CHORUS. 


Dam. Troth, 1 am one of thoſe that labour with 
the ſame longing, for it is almoſt pucker'd, and pull'd 
into that knot, by your Poet, which I cannot caſily, 
with all the ſtrength of my Imagination, unty. 

Bay. Like enough, nor is it in your Office to be 


troubled or perplexed with it; but to fit ſtill, and 


expect. The more your Imagination buſies it {clf, the 


more it is intangled, eſpecially if (as I told in the be- 


ginning) you happen on the wrong end. 

Pro. He hath ſaid ſufficient, Brother Damplay; our 
Parts that are the Spectators, or ſhould hear a Come- 
dy, are to await the proceſs and events of thingy, as the 
Poet preſents them, nor as we would corruptly faſhi- 
on them. We come here to behol Plays, and cen- 
ſure them, as they are made, and fitted for us; not 
to beſlive our own thoughts, with cenſorious Spittle 
tempering the Phet Clay, as we were to mould every 
Scene anew : That were a meer Plaſtick, or Potters 
Ambition, moſt unbecoming the name of a Gentleman. 
No, let us mark, and not Joſe the buſineſs on foot, 


by talking. Follow the right Thread, or find it. 


Dam Why, here his Play might have ended, if 
he would ha' let it; and have ſpar'd us the vexation of 
affih Act yer to come, which every one here knows 
t he iſſue of already, or may in part conjecture. 

Bry, That Ce njecture is a kind of Figure-flinging, or 
_ thruwing the Dice, fora Meaning was never in the Po- 

; : et's 


cn» wg HR wv, Q 


er's Purpoſe perhaps, Stay, and ſee his laſt AR, his Ca- 
zaftrophe, how he will perplex that, or ſpring ſome 
freſh Cheat, to entertain the $peFators, with a conve- 
nient Delight, till ſome unexpected and new Encoun- 
ter break out to rectiſie all, and make good the Concluſion. 
Fro. Which, ending here, would have ſhown dull, 


flat, and unpointed; without any Shape or Sharp- 


neſs, Brother Damplay. 


Dam. Well, let us expect then: And Wit be with f 


us, o' the Poets Part. 


ACT V SCENE I 


Needle, Lem. | 
Nee. „ Roth, Mr. Item, here's a 1 divided, 


And quarter'd into Niers by op Doctors 


Engine. 
H' has caſt out ſuch 338 on my Lady? 8 
Neice here, of having had a Child; as b 
Will be wip'd off, I doubt. | 
Ite. Why, is't not true? | 
Mee. True! did you think it?? 
Ire. Was ſhe not in labour? T 
The Mid-wife ſent for? | 
lte. There's your Error now! 
You ha drunk o' the ſame Water. 
te. I believ'd it, 
And gave it out too. 
Mee. More you wrong'd the party; 
She had no ſuch thing about her, innocent Creature! 
Tre. What had ſhe then? 
Nee. Only a fit of the Mother: 
They burnt old Shooes, Gooſcsfeathers, Aſa ferida, 
A few Horn-ſhavings, with a Bone or two, 
And ſhe is well again, about the 19 8 1 
Ire. Is't pollible? 
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E e 1 : Nes. 
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| Nee. See it, and then report it. [then; 
Ire. Our Doctor's Urinal-judgment is half-crack'd 
Nee. Crack d i' the caſe, moſt hugely, with my Lady, 
And (ad Sir Moath, her Brother; who is now 
Under a Cloud a little. | 
Tre. Of what? Diſgrace? — | 
| Nee. He is committed to Rud-budibraſs, 
The Captain Troy/ide, upon diſpleaſure, 
From Mr. Compaſs, but it will blow offt! 
Ite. The Doctor ſhall reverſe his inſtantly, ' 


And ſet all right again; if you'll aſſiſt 


But in a toy, Squire Needle, comes i'my Noddle now. 
who Pegs Needle and Noddle! what may't be? 
1 long for't. VV 


lie. Why, but to go to Bed: feign a Diſtemper 


Of walking i' your Sleep, or talk ing in't 
A little idly, but ſo much, as on it 


The Doctor may have ground to raiſe a Cure 
For's Reputation. Nee. Any thing, to ſerve 
The worſhip o' the Man I love and honour. 


"SCENE IL 
Poliſh, Pleaſance, Chair, Placentia, Keep. 


Pol. O! gi' you Joy, Madamoiſelle Compaſs, 
You are his W hirl-pool now; all-ro-be married, 
Againſt your Mother's leave, and without Counſel! 
H has fiſh'd fair, and caught a Frog, I fear it. 
What Fortune ha' you to biing him in Dower? 
You can tell Stories now; you know a w rld 
Of Secrets to diſcover. - | 


- - Ple. | know nothing 


But what is told me; nor can I diſcover 
Any thing. Ee 
Pol. No, you ſhall not, I'll rake order. 
Go, get you in there: It is Ember-weck! 
Il keep you faſting from his Fleſh awhile. 


Cha. 
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Cha. See, who's here? ſhe has been with my Lady; 
W ho kiſt her, all to kiſt her, twice or thrice. 

Nee. And call'd her Neice again, and view'd her Linnen, 

Pol. You ha' done a Miracle, Mother Chair. 

Cha. Not l, 

My Cawdle "Tha done it. Thank my Caudle heartily. | 
Pol. It ſhall be thank'd, and you too, wiſeſt Mother; 
You ſhall have a new, brave, four- pound Beaver- Hat, 

Set with enamel'd Studs, as mine is here: 
And a right pair of Chryſtal Spectacles, 
Chryſtal o' th Rock, thou mighty Mother of Dames, 
Hung in an Ivory Caſe, at a Gold Belt, 
And Silver Bells to gingle, as you paſs 
Before your fifty Daughters in Frocellion - 
To Church, or from the Church, 
Ca. Thanke, Mrs. Poliſh, 

Keep. She does deſerve as many Penſions 
As there be Pieces in a Maiden-head, ' 
Were I a Prince to give em. 

Po]. Come ſweet Charge, 
You ſhall preſent. your (elf about the Houſe; | 
Be confident, and bear up; you ſhall be ſcen. 


S:C KN III. 
Compaſs, Ironfide, Practice. 


Com. What? I cin make you amends, my learned 
And ſatis fie a greater Injury | [ Counſel, 
To chafed Mr Prafice. Who would thi: k 
Thar you could be thus teſty? 

Iro. A grave Heap! | 
Giv'n over to the Study of our Laws. 

Com And the prime Honours of the Common: wealth, 

Iro. And you to mind a Wite 

Com. What ſhould you do 
With ſuch a Toy as a Wife, that might e you, 
Oc hinder you i' your Courſe? | 

Ee 4 bu. 
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Tro. He ſhall not think on't, 

Cm. L will make over to you my Poſſeſſion 
Of that ſome Place is fall'n, (you know) to ſatisfie, 
Surveyor of the Projects general, — 

Tro. And that's an Office you know how to ſtir in; 

Com. And make your Profits of. 

Iro. Which are (indeed) 


'The ends of a gown'd Man: Shew your Activity, 


And how you are built for Buſineſs. 
Pra. I accept it 

As a Poſſeſſion, be't but a Reverſion. 

Com, You firſt told me *cwas a Poſſeſſion. 
Pra. I, I told you that I heard lo. 

Iro. All is one, 

He'll make Reverf on a Poſſe 52 on quickly. | 
Com. But | muſt have a general Releaſe from you. 
Pra. Do one, I'll do the other. 

Cm. It's a match, | 

Before my Brother Tronf de. 
Pra. Tis done. 


Com. We two are reconcil'd then. 
Iro. To a Lawyer, 


Is better than a Wife. 
Com. And will fave charges 
Of Coaches, Vellute Gowns, and cut-work Smocks. 
Iro. He is to occupy an Office wholly. 
Com, True, I muſt talk with younearer, Mr. Practice, 
About recovery o' my W ite's Portion, 
What way 1 were beſt to rake, 
Pra. The plaineſt way. 
Cm. What's that, for Plainneſs? 
Pra. Sue him at common Law: 
Arreſt him on an Action of Choke-bail, 
Five hundred thouſand Pound; it will affright him, 


And all his Sureties. You can prove your — 
% ien, 


We'll talk of it withig, and hear my Lady. 
SCE NE 


That can make uſe of a Place, any half Title 
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SCENE IV. 
Intereſt, Lady, Rut, Item. 


Int. l'm ſure the vogue o? the Houſe went all that 
She was with Child, and Mr. Compaſs got it: [ way; 
Lad. Why, that you ſee is manifeſtly falſe, 
H' has married the other; our true Neice, he ſays: 
He would not woo *em both : he is nor ſuch 
A Stallion to leap all. Again, no Child 
Appears, that I can find with all my ſearch, 
And ſtricteſt way of inquiry, I have made 
Through all my Family. A fit o' the Mother, 
The Women ſay ſhe had, which the Mid- wife cur'd 
With burning Bones and Feathers: Here's the Doctor. 
1 Enter Doctor. | 
Int. O, noble Doctor, did not you and your Item 
Tell me our Neice was in labour? 
Rut. If I did, Le 3 
What follows? 5 
Int. And that Mother Midnight 
Was ſent for? 1 5 
Rat. So ſhe was, and is i' the Houſe ſtill. 
Int. But here has a noiſe been ſince, ſhe was deli- 
Of a brave Boy, and Mr. Compaſs's getting. | ver'd 
Rut. I know no rattle of Goſſips, nor their noiſes. 
I hope you take not me for a Pimp-errant, 
To deal in Smock affairs? Where's the Patient ? 
The infirm Man I was ſent for, Squire Needle? 
Lad. Is Needle ſick ? | 
Rut. My Pothecary tells me — 
He is in danger; how is't Tim? where is he? 
| + ũ ” 
Le. I cannot hold him down. He's up, and walks, 
And talks in his perfect ſleep, with his Eyes ſhut, 
As ſenſibly as he were broad awake. 
See, here he comes; he's faſt aſleep, obſ.rve him. 
Rut. He'll tell us wonders. What do theſe Women 
here? SCENE 
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SCENE. v. 


Rut, Needle, zul, „nas, Lady, Pal [5 Chair Keg 
18 locenti eds” +> 


Rut. anni a Man half naked? you are Bae 5 


You'd have his Douſets. a 1755 [gles?! 


Nee | ha' Linnen Breeks on. 

Rut. He hears, but he ſees nothing. 

Nee. Yes, I ſee 
Who hides the Treaſire yonder. 

Int. Ha? what Treaſure? 

Rut. If you ask queſtions, he wakes preſently, 
And then you'i] hear no more till his next fit. 

Mee. And whom ſhe hides it for. 

Rut. Do you mark, Sir? liſt. 

Nee. A fine ſhe Spirit it is, an Indian Mag! pye. | 
She was an Alderman's Widow, and fell in love 
With our Sir Math, my Lady's Brother. 

Rut. (Hear you?) 

Nee, And ſhe has hid an Alderman's Eſtate 3 £4 
Nropt through her Bill in little holes, i' the Garden, 


And ſcrapes F arth over 'em; where none can ſpy 
Put l, who ſee all by the Gloworm's light, 
That creeps before. 


Pol. | knew the Gentlewoman, _ 
Alderman Parrot's Widow, a fine Speaker, 
As any was i” the Clothing, or the Bev 
She did become her Scarlet and black Valve, 
Her green and pu pe — 


Rut. Save thy Colours, Rainbow, 


Or ſhe will run thee over, and all thy lights. [there 
Pol. She dwelr in Do-li:tle Lane, a top o' the Hill 
P the round Cage, was after Sir Chime Squirrel's, 
She would eat nought but Almonds, 1 aſſure you. 
Neat. Would thou hadſt a Doſe of Pills, a double Doſe, 
Ol che beſt Purge, to WARE thee turn Tail t'other oy; 
Ots 
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Pol. Vouare a foul-mouth'd, purging, abſurd Doctor; 
I tell you true, and | did long to tell ir you. 
You ha' ſpread a ſcandal i' my Lady's Houſe here, 
On her ſweet Neice, you never can take off #7 
With all your Purges, or your Plaſter of Oaths; 
Though you diſtil your Damm, drop by drop, 
I your defence. That ſhe hath had a Child, 
Here ſhe doth ſpit upon thee, and defie thee, 
Or Laok for bet 8 1 
Rut. Madam, pray you bind her 
To her behaviour. Tie your Goſſip up, 
Or ſend her unto Belem. 
Pol. Go thou thither, | 
That better haſt deſerv'd it, ſhame of Doctors: 
Where could ſhe be deliver'd? by what charm, 
Reſtor d to her ſtrength ſo ſoon? who is the Father? 
Or where the Infant? Ask your Oracle, 
Thar walks and talks in his fleep. 
 _Rur., Where is he gone? 
You ha' loſt a Fortune liſt'ning to her, to her Tabour. 
Good Madam lock her up. | — 
Lad. You muſt give loſers 
Their leave to ſpeak, good Doctor. 
Rat. Follow his footing 5 
Before he get to his Bed: This reſt is loſt elſe. 


SCENE VI. 
Compaſs, Practice, Ironſide, Poliſh, Lady. 


Com. Where is my Wifc? what ha' you done with 
 Goſflip o the Counſels? [my Wite, 
Pol, I, ſweet Mr. Compaſs, 
I honour you and your Wife. 
Com. Well, do ſo ſtill. | ” 
I will not call vou Mother tho', but Poliſh. 
Good Goſſip Poliſh, where ha' you hid my Wife? 
Pol. I hide your Wife? | 
Com, Or ſhe's run away. oo 
7 Lad, 
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Lad. That would make all ſuſpected, Sir, afreſh, 
Come we will find her, if ſhe be i' the Houſe, 
Pol. Why ſhould I hide your Wife, good Mr. Compaſi? 
Com. I know no cauſe, but that you are goody Poliſh, 
That's good at malice, good at miſchief, all | 
That can perplex or trouble a buſineſs throughly. 
Pol. You may ſay what you will: you're Mr. Com- 
And carry a large ſweep, Sir, ! your Circle. [paſs 
Lad. Vl ſweep all corners, Goſſip, to ſpring this, 
If*c be above Ground. I will have her cry'd 
By the Common-cryer, through all the Ward, 
But I will find her. | 
Tro. It will be an Ack 
W orthy your Juſtice, Madam. 
Pra. And become 
The integrity and worſhip of her Name. 


SCENE VI. 
Rut, Intereſt, Item, Needle. 


Rut. Tis ſuch a Fly, this Goſſip, with her buz, 
She blows on every thing, in every place! 

Int. A buſie Woman is a fearful grievance! 
Will he not ſleep again? 

Rut. Yes, inſtantly, | 
As ſoon as he is warm. It is the nature 
Of the Diſeaſe, and all theſe cold dry fumes, 
That are melancholick, to work at firſt, x 
Slow and inſenſibly in their aſcent, 
Till being got up, and then diſtilling down 
Upo' the Brain, they have a pricking quality 
That breeds this reſtleſs reſt, which we, the Sons 
Of Phyſick, call a walking in the ſleep, 9706 
And telling myſteries, that muſt be heard 
| Softly, with art, as we were ſewing Pillows 
Under the Patients Elbows, elſe they'd fly 
Into a Phrenſie, run into the Woods, „„ 

- Where 


I pray to be but ſpar'd for half an hour: 


. 


The Magnetick Lady. 443 


| Where there are noiſes, hunting, ſhoutings, hallow- 


Amidft the Brakes and Furzes, over Bridges | ings, 


Fall into Waters, ſcratch their Fleſh, ſometimes 


Drop down a Precipice, and there be loſt, 
How now! what does her? 
Ite. He is up again, : 9 5 
And gim to k. 
Int. O the former matter, Item? | 
Ite. The Treaſure and the Lady, that's his argument. 
Int. O me, happy Man! he cannot off it. 
I ſhall know all then. 
Rat, With what appetite 
Our own deſires delude us! Hear you Tim? 
Let no Man interrupt us. 
Ite. Sir Diaphanous, | : 
And Mr. Bias, his Court-friends, defire 
To kiſs his Neice's Hands, and gratulate 
The firm recovery of her good fame 
And honour — _ | 
Int. Good, ſay to em, Mr. ,,, ©: 
My Neice is on my Lady's ſide: they ' Il find her there. 
Tl fee 'em preſently. _ 
Rut. Do, put em off, Tim. 


And tell em the importance of the buſineſs. 


4 


Here, he is come! ſooth; and have all out of him. 
| Nee. How do you, Lady-bird? fo hard at work, ſtill? 

What's that you ſay ? do you bid me walk, ſweet Bird? 

And tell our Knight? I will, How? walk Knave, walk? 

I think you're angry with me, Pol. Fine Pol! 

PoP's a fine Bird! O fine, Lady Pol! 


Almond for Parrot; Parrot's a brave Bird: 


Three hundred thouſand Pieces ha' you fluck 
Edge-long into the Graund, within the Garden? 
O bounteous Bird! 5 
Int. And me, moſt happy creature. 
Rat. Smotber your jo,, 661 
Nee. How? and dropp'd twice ſo man; 4 
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Int. Ha! where? 

Rat. Contain your ſelf. 

Nee. I the old Wel? 

Int. I cannot, I am a Man of Fleſh 100 Blood: 

W ho can contain himſelf, to hear the Ghoſt 
Of a dead Lady do ſuch works as theſe? t 
And a City Lady too, o' the ſtrait my 
Kut. He's gone. 

Nee, I will go try the truth of it. 
Rut. Follow him, Tim : ſee what he does zif he ling 

A' ſſay of it now. [you 

Int. I'll fay he's a rare Fellow, 

And has a rare Diſcaſe. 

Kut. And | will work 
As rare a cure upon him, 
Int. How, good Doctor? 

Kut. When he bath utter d all that you would know 
I'll cleanſe him with a Pill, as ſmall as a Peaſe, of him; 
And ftop his Mouth: for there his Iſſue lies, 
Between the Muſcles o'the Tongue. 

Int. He's come. 

Rat. What did he, Item? 

lie, The firſt ſtep he ſtept | 
Into the Garden, he pull'd theſe five Pieces 
Up, in a Finger's breadth one of another. 
T he Dirt ſticks on 'em Kill. | 

In. 1 know enough. 

Doctor. proceed with your cure, lll make thee famous, 
Famous among the Sons of the Phyſicians, 

Mic haon, Podalirius, Eſculapins. 
Thou ſhalt have a golden Beard, as well as he buds 3 

And thy Tim /tem here, have one of Silver; 

A livery Beard. And all thy Pothecaries 

Belong to thee. Where's Squire Needle? gone? 
lie. He's prick d away, now he has done the work, 
Rut Prepare his Pill, and gi' it him afore Supper. 
Int. I'll ſend for a dozen o Labourers to morrow, 

Io turn the ſurface o' the Garden up. | 


Rs, 
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Eat. In Mold? bruiſe every Clod? | 
Int. And have all ſifteß;; EE. 
For I'll not loſe a piece o the Bird's bounty, 
And take an Inventory of all. | 
... Not: Ant then, 2 
IJ would go down into the Well 12 
Int. My ſelf; VVV EPS 
No i other hands: Six hundred thouſand, 
To the firſt three; nine hundred thouſand Pound 
Rut. Twill purchaſe the whole Bench of Alderma- 
Stript to their Shirts. | [aity, 
Int. There never did accrue 1 
So great a gift to man, and from a Lady 
I never ſaw but once; now I remember, 
We met at Merchant. Taplors- hall, at dinner, 
In Thread - Needle ſtreetr. : 
Kut. Which was a ſign Squire Needle. 
Should have the threading ot this Thread. 
Int. Tis true; 3 . 
I ſhall love Parrots better, while I know him. 
Kut. I'd have her Statue cut now in white Marble. 
Int. And have it painted in moſt Orient Colours. 
Rut. That's right! all City Statues muſt be painted, 
Elſe they be worth nought 15⁵ their ſubtile Jadgments. 


SCENE VII. 
+ Intereſt, | Bias, Rut , Palate. 


Int. My trueſt ſriend in Court, dear Mr. Bias; 
You hear o' the recovery of our Neice 
In fame and credit? 
Bia. Yes, I have been with her, 
And gratulated to her; but I am (orry 
To find the Author o' the foul aſperſion 
Here i' your company, this inſolent Doctor. 
Int. You do miſtake him; he is clear get off on'c, 
A Goſſip's Jealouſie firſt gave the hint. 1 
"+ c 
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He drives another way, now, as I would have him. 
He's a rare Man, the Doctor, in his way, 1 5 
H' has done the nobleſt cure here, i' the Houſe, 
On a poor Squire, my Siſter's Taylor, Needle _ 
That talk d ins ſleep; would walk to St. Fohn's Wood, 
And Waltham Foreſt, ſcape by all the Ponds 
And Pits i' the way; run over two-inch Bridges, 
With his Eyes faſt, and i' the dead of night! 
I'll ha' you better acquainted with him. Doctor, 
Here is my dear, dear, deareſt friend in Court, 
Wiſe, powerful Mr. Bias; pray you ſalute _ 
Each other, not as ſtrangers, but true friends. 
Rut. This is the Gentleman you brought to day, 
A Suitor to your Neice. 5 

„„ Ss 

Rut. You were 5 | 
Agreed, I heard; the Writings drawn between you? 

Int. And ſeal'd. | 
Rut. What broke you off? 
Int, This rumour of her: 

Was it not, Mr. Bias? 

Bia, Which I find | 3 
Now falſe, and therefore come to make amends 
l' the firſt place. I ſtand to the old conditions. 

Kut. Faith give em him, Sir Moath, what e'er they 
You have a brave o-cafion now to croſs [ were, 
The flanting Mr. Compaſs, who pretends 
Right to the Portion, by th' other Intail. 

Int. And claims it. You do hear he's married ? 

Bia, We hear his Wife is run away from him, 
Within: She is not to be found i' the Houſe, 

With all the Hue and Cry is made for her 
Through every Room; the Larders ha'been ſearch'd, 
The Bake-houſes and Boulting-tub, the Ovens, 
Waſh-houſe and Brew- houſe, nay the very Furnace, 
And yet ſhe is not heard of. | 
Int. Be the ne er heard of, 

The ſafety of Great Britain lies not on't. 


vou 
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You are content with the ten thouſand Pound, 
Defalking the four hundred Garniſh- money? 
That's the Condition here, afore the Doctor, 
And your Demand, Friend Bias? 
Bia. It is, Sir Moath. 
Enter Palate. 
' Rur. Here comes the Parſon then, ſhall make al ſure; 
Inr. Go you with my Friend Bias, Parſon Palate, 
Unto my Neice; aſſure them we are agreed, _ 
Pal. And Mrs. Compaſs too is found within. 
Int. Where was ſhe hid? | 
Pal. In an old Bottle-houſe, ſthiuſt her, 
Where they ſcrap'd Trenchers ; there bus Mother had 
Rur. You ſhall have time, Sir, to triumph on him, 
When this fine Feat is done, and his ey an. 


SCENE IX. 


Compaſs, Pleaſance, Lady, Ironſide, Praflice, Poliſh, 
Chair, Keep, &c. 


2 Was ever any Gentle woman us'd 
So barbarouſly by a malicious Goſſip, 
Pretending to be Mother to her too? 
Pol. Pretending! Sir, I am her Mother, and challenge 
A Right, and Power for what l have done. 
Com. Out, Hag; 
Thou that haſt put all Nature off, and Woman, 
For ſordid Gain, betray'd the Truſt committed 
Unto thee by the dead, as from the living: 
Chang'd the poor innocent Infants in their Cradles: 
Deſrauded them o' their Parents, chang'd their Names, 
Calling Placentia, Pleaſance; ae ns Placentia. 
Pol. How knows he this? 
Com. Abus'd the Neighhourhood ; 
But moſt this Lady. Didſt enforce an Oath 
To this poor Woman, on a pious Book, 


To keep cloſe thy Impiety. 
Vol. IY. F f | Pol. 


Pol. Ha you cell this? 

Keep. I told it? no, he knows 1 64 l more, 
As he's a cunning Man. | 

Pol. A cunning Fool, 
If that be all. 

com. But now to your true Daughter, | 
That had che Child, and is the proper Pleaſance, 
We muſt have an Account of that too, Goſlip, 

Pol. This's like all the reſt of Mr. Compaſs. 

„ 


SCENE X. 
Enter to them running, Rut. 


Rur. Help, help for Charity; Sir Moath nume 
Is fall'n into the Well. 

Lad. Where? where? 

Rut. l' the Garden. 
A Rope to ſave his Life. 

chm. How came he there? 5 

Rur. He thought to take Poſſeſſion of a 12 
There newly qropt him, and the old Chain broke, 
And down fell he i' the Bucket. | 

Com. Is it deep? 

Rut. We eannot tell. A Rope; help with a Rope. 

Enter Silk-worm, Ironſide, Item, Needle, and 
Intereſt. 

Sil. He is got out again. The Knight is ſav'd. 
Tiro. A little ſows'd i the Water: Needle ſav'd him. 

Ite. The Water ſav'd him, 'twas a fair Eſcape. 

Nee. Ha' you no hurt? 

Int. A little wet. 

Nee. That's nothing. 

Rut. Iwiſh'd you ſtay, Sir, till to morrow; and cold you 
It was no lucky Hour: Since fix a Clock 
All Stars were retrograde. | 

Lad. the name 
Of 3 or Folly, ON came you 1 che Bucket? 

Int. 
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Int. That is a Quere of another time, Siſter, 
The Doctor will reſolve you —- who hath done 
The admirableft Cure upon your Needle! _ 

Gi” me thy Hand, good Needle; thou cam'ſt timely : 
Take off my Hood and Coat; and let me ſhake 

My ſelf a little, I have a world of Buſineſs. 

Where is my Nephew Bias? and his Wife? 
Who bids God gr em Joy? Here they both ſtand, 
As ſure affianced, as the Parſon, or Words, | 
Can tie m. . 

Rur. We all wiſh em Joy and Happineſs. 

Silk. I (aw the Comract, and can witneſs it. 
ut. He ſhall receive ten thouſand Pounds to morrow. 
You look d for't, Compaſs, or a greater Sum, 
But *tis diſpos'd; of, this, another way. 
have but one Neice, verily, Compaſs. , 1 5 
Cm. l'll find another. Varlet, do your Office. 

Var. I do, arreſt your Body, Sir MHoath Intereſt, 
In the King's Name; at ſuit of Mr. Cm ; 
And Dame Placentia his Wife. The Action's enter'd, 
Five hundred thouſand Pound. 

Int. Hear you this, Siſter ? . 
And hath your Houſe the Fars to hear it too? 
And to reſound the Affront? 

Lad. I cannot ſtop 
The Laws, or hinder Juſtice. I can be 
Your Bail, if't may be taken. | 
Com. With the Captain's, 
Lask no better. os 
Fut. Here are better Men, 
Will give their Bail. 53 
Com. But yours will not be taken, , 
Worfhipful Doctor; you are good Security _ 
For a Suit of Clothes, to th* Lay lor, that dates truſt you: 
But not for ſuch a Sum as is this Action. | 
Varlet, you know my Mind, | 
Var. You mutt to Priſon, Sir, | 
Ualeſs you can find Bail the Creditor likes. 
N , . 


=] 
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Int 1 would fain find it, if you'd ſhew me where; 
Silk. It is a terrible Action; more indeed 

Than many a Man is worth; and is call'd Frigbe-Bail. 

Ixo. Faith I will bail him, at mine own Apperil. 

Parlet, be gone: 1'll once ha'the Reputation, 

To be Security for ſuch a Sum. | 

Bear up, Sir Moatrh, „ 

Rut. He is not worth the Buckles | 

About his Belt, and yet this Tramſide claſhes. ©. 

Int. Peace, leaſt he hear you Doctor; we'll make 

ue of him, „„ EE 

What doth your Brother Compaſs, Captain Ironjide, 

Demand of us, by way of challenge, thus? 

Iro Your Neice's Portion; in the right of his Wife. 

Int. | have aſſur'd one Portion, to one Neice, 

And have no more t' account for, that I know of: 

What I may do in Charity — if my Siſter 

Will bid an Off ring for her Maid, and him, 

As a Benevolence to em, after Supper, 

III fpit into the Baſon, and intreat 

My Friends to do the like. 
Cam Spit out thy Gall, | 
And Heart, thou Viper: 1 will now no Mercy, 
No Pity of thee, thy falſe Neice, and Needle ; 

Bring forth your Child, or I appeal you of Murder, 

You, and this Goſſip here, and Mother Chair. 

_ Cha. The Gentleman's fall'n mid! 

, [ Pleaſance feps out. 


Ple. No, Miſtreſs Midwife. 
I ſaw the Child, and you did give it me, 
And put it i' my Arms, by this ill Token, 
You wiſh'd me ſuch another; and it cry'd. 
Pra. The Law is plain; if it were heard to cry, 
And you produce it not, he may indict 
All that conceal, of Felony, and Murder. 
Com. And I will take the Boldneſs, Sir, to do it: 
Beginning with Sr Matb here, and his Doctor. 
Silk. Good faith this ſame is like to turn a OT 
| | | We al. 
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Pal. And a ſhrewd Buſineſs, marry ; they all ſtart 
at't. FE Ss 7 he Po UC one ee qa 4 . 
cm. L ha' the right Thread now, and I will keep it. 
Vou, goody Keep, confeſs the Truth to my Lady, 
The Truth, the whole Fruth, nothing but the Truth. 
Pol. 1 ſcorn to be prevented of my Glories. | 
I plotted the Deceit, and I will own it. 
Love to my Child, and Lucre of the Portion 
Provok'd me; wherein though th' event hath fail'd 
In part, | will make uſe of the beſt fide, _ 
This is my Daughter, and ſhe hath had a Child 
This day, unto her ſhame, (I now profeſs it) 
By this meer Falſe-ſtick, Squire Needle; bur 
Since this wiſe Knight hath thought it good to change 
The fooliſh Father of it, by aſſuring ND og 
Her to his dear Friend, Mr. Bias; and him 
Again to her, by clapping of him on 
With his free Promiſe of ten thouſand Pound, 
Afore ſo many Witneſſes —— Fo: 

Silk. Whereofl © | 
Am one. Z 

Pal. And I another. 

Pol. I ſhould be unnatural - 
To my own Fleth and Blood, would I not thank him 
I thank you, Sir; and I have 1caſon for it. | 
For here your true Neice ſtands, fine Mrs. Compaſs, . 

(Il tell you truth, you have deſerv'd it from me.) 
To whom you are by Bond engag'd to pay | 
The ſixteen thouſand Pound, which is her Portion, 
Due to her Husband, on her Marriage- day. 

1 ſpeak the Truth, and nothing but the Truth, 

Iro. You'll pay it now, Sir Moatb, with Intereſt? - 
You ſee the truth breaks our on every fide of you. 

Int. Into what Nets of Cous'nage am l caſt 
On every ſide? each Thread is grown a Noof: 

A very Mcſh: 1 have run my ſelf into 


A double break, of paying twice the Money. 


Bia; 


454 The Magnetick Lady. 
Bia. You ſhall be releas'd, of paying me a P 
Wuh theſe Conditions. Paying wy, 
Pol. Will you leave her then? 
Bia. Yes, and the ſum, twice told, ere take a Wife, 
To pick our Monſicur Needle's Baſting- threads. 
Com. Goſſip you are paid: tho' he be a fit Nature, 
Worthy to have a Whore juſtly put on him; 
He is not bad enouzh to take your Daughter 
On ſuch a Cheat. Will you yet pay the Portion? 
Int. What will you bate? 
Com. No Penny the Law gives. 
Int. Ves, Biass Money. 
Com. What, your Friend in Court? 
I will not rob you of him, nor the Purchaſe, 
Nor your dear Doctor here; ftand all together? 
Birds of a Nature ali, and of a Feather. 
Lad. Well, we are all now reconcil'd to Truth. 
There reſts yer a Gratuity from me, 
To be conferr'd upon this Gentleman; 
Who (s my Nephew Com my ſays) was cauſe 
Firſt of th' Offence, bur ſince of all th" ee 
The Quarr I caus'd th'Affright, that Fright brought on 
The Travel, which made Peace; the Feace drew on 
This new Diſcovery, which endeth all 
In Reconcile ment. | 
Cm. When the portion 
ls tender'd, and receiv'd. 
Int. Well. you muſt have it 
As good at firſt as laſt. i 
' Lad. Tis well faid,, Brother. 8 
An: I, if this good Captain will accept we, 
Give him my ſeif, endow him with my Eſtate, 
And make him Lord of me, and all my Fortunes: 
He that hath ſav'd my Honour, though by chance, 
1˙ J really ſtudy his, and how to thank him. 
Iro. And | imbrace you Lady, and your Goodneſs, | 
And vow to quit all thought of War hereaſter; 
ny wat is tought under 8 Colours, Madam. 


Pal. 


The Magnetick Lady. 455 
Pal. More work then for the Parſon, I ſhall cap 
The Loadſtone with an Ironſide, I ſee. : | 
Iro. And take in theſe, the forlorn Couple, with us, 
Needle, and's Thread, whoſe Portion I will think on; 
As being a buſineſs waiting on my Bounty: 
Thus 1 do take Poſſeſſion of you, Madam, 
My true Magnetick Miſtreſs, and my Lady. 


CHORUS changed into an EPILOGUE 
to the KING, - 


ELL, Gentlemen, I now muſt under Seal, 

VV And th Author's Charge, wave you, and make 
my Appeal © — | 

| To the Supremeſi Power, my Lord the King; 

Who beſt can judge of what we bumbly bring. 

He knows our Weakneſs, and the Poct's Faults; 

Where he doth ftand upright, go firm, of halts; 

And he will doom him. To which Voice he ſtands, 

And prefers that, *fore all the Peoples Hands. 


The End of the F net Volume. 


— =. » 
- 3. 
* v * U 
4 4 
5 * 
£ 5 * —— £ 
: bo * 8 * YL — 
* a d o 5 . 8 . 1 3 
* 4 , - 75 
* on - > 
* bf ey I 8 2 £ LS 
85 — — 9 + — — 
2 — 
8 is p 
% oy * fe * , ” * a 
- » 0 F 5 * 
* £ * 5 k * 
- * 
* , . , . 
1 8 4 % 
% 's bl 8 _ * 
. 4 2 
* * — . o 
* - 7 . 
* * 
* o * = g — 
. by > £ 
I id > % 
& 4 4 
1 * o 8 5 4 
- - 3 1 RS 
— 1 - 
* = 
* * * % 1 * 
< 4 
: 
o * 25 
_ A ry 
Pd 1 0 4 
. þ — 5 * 
oy % 
% 
. 1 
* . 5 
. 6 1 
« * 
* A 
* * * 1 
* 
* 
— 
* 
* * 
® * 
* - 
- » - 
__ * 
25 * * 
* < * 
* 
” 
= 
* = 
oe 
— 
. 
8 wat a 
« 
» 2 
* 
” * 
S - 
* 
* 
* 
#2 ® 
* ' 
R = 
* * * 
- - 
ho 4 8 
. 
* bl * 
* + 
: „ 
a 2 ; 
* . 
n 
-— * . 
2 
— * 6 
* * 
1 R 8 
4 3 
< 4 % 
5 : 
2 
* 5 
- 
- 
+ . 
* £ - 
— 


